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PART ONE

“If you agree to go…I’ll let you fuck me.”

Sam stared at Amy. “We’re married. I think I’ve fucked you before.”             

Amy took a big breath. “Not in the asshole.”

Sam’s mouth opened in surprise. His eyes shuttered briefly. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

Amy was a knock out. She had a killer body. Nice round, jiggly buns, a narrow waist, and super, bouncy boobs. She was a brunette with blue eyes, and her lips had that classic ‘pucker up and kiss me’ look.

“You don’t believe me?”

Sam’s heart pounded, and his cock was pounding a little, too. “Uh, I believe you. It’s just that…I didn’t expect…

Amy grabbed his shirt and spoke into his face. “Sam, we’ve done it everywhere. We’ve fucked in every position. I’ve sucked your cock and even swallowed. The one thing we haven’t done is…”

She paused and Sam filled in the blank. “Your butt.”

“Now, I really want to go to this meeting. It’s the first time the Mistress Club has come to town, and I want to see what it’s all about. And they said that for the first meeting they want everybody to bring their husbands.”

Sam was nervous. “Look, I’ve heard about the MC,” MC was what the Mistress Club was sometimes called, “And I hear stories about men being abused. Locking their cocks up. Getting feminized. I’ve even heard stories about men being castrated.

“Yeah, but not for long. They just get a shot of some chemical that leaves them limp for a month or two.”

“Still. What if they try to do that BS to me?”

“So you won’t even go for a chance at anal sex with me?”

Sam shook his head slowly. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t. I just…I want some time to think about this. I mean, what’s the idea behind being castrated? What guy in his right mind would want to do that?”

“If you come with me to the meeting maybe you’ll find out.”

Sam raised a dubious eyebrow.

“I hear that there will be men there who have done it, and who are willing to share their stories.”

Sam heaved a sigh. The fact of the matter was that he was hiding a deep, dark secret.

He was fascinated by stories of men who dressed up like women. Who wore dresses and make up. Who (choke) sacrificed their weenies for a couple of months.

But he wasn’t going to let his wife know. That was a step too far. Some secrets needed to be kept.

“Come on, Sam. You don’t have to do anything, we can make a party out of it. And then you get to finally find out what the big hoo ha with fanny sex is all about.”

Sam stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. Amy sat at the table, she had filled out applications for them to attend the meeting, and she was just waiting his signature.

He got out a glass, filled it with ice, then poured a bit of bourbon over it. Old Grandad. Finally, he went to the fridge and took out a can of Coke.

PSSSH!

And he toped his drink off.

He looked at Amy. “You want one?”

She nodded, so he gave her that one and made another one for himself. They sat down at the table and sipped and regarded each other.

“So what do you hope to gain out of this MC thing?”

“I’m not sure,” Amy answered honestly. “I’ve talked to friends about it, they say that it strengthens their marriage.”

“How?”

Amy licked her lips. Took a sip. “They say that they are stronger, more empowered. They say that their men…never mind.”

“Hold on, baby. You were about to say something. What?”

Looking a bit nervous, Amy said, “They say their men are better behaved.”

Sam chortled. “Better behaved. Yeah. Henpecked is more like it.”

“Be polite, Sam.”

“Or maybe I should just say pussy whipped.”

Amy frowned. “That’s not nice.”

“Nice schmice. We need to talk honestly about what these crazy women are doing.”

“They’re not crazy!”

“How do you know?”

“Because I met one!”

“You did?” He raised his glass and sucked quickly.

“I did. She was nice, polite, and very strong.”

“And did she have her hen pecked hubby with her?”

Amy was silent.

“She did! What was he like? Was he wearing a dress? Did he do her bidding like a good, little servant?”

Amy was blushing now. And she murmured, “He wore a skirt and a blouse. And he had a bra on under the blouse.”

Sam leaned forward a little, a big grin on his face. “And how big were his boobs?”

“Not big.”

“D cups? F cups?”

Amy had had enough. “You’re not going to find out unless you agree to come with me.”

Sam sat back. He knew he had resisted enough. That would give him a bit of backbone in her eyes, enable him to leave the meeting if he felt like it.

And…he was really curious about a man that wore a dress.

In fact, the very idea was giving him a boner. A big boner.

He got a far away look in his eyes. He imagined himself trying on a dress, or maybe staggering around in high heels. God, what would he do with his boner then? How would he hide his excitement.

“Well?” asked Amy.

Sam nodded slowly. “Okay, just this once. And I don’t have to do anything weird. And when we get home I get to put my ding dong where the sun don’t shine.”

Amy smiled, a slightly nervous smile, and agreed. “Okay. Sign here and I’ll submit it. Remember, we go there Friday night and come home on Sunday night.

Sam scrawled his John Hancock at the bottom of a thick sheaf of papers. He didn’t bother reading the whole thing because Amy already had.

Amy slid the sheaf of papers into an envelope and stuffed it into her purse. “I’ll deliver this tomorrow.”

“Okay. I’ll drink to that.”

They both drank to it, and it wasn’t long before they had had a second drink, and a third, and were adjourning to the bedroom.

Sam watched his wife undressed and enjoyed the way his stiff dick stood up to be counted.

Amy glanced at him, sitting on the bed and slowly stroking himself.

“Well, young man? What do you think?” She pirouetted and Sam whistled. Her boobs were big and perky and the nipples were standing up.

“Baby, you’re the ginchiest.”

She laughed and launched herself onto him. For a mad second they rolled on the bed, then she ended up on top. She pulled her legs up, positioned herself and slid down his pole.

Sam grunted, then, feeling her absorb him, he asked, “So what’s it really about?”

She wiggled her butt, causing him immense pleasure.

“Well, after we cut off your dick we put cement up your butthole.”

“I knew it!” he crowed.

They laughed, then he rolled over on top. “So I don’t want you thinking that things are going to change.”

“What do you mean,” she grunted as he pounded into her.

“I’ve heard about these women. They emasculate their men. They think the world should be for women. That ain’t happening, baby.”

“Of course not,” she giggled.

He nibbled on her niplets for a while, causing her to arch her back and moan.

“And I’m the man.”

“You’re the man, all right,” she groaned, and she began to cum.

Sam smiled. He liked making her cum, and it seemed like it was getting easier and easier.

“Come on, Sam,” she muttered. “Squirt me deep.”

Sometimes Sam didn’t like to cum. He liked to hold it in, but this wasn’t one of those times. He jammed it back and forth, hard, and he came quickly.

“Oh, yeah! I can feel it in me!”

Sam smiled, and finally rolled off her. He lay on his back and breathed heavily.

“Oh, God. That was heavenly.”

“And I only used half my dick.”

They chuckled, and started to drift into sleep.

Sam, before he entered dreamland, was thinking about what it would be like to have to wear a dress. He had a vision of Amy bullying him. But…he could never really allow that.

Amy was having other dreams. She was dreaming of putting Sam in his place. It wasn’t that she didn’t like him as a manly man, it was just that she thought she might like him better if he was a girly man.

And, with those contrary dreams rolling around inside their heads, they fell asleep.

The week passed fast. Sam worked from home, so he controlled his hours, and he always made sure he put in extra. He liked his job.

And he always had time to go peruse a little porn. He liked watching blondes with big breasts, and…shemales.

Shemales, go figure. When he had first discovered such things he had been grossed out. But give it a little time, and he was more and more fascinated by the idea of having both boobs and balls.

Mind, he wasn’t attracted to guys, just the idea of having extra sex organs.

For Amy the week went slow. She had handed in the paperwork and all she could do was wait.

She was pretty sure she and Sam would be accepted, but…she couldn’t wait to get him there.

She knew what was in the fine print. Sam had signed up for a week end course in feminization.

Several times during the week she couldn’t stop herself from giggling. He was going to be surprised!

Once he caught her laughing. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh, nothing. I just was thinking of that movie we saw last month.”

He gave her a funny look, probably didn’t even know what movie she was referring to, but, that was okay.

But, finally, Friday rolled around. They had a short dinner, along with a couple of drinks.

Amy knew that Sam was going to need a little relaxation, so she popped a Xanax into one of his drinks.

By the time they were done with dinner he was feeling most excellent.

They went out to the car and Amy took the keys. “You don’t mind if I drive, do you?

She certainly didn’t want Sam behind the wheel. He was quite stoned.

Sam didn’t mind. His mind was spinning and he was feeling remarkably jolly.

Amy drove across town to the convention hall. The Mistress Club had been working on it for a week, and they drove up to lights and signs and preferred parking, and Sam thought it was pretty professional.

They parked the car and walked towards the building. It was a pretty big place with lots of extra rooms and smaller buildings. It was kept in good repair, and they entered the front doors and stopped at a welcoming station. Sam was feeling the peak of the liquor and Xanax, and he swayed slightly and grinned stupidly.

“Sam and Amy Johnson,” Amy handed over their paperwork to the people behind a long table. She was hoping nobody noticed how loopy Sam was.

Sam looked around and was surprised by the number of beautiful women standing around. They were all dressed in expensive dresses, and they all had buxom bodies. Sam grinned whenever he caught an eye, and the ladies all  smiled back. A few of the ladies were extra big, and he wondered if they were men.

“All is in order,” said the woman behind the desk. She scribbled her signature and then turned to the last page. She marked a check box.

“Amy, if you’ll go to the right, and Sam…to the left.” She smiled charmingly.

Sam pulled Amy back for a second. “I thought we were doing this together.” He belched and tried to cover it up.

Amy chuckled. Sam was in perfect condition for what was about to happen to him.

“Oh, we will. But men go through a slightly different procedure than the women. Now, go ahead Sam. I’ll see you on the other side.”

See you on the other side. How definite. He kissed her and headed to the left. He was slanted slightly to the side as he walked and Amy giggled.

Amy, going to the right was welcomed by a woman with a larger smile. She disappeared through a door, and Sam sighed. He looked to the woman stepping out to meet him.

She was large. Taller than Sam, and she looked like she did a bit of body building, or extra Pilates, or cross fit, or something.

But she couldn’t be a man. Naw. Boobs that big? She had to be a real she!

“Hi, Sam. My name is Chris. Come with me.”

Chris linked her arm in his and Sam was aware of her very large boobs pressed against his arm. His eyes rolled slightly, and he tried not to gawk at any of the smiling women he and Chris passed.

They stepped through a doorway into a hallway. Down the hallway were several doors, and they went into the fifth one on the right. It had a chair and a dresser. Next to the dresser were some hooks with what looked like hospital gowns on them.

“Off with the duds, Sam.”

Sam blinked owlishly. “Take my clothes off?”

“That’s right.”

“How come?”

“Because it’s the rules.”

Sam was confused now, but one of the perks of Xanax is that it results in a mild condition of hypnosis. You feel wonderful, but suggestions are followed without much complaint.

Sam took off his pants and shirt.

“Everything, Sam.”

“Everything?”

“Of course. You want the full experience, don’t you?”

“But I don’t want to walk around naked!”

Chris: “Don’t worry. We’ve got some official underwear for you to wear.”

“Oh. Okay.” He took off his pants and giggled at his boner. “Look. Sorry.”

“Quite all right, Sam. I’ve seen a penis before.” Chris chuckled. “If you’d like I can relieve you.”

“Relieve me?”

“Sure. Hand job, or blow job. Whatever you prefer.”

Sam, being married, frowned. His lips felt a little rubbery. Funny how liquor never effected him that way before.

“I think I’m all right.”

“It’s liable to be a while before you get another chance, and the wives all kow, when they bring their men here, what can happen.”

Sam’s mind twisted a little bit. So Amy knew about…about…that he might get propositioned?

And he thought about Chris’s statement, that is might be a little while before…before? But he didn’t want Chris. No matter how buxom, no matter how red her lips were, Sam was a married man.

“I’m okay.”

“Okay. Here you go.”

Chris handed him a hospital gown.

Sam shook his head. “I’m going to wear this?”

“Sure. Next step, you know.”

Sam didn’t know, but he didn’t want to stand around with his dick poking out all night. He put the gown on, felt the cool air on his backside, and tried to pull it tighter.

Chris tied it for him, Sam felt her hands brush against his buns and that caused an inner smile.

They walked down another long hallway, and then into a room. This one had a table in the center, and lots of lights, and a person wearing a white gown. Next to the table was a man with a tank of some kind, and one of those face masks they covered patients faces with.

“What’s this?”

“Up on the table, Sam,” said Chris.

Sam, still under the effects of alcohol and drugs, climbed up on the table.

“On your back, young man,” said the doctor.

The doctor had a real pair under her gown, and she was, like the other women Sam had seen, quite beautiful.

She listened to Sam’s chest with a stethoscope, she looked into his eyes.

“He’s had a couple of drinks.”

The guy holding the face masks made an adjustment on the equipment next to the tube.

“Okay, Sam, here we go.”

Three things happened at the same time. The face mask went over his face, the fellow holding it said, “Count backwards from 100…” And Chris pressed down on his arms.

Sam was immobilized, a little loopy, and he opened his mouth to object. He drew in his breath and before he could say ‘ninety-nine’ he was asleep.

Sam awoke slowly. He became aware that he was still on the table. The doctor was gone and the face mask was being lifted off his face. He breathed in cool air, and looked around.

He felt stupid. He had only been under for a short time, and he was still loopy from the bourbon and Coke and the Xanax. He looked around.

“Wash happenin’?”

“You’re fine, Sam. You’ve got a great set of tits, and your manhood has been properly confined.”

“I do?” he grinned. In his mind he was dreaming, and he was dreaming he was watching porn. And somehow he had become the porn.

Chris helped him up and he felt the weight on his chest. He looked down and his eyes grew wide. The dream suddenly ended.

“What the fuck?” A lot of liquor started having little effect at that moment. “What are these? You gave me tits!”

Chris smiled. “And quite beautiful.  You’re going to have a lot of fun.”

“Fun? I didn’t ask for these?”

He was panicking, but Chris stayed calm.

“You most certainly did. I saw the forms you filled out.”

“What? I didn’t…” he lifted his hands and hefted his boobs. His mind was shell shocked. “I didn’t ask for boobs! I didn’t fill out paperwork!”

Chris picked up an iPad and tapped it a few times. “Is this your signature?”

Sam stared at his Jahn Hancock. It was his signature. It was that form Amy had had him sign last week!

“But I didn’t…”

Chris scrolled down to the back page. “See, you’ve check off boxes for breast enhancement and…full costume…pierced ears…oh, and you’ve already got your chastity device.”

That was the moment for Sam. That was overload. He bent forward and looked over his large breasts and saw…the chastity device. It was a silver spiral in the shape of a tube. It was wrapped around his cock, and his balls, big and fat, hung below.

“I didn’t…I didn’t…” he fainted.

Sam awoke for the second time that night, and now he was not feeling any of the effects of bourbon and Xanax. He was dazed, and stupid, but knew that he had been altered.

He had breasts, rather large ones. His nipples had been enlarged, and his cock had been imprisoned.

He looked around.

“Here he is. Wake up, Sam. You’re all right.”

“I…I…”

Chris helped him sit up. He felt the weight of his boobs and felt his cock trying to wake up.

But the metal prison was stopping his cock from erecting.

“What happened to me?”

Chris gave him water and helped him to his feet. “Come on, Sam, we’ve still got to finish you up.”

“Finish me…” he looked around.

Chris led him out of the room and back up to where he had left his clothes. They were nowhere to be seen now, and inside the dressing room Chris told him to have a seat and picked up a couple of articles of clothing.

“You’ll find that these panties have a small pouch. It will help pull your chastity tube back between your legs.” She tossed Sam a pair of stretchy panties. “You’re going to want to wear a bra. Those boobs are going to sag a bit if you don’t. We don’t want stretch marks now, do we?”

Sam held up the panties and looked at them. He looked at the bra in his other hand.

“I’m not going to put these on!”

“Of course you are. They’re part of the process here. And you can’t move to the next station unless you’re properly dressed.

“I don’t want to do this!”

Chris smiled. She was used to sudden changes of minds. “Sorry, Sam. But you’ll have to. You’ll find that the panties and bra are comfortable, and—“

“I’m leaving.” Sam looked around for his clothes, but they were gone.

Chris nodded. “I understand how shocking this can all be, but remember that millions of women the world round get dressed every day. You’re just experiencing what women normally experience.”

“Where’s my clothes?”

“They’ve been discarded. You won’t need them for the female experience.”

“I…but I want to go home!”

“Well, sorry about that. But you can go back out to the entrance as you are. Just grab your car keys and go for it. Nobody will stop you.”

It burst through his mind then how perfect this little plot was. Amy had driven, and she had the keys!

Sam was trembling with indignation now. The drugs had worn off and he was feeling humiliated. He looked down at the breasts on his chest. They were hanging, and he really did need a bra. And his dick…it was inside that cage thing! He had to hide that!

But there was no way he could go back to the entrance and walk past all those people!

“Okay, Sam?”

Sam felt like air was whistling out of him. He felt himself becoming subdued. He was going to have to go forward, not back. He hung his head and gave a small nod.

“Okay, dokey, let’s get that bra on you.”

Sam put on the bra, and needed a little help from Chris to figure it out.

The bra was more of a halter top. It kept his nipples hidden. It held his boobs high and they were thrust out in front of him. He was amazed at how large his boobs were.

And that made his dick struggle inside the cage.

Chris looked down and grinned. “It is exciting, isn’t it?”

“No!”

Chris handed him the panties with a smile. “Okay.”

Sam put on the panties, and that helped because it covered up his caged cock. It felt funny to walk, however, the cage being pulled back between his legs.

“Excellent. You’ve got a wonderful body for this. Are you sure you haven’t worn women’s clothes before?”

“Of course not,” Sam snapped. Though he had often wondered, and he had looked at his wife’s lingerie with desire.

“Well, okay. Let’s go.”

Chris led the way out of the room and down the hallway. They passed the room where Sam had received his boobs. At the end of the corridor they turned into a small ante room. It was a bit gloomy, and suddenly Sam realized there were other people in the room. As his eyes got used to the darkness he made out the shapes of other men, men dressed in panties and bras.

Sam started to back up, but Chris had closed the door and was standing in the way. He was acting almost like a guard to make sure nobody went out through the back door.

“Okay, ladies,” a small cone of light appeared in the center of the room and a woman stepped into it.

She was built. Like Chris, she had large boobs. She wasn’t as tall, but she was a bit thicker.

“You’re about to get your basic orientation. I’m going to want you to file in and take a seat. Is everybody ready.”

No. They weren’t. There were several mutters, pipsqueak objections, and Sam realized that the half dozen men in the little room were all like him. They were reluctant, and Sam wondered how many of them had been fooled by their wives, tricked into coming to this terrible place.

“Okay, three, two, one…” The door in the front of the room opened and the men could see into a large auditorium. It was filled with people. The front rows were reserved for men wearing panties and bras, and the rear rows were filled with ladies.

The men in the room moved back.

Somebody, Sam couldn’t see who, called from the auditorium. “Come on out, ladies.”

But the men were in full panic mode. No way they were going to be seen in public dressed as they were.

Then Chris and the other large woman said, “Look at us!”

The men turned en masse and stared.

Chris and the other woman lifted their dresses and pulled down their panties. They each had a big set of balls, and they were each holding a large but slack penis in their manicured hands.

Suddenly the men were backing the other way, out into the auditorium.

They were engulfed by bright lights and they heard cheers and the stomping of feet.

At the rear of the room the women, the wives, were standing and clapping.

At the front of the room the men were sitting with their heads hanging. The few men who did look up were in the same boat as Sam. Their faces were bright red and their eyes ashamed.

Now in the open, Sam and the others were directed to the front row seats. Moving quickly, scurrying like rabbits with wolves watching them, they sat down in the few open seats.

At the head of the auditorium one of the most beautiful women Sam had ever seen was watching, a slight smile on her face.

Sam raised his head enough to watch her, and she noticed him and winked.

Sam immediately lowered his head.

All the men seated, the doors closed, the lights dimmed and the woman at the head of the auditorium began to speak.

“Welcome, ladies, to basic orientation for men willing to undergo the feminine experience. My name is Marguerite and I am in charge of this chapter of the Mistress Club.”

Some of the men muttered, and it was plain that many of them were like Sam, caught.

The lady continued. “The world being in sad shape, it is imperative that men take a softer viewpoint. Men and women must present a united front to the troubles that are impacting on our civilization. These coincide with the goals of the Mistress Club.”

“Suck my dick,” whispered a man somewhere to Sam’s right. He didn’t whisper very loudly, however.

“In this orientation you will come face to face with what a woman must endure in this society. You will understand what it means to be considered a second class citizen. By going through this experience it is hoped that you will cease any mistreatment of women that you have been guilty of, and you will join with them in their efforts to correct this poor society. Do any of you ladies have any questions?”

A long moment of silence occurred, and Sam thought nobody was going to say anything. Then a fellow on the left spoke up. “I didn’t agree to this. I want to leave!”

The lady speaking smiled, leaned against a large, wooden podium and said, “How often do you think your behavior has caused your wife to want to leave your little kingdom?”

The man looked confused.

“Instead, she puts up with your beer swilling, football gaming personality and cooks dinner, washes the laundry, has children, raises children, all while letting herself be used by you in a sexual manner.  So, in answer to your statement: No. You will not be allowed to leave until you have fulfilled the contract which you have signed.”

“That’s not fair!”

“Life isn’t fair. Are there any other questions?”

A fellow behind Sam asked, “Why do we have to wear panties? And what’s up with these boobs! I never asked for tits!”

“What an interesting objection, for a man who, if you are ‘normal,’ lusts after women’s breasts, objectifying your wife and demanding that she lay down and spread for you whenever you want. Now it is you that will be objectified, you who will have unreasonable demands made upon your person. Are there any more questions?”

There were, and the lady at the podium answered quickly and succinctly, always turning the question into a challenge to the asker. Finally, she made the point, “Just to let you know, I am willing to answer questions until dawn, which is breakfast, and even through breakfast. I will point out that you will be losing sleep, and this may even affect your performance adversely when we start your actual training. This weekend will last, as per contract, as long as you make it last.”

That statement brought the questions to a close. Most of the questions were just sour grapes, anyway, and the men were rapidly coming to the viewpoint that the sooner they got started the sooner their torment would be at an end.

“Okay,” said Marguerite, “Let’s go quickly over your itinerary for this weekend.

A lady behind her stood up and placed a batch of posters on a tripod. The first poster read:

Introduction

Accepted Behavior

Lights out

SATURDAY

Yoga

Make up

How to Conduct Yourself as a Woman

Submitting While Dancing

Chick Flicks

Lights Out

SUNDAY

Yoga

The Need for Sexual Self Control

Clothing

Self Defense

Ear Piercing

Remaining a Woman

Closing Ceremonies

Marguerite used a pointer and went through the items, describing them briefly. The items were pretty self explanatory, however, and she was quick.

“Okay, ladies, let’s  get into Accepted Behavior.”

The lady in charge of the posters removed the top one and the major points for Accepted Behavior were listed.

Politeness

Punishment

And that was all.

Marguerite smiled as the men started buzzing in whispered conversations.

“You have all signed agreements to follow all directions. You may not have noticed a bit of fine print, the section that allows us, the MC, to deliver whatever punishment is required to force you to fulfill your contracts and follow those directions. Thus far we have been very polite, very circumspect, as it is understood that you have certain apprehensions and don’t fully comprehend the severity and significance of our program.

“From this point on we will be administering punishments as needed. This can include whippings, tasering in the event you become violent, and extended periods of time in the stocks. Any time spent in the pillory may be accompanied by appropriate corporal punishment. For any of you who don’t understand the word ‘corporal,’ that includes spankings and the use of various instruments to force your compliance.’

“Can we ask questions?” asked a fellow with red hair.

Of course.”

“Corporal punishment of which you speak—“

“Whippings while pilloried, usually,” Marguerite added.

“Yes. That stuff has been allowed in our society for hundreds of years.”

“It hasn’t?”

“No. And—“

“What about waterboarding?”

“What?”

“Waterboarding, sleep deprivation, slave labor, I believe your information is lacking.”

“What are you talking about? Waterboarding is done by the army. We’re talking about men and woman!”

“Men and women are in the military. Men and women are in all cultures. Men and women have been guilty of such punishments right up to modern times. The Mistress Club is dedicated to stamping out all such punishments, and that is done by showing the cruelty of such punishments.

“So do as I do, not as I say,” blurted the man.

“Reason doesn’t always work with people who insist on being beasts. And, that said, can you tell me of the punishments you have inflicted upon the women in your life?”

“I never mistreat women!”

“Well, Charley,” Marguerite leaned on the podium and drawled out her next words. “Did you strike your wife shortly after you got married? Something about her spending too much?”

Charley’s mouth opened, and the look on his face indicated that he had done such a thing.

“By what right do you strike another human being?”

A large woman had moved up behind Charley, but he was too focused on Marguerite to notice.

“That was one time! And I’ve never…that’s our business! You have no—“

SMACK!

OW! FUCK!” Charley turned around to see the large woman holding a whip. He was rubbing his ass and tears had come to his eyes.

The woman was muscular, and all the fellows sitting in their panties and bras realized this was a woman with a penis.

Charley turned back to Marguerite. “Why the fuck did you do that?”

“But, Charley, we only did it once.”

The auditorium was dead silent while Charley came to grips with his own words. Then a woman behind the men, one of the wives, snickered. Shortly all the women were laughing.

Charley, still rubbing his ass, sat down and looked at the floor.

“So, ladies,” said Marguerite, “You may ask whatever questions you wish…as long as you are polite. If you are not polite, or the question is inappropriate, then you may get a spanking. You may even be taken to the pillories for a couple of hours of correction.

“Do you understand? Be polite, or suffer the consequences.”

None of the men said anything.

“Now then, let’s go over the rest of your classes, then you will be allowed to sleep.

The lady behind her removed the Accepted Behavior poster and the list of activities for Saturday were revealed.


PART TWO

The men slept in a big dormitory. They slept on military style beds with no sheets or blankets. They just lay in their bra and panties and tried to ignore the rather cool temperature created by efficient air conditioning.

“How are we supposed to sleep,” whined one man.

There were several of the large women that were really men at various places in the dorm, and one of them said, “Men and women have different hormones. Haven’t you ever seen women wearing coats and sweaters in an office? Complaining that it is too cold?”

“Yeah, but this is ridiculous!”

The large woman said, “I’ve been told this is exactly what women feel like.”

“But…can’t we turn up the heat for one night?”

The large woman said, “The men in the office won’t allow it.”

“But we’re not in an office!”

The large woman shrugged. “This is the lesson.”

So the men spent their night freezing, not even removing their bra and panties, hoping that even that skimpy bit of clothing would somehow warm them up.

A lot of them were huddled into the fetus position and holding their chastity tubes with their wiggling cocks in them.

The following morning a buzzer went off. It was a big buzzer that filled the whole dorm, and it was designed to sound like an alarm clock.

The men in their bra and panties all sat up on the sides of their beds and wrapped their arms around themselves and shivered.

“Man, I never slept so badly,” muttered one man, and he wasn’t alone in his complaints.

A door at a corner of the dorm opened and the men headed for it. As they arrived a woman, a real woman, wearing real clothes, was standing at the door with an iPad. She checked off each man as he passed through and stated the instructions. “Complete ten tasks and you will be allowed breakfast.”

The men, one at a time, started down a long hallway. And the tasks stopped them again and again.

Change a baby. Which baby was a doll with something that smelled suspiciously like real poop in their diapers.

Butter four pieces of toast and place them on a tray. Run the tray to another station and add jelly. The toast was just plastic squares, which squares were washed and returned to the original station.

Run fifty yards, boobs ajiggling, get a newspaper and run back.

Enter a small arena with a dozen dogs in it. Put food in a dish, place it on the floor, and escape with your life.

Change another diaper.

Run upstairs and get a man’s satchel, which your ‘husband’ had conveniently forgotten.

And so on.

Task after task. And it was obvious that the women were keeping times. One of them even shouted out, “Best time wins a prize!”

The men hurried, turning it into a race, and when the first man to cross the finish line asked for his prize he was told, “Satisfaction for another day of hurdles accomplished. That’s your prize.”

He griped, but…at least he got into the kitchen before the rest of the men.

The men had to fix their own breakfasts, and they were given choices of recipes and fruit. The recipes looking a little daunting, most of the men settled for a banana and an orange.

“How are we going to survive without protein?” asked one of the men.

A woman said, “Ladies have different nutritional requirements. If you ate protein like a man, which you are frequently forced to do, then you get fat and the man divorces you.”

There were a lot of frowns at this, but everybody was getting pretty tired. Lack of sleep, lack of protein, a frenetic schedule of stupid tasks, and the men were wearing down fast.

Upon completing their breakfasts the men were shown to a large exercise room. There were club chairs ringing the room, and wives were sitting in the room. They chatted comfortably, and looked up as the men entered the room.

When Sam entered the room he immediately saw Amy. He ran to her. “What did you do to me!”

“Sam! No talking!” The woman who spoke was holding a taser and grinning.

“You can’t stop me from talking to me wife!”

“One more word…” she aimed the taser at Sam.

Sam stood, caught. He looked at his wife and wanted to say so many things, then he heard a sound. SZZZZT!

He turned and saw a man collapsing onto the floor. He could smell burnt flesh and the man quivered on the floor.

Behind him, the woman who had threatened him with a taser said, “Sam, your wife has needs.”

Sam turned back to Amy. Amy was grinning, and she had lifted her dress. He stared at her moist pussy and gulped. It was obvious what he was expected to do.

Except he didn’t like eating pussy! She peed through the damn thing! He didn’t mind putting his cock up her vagina, but to kiss it and lick it? Brrrr!

The woman spoke, and it was obvious she was explaining things to everybody and not just Sam. Other woman told men to listen up.

“Sam, how often have you rolled over and demanded a poke? You don’t ask if your wife is in the mood, and if she indicates she’s not you get grumpy. This is what that feels like. Now drop to your knees.”

Sam heard a couple of SZZZZTs,” and noticing that men were being tasered freely, he dropped. He looked back at the woman holding the taser.

“What, Sam? You can talk to me, as long as you’re polite, but your wife only wants sex and none of your bullshit.”

“But…I don’t do this! I’m not this way!”

“You’re full of shit, Sam. Every man is this way, though they never admit it. But I have a deal for you.”

“What?”

“In the next room some of the male volunteers, the large ones with cocks in their panties, would like to be serviced. If you would like to suck a stiff cock, instead of munching a pussy, that is an option.”

Sam turned back to his wife.

Amy was grinning, and her eyes were gleaming.

“You’re getting off on this!” he whispered.

SMACK!

“OW!” He rubbed his butt.

“Use your mouth for the designated purpose, and nothing else!”

Tears appearing in the corners of his eyes, Sam bent down to Amy’s vagina. As he ate he heard some of the MC women say such things as…’Wait until they have to learn how to suck cock.’ And, ‘tomorrow they won’t know which women they are…’ and the voice faded out.

Sam worked on Amy’s vagina. Sliding his tongue along the labia and ending with a healthy suck on the clitoris. He was thinking about what he heard. ‘Which women they were…what?”

SMACK!

It wasn’t a hard one, but it made Sam jump, which drove his mouth harder onto Amy’s pussy and made her sigh.

“Stop thinking, Sam. Dedicate yourself to her pleasure. This is just the start.”

Sam sucked, and from that point on, desperate not to get another whipping, he focused on the task at hand. His face got wet and Amy groaned, and he only peripherally heard the MC ladies making more remarks.

“Tilt your head so…yes…that’s it.”

“First one to get his wife to orgasm wins!”

That brought a surge of interest. Men, after all, were simple creatures who responded to simple contests.

And: “You’re going to have to do tongue lengthening exercises.”

Finally, women started moaning in orgasm. There were about eighty men in the room, and that meant eighty wives, and eighty orgasms.

And it sounded like the MC ladies were counting each orgasm.

Sam tried as hard as he could. Now his dick was responding, now that he was face deep in pussy. It wiggled and tried to push against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It didn’t get anywhere, but it did cause a light amount of pain that made Sam groan. And his groan, so sexual in nature, pushed Amy over the edge.

“OHHHH!”

And the women on the sides of here, as if inspired by her cum, began thrusting their hips and moaning.

“Don’t take your mouth off her, Sam! Keep licking. Let her down easily. You’ve got to clean her of any juices that result.”

Sam kept licking, but now he could take his time.

And now he was now as about as horny as he had ever been. Being forced to eat his wife’s pussy, and his cock all locked up, it was hard to stand!

Finally, every woman had cum, and a couple of them had cum twice, and the MC instructors directed the men to stand up and back to the center of the room.

The wives all stood up and chatted as they made their way to the exits. The men were directed to stack chairs. Amy smiled and waggled her fingers at Sam as she made her way out of the room.

“Fuck,” whispered a fellow near Sam. “That was hot.”

Sam was conflicted. It was hot. He turned to one of the ladies overseeing the class. “So how is it punishment to a woman to have to give a blow job if they like it?”

The lady smiled. “You didn’t have to swallow.”

When Sam frowned she explained a little more.

“Men and women are different, sometimes they are actually reversed. Sure, she had a good time, but it would have been better if she had had choice. For a woman it’s not always just lay down and squirt.”

While Sam pondered that another woman yelled out,” “”Line up for yoga!”

Little mats were handed out and the men spaced themselves in rows and columns. Shortly they were sitting in the Indian position and receiving instructions on how to fold their legs into the lotus position.

The men struggled, groaning at the new pain they were being introduced to.

“Every woman must remain in good shape, else their men will just cheat on them, divorce them, or simply treat them like shit!”

Sam did his best, but it was almost impossible. Until a large woman, which had to be a man, came over and simply pushed his legs into position.

“Oh, fuck!” Sam moaned.

The large woman held him in position, and after a minute his muscles began to accept the new position.

Sam sat for five minutes, whimpering, and the ladies, and the large ladies who might be and probably were women, circled the room. Finally, “Okay, ladies. This next posture is called ‘Cow lips.’

Sam had to force one leg over the other and twist. This required him to manually shift the position of his cock cage.

“One of the benefits of this position, for women, is that it induces orgasms. Right out of the blue. This is wonderful for women, and sometimes they end up loving this yoga position, and tend to neglect their spouses sexually. If you are a man who has this type of wife please raise your hand.”

Two men in the group of eighty raised their hands.

“Okay, you two, go with Dalia over there. She’ll show you things you can do to relieve this situation.”

Sam raised his hand. He didn’t have a wife who got off on yoga, Amy didn’t even do Yoga, but he figured that he needed a break from this crazy body contortionism.

“Okay, Sam. You, too.”

Sam stood up, felt his joints creak a bit, and staggered after the two men.

Sam and the two others were taken to a small room. In the room were two beds.

“Oops, where’s the other bed?” asked the woman.

“Sorry,” said the large woman, who happened to be Chris. “I’ll get another one.”

“No need. Sam, come with me. Chris, bring a taser.”

Sam’s head swiveled and he stared as Chris produced a taser. Chris smiled at him reassuringly, however, so, in spite of shaking knees, he followed the woman to another bedroom.

“Upsy daisy, Sam. Face down.”

“I’m not going to get up there!”

“Chris?”

“Better do it, Sam. This is fully charged.”

“I don’t want to!”

“I didn’t either, but once I did, it was good.”

Trembling, Sam climbed up on the bed and lay down.

The bed was uncomfortable. Just a thin mattress with a thin sheet on it. Sam looked back. The woman and Chris were wrapping leather restraints over the bottom posts, and when they began wrapping them around Sam’s ankles he revolted.

He gave a shriek and kicked, and was rewarded with the feel of Chris’s nose under his heel.

Chris yelped and stepped back.

“Chris.”

Sam was struggling to turn over, and had half made it, when he felt the twin pins of the taser penetrate his flesh. Suddenly everything was white and crazy. His body was twisting and writhing like crazy and he was crying out in a weird moan.

Then he was just laying there, wondering what had happened. He could smell flesh. Weird. Then, a minute later, he came to his senses, and his arms and legs were fastened to the poles of the bed.

“Are you all right?”

“Give me a second. The bleeding has stopped.”

The woman came and stood next to Sam. “That was not called for, Sam.”

Sam tried a glare, and it sort of worked.

“A little pleasure and you would have been on your way. You didn’t have to kick Chris.”

“It’s okay,” muttered Chris. “He doesn’t know any better.”

“Let me out of here,” Sam whispered.

“I should put him in the stocks.”

“Not yet. He needs a chance to learn.”

“Hunh! He needs a good spanking!”

Chris was up on his feet now, moving around the bed. He was holding a red stained handkerchief to his nose. “Not yet. Give him a chance.”

The woman leaned down and looked at Sam. “If it wasn’t for Chris you’d be locked up and getting spanked right now.

Sam just grunted. He was slowly overcoming the effects of being tasered.

“Okay, Sam. When your wife isn’t feeling like it, or maybe getting it from yoga, or even a lover, then there are things you can do. One of the things is to stimulate your prostate. In the same way the yoga position stimulates your wife’s pussy a butt plug will stimulate your prostate.

The woman showed Sam a jar of lube. She smiled, she was still a little pissed off, and she dipped her finger into the jar and scooped out a healthy helping of lube.

“Hey!”

Chris operated a remote and the bed started rising in the middle. Sam was folded in half, and his butt was on display.

The woman pushed the lube into Sam’s asshole and he bucked, but she ignored his movement and began reaming his asshole, spreading the lube inside with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck! Stop it!”

“It’s okay, Sam,” said Chris. “The sooner you learn to enjoy this the sooner you’ll make it through the training.”

She scooped some more lube and applied it. Sam struggled for a while.

Chris grabbed his hanging. chastity tube and began stroking his balls. “Easy, Sam. Take a breath and enjoy.”

Sam didn’t know it was Chris holding him, but it did feel good. Slowly, he stopped struggling. Then the finger in his butt started feeling good.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“That’s right,” said the MC woman. “Just relax and enjoy.”

It became enjoyable, real enjoyable, and Sam was shocked when his hips moved back and tried to suck in more of the finger fucking.

Chris held an object in front of Sam’s eyes. “You’re not loose enough for real relief, but this will help you get there. After a few hours of having your prostate rubbed you’ll be more than ready for your real relief.”

Sam stared at the object. It was slim, shaped like a really tiny torpedo.

The woman took the object and put it in Sam’s ass. At first it went in easy, then it reached the limits of Sam’s ass to expand. There was a little pain, then the thing popped all the way in.

Sam groaned, but couldn’t do anything. The pleasure was too great, and all he could do was lay there and feel it, and love it.

“This is an expandable butt plug, Sam. I’m going to make it larger now.”

It felt like she had pressed a button on the end of the thing, and suddenly Sam’s eyes opened. It felt like the thing in his anus was getting larger.

“Hey!”

“Cool, eh?” observed Chris. “Sometimes I wear these things all day. They feel so good.”

“Okay, Sam. You’re going to feel your prostate being rubbed. This will excite you, and a few hours from now you’ll be dripping. Let us know and we can make it larger. The larger it gets the sooner you’ll have your very own butt plug induced orgasm.”

Sam lay on the folding table, his butt in the air, and gasped for breath. He had never imagined such a thing could take his breath away.

His bed was returned to flat and the MC lady and Chris loosened his bonds. Chris helped him sit up, and he groaned as the pressure of his body pushed the expandable butt plug deeper into his ass.

“Fuck!” he whispered.

It was difficult for Sam to walk now, but he followed Chris back to the yoga room. The class was just finishing and Sam stood there, breathing heavily, a dazed look in his eyes. Some of the other men glanced at him, and wondered what had happened, but Sam couldn’t even speak. He was that excited.

“Okay, ladies! It’s time for make up!”

Sam, waddling, followed the rest of the class as the MC ladies separated them into groups and took them away.

Sam was in one of the last groups, and he walked into a small room with vanity tables against the walls.

The vanity tables were white, had mirrors ringed with round, white light bulbs, and trays of make up.

Sam sat down, gingerly, and felt the plug rubbing against his prostate. He had been told it would take a couple of hours for him to start dripping, but it felt like it was happening all ready.

He looked at himself in the mirror. He was a man, dammit. He was a man in spite of the mounds on his chest, in spite of the bra and panties and chastity tube.

The man in the mirror looked pretty dour for all of that.

“All right, ladies. You’re only as good as you look. In the eyes of men, that is.”

The MC ladies and large women all chuckled knowingly.

“So we’re going to teach you how to be beautiful, no matter what. When we’re done any man would want to put their dicks in your  pretty, little mouths.”

The men all jerked at that. They looked around and there was actual fear in their eyes.

The ladies laughed. “Don’t be such homophobes, you homophobes!”

The man glanced at each other, and one of them made a break for it.

“Lemme go!” he yelled. In his rush he bumped one of the real women, and she fell to the ground.

SZZZZZT!

He lay on the ground, twitching, and the smell of burning flesh was now familiar to Sam.

Two large women pulled the man out of the room.

“What’s going to happen to him?” asked Sam.

“Violence towards women. He’s going straight to the stocks.”

That put a damper on the mood, but the ladies moved right in to pump it up again.

“Okay, you gentlemen probably think you’re clean as a whistle, but if you are, it’s a pretty dirty whistle. On the tray to your right you will find a group of bottles and tubes. You will be using these to cleanse your face. The steps for cleansing your face are: wash, cleanse, exfoliate, tone, face mask, moisturizer.

The men looked down at the chemicals in confusion. They had no idea what the MC instructor was talking about.

The ladies smiled, there were six of them, three regular sized, and three with penises, presumably, and they went from table to table and helped the men get started.

For Sam this was the weirdest thing. His face was supposed to be cleansed, but it felt…different. It felt like he had goop all over it, and he wanted to just scrub his face with soap and water and really clean it.

Women had a different idea of cleansing than men did, however.

The men had awakened at five in the morning, it was now nine, and they spent an hour learning how to clean their face, put on blush and foundation and creating a proper canvas for their make up.

Then they spent an hour learning how to put on eye shadow, mascara, lipstick, and that sort of thing. And they needed every minute.

Finally, a group of MC technicians came into the room and began weaving extensions into their hair. Or, in the case of a totally bald man, putting a wig on his head.

Finally, at noon, they were all made up. They still wore nothing but panties and bras, but their faces were no longer male. Their faces were sparkling with color and they wore long tresses. Tresses down to their shoulders.

They sat on the chairs and looked at each other, and they were in a curious mix of confusion.

They looked like women.

The bra and panties sculpted their bodies somewhat, and their faces were totally of the other gender, and they looked like women.

Sure, a couple of the guys could do with a little liposuction, or maybe just very strong corsets, but…

“Okay, ladies. I want to congratulate you on looking so beautiful. Your prize for looking so lovely is…high heels!”

The MC women cheered, and the men looked…embarrassed.

The woman went around the room, helping men into high heels.

The heels were the classic patent leather sling back with open toes.

“Mind you, ladies, we haven’t put your nail polish on, yet, but when we do you’re going to find it very exciting!

Sam was about ready to bust.

The thing in his butt was overwhelming. His penis, in the cage, was starting to drip. His face was no longer him, and…it was overwhelming.

The MC ladies were all busy, looking down at the men’s shoes, discussing various things concerning the care of such shoes, and how to walk, and Sam was sitting with the shoes in his hand.

He found himself standing up.

Nobody noticed.

He walked to the door, his shoes in his hands.

One of the women looked up, but it looked like Sam was just going to ask for help.

Sam opened the door and stepped out.

He closed the door.

He was free.

He had escaped.

He was holding the shoes, his butt felt huge inside.

He walked down the hallway.

He looked like a woman, and the few women he passed looked at him, then smiled when he smiled at them.

He looked like a recruit on his way to the next station.

He came to the end of the corridor and looked around the corner.

It was the big entrance room. The table where he and Amy had checked in was empty. There was a group of women on the far side of the area, but none of them noticed him.

Sam heard footsteps behind him. High heeled footsteps.

“Sam? Sam?”

He had to go now.

He walked towards the glass doors that led to the outside world.

Nobody said anything.

He looked like he was just taking a walk.

He pushed open the door…

“Sam!”

“Stop him!”

The ladies to the side of the room turned and stared.

And Sam ran for it.

A woman was standing outside, and she reached for Sam.

He pushed and slammed into her with a shoulder. She went sprawling, and Sam kicked it into high gear.                           


The Pink Brotherhood!
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PART THREE

Sam ran like his life depended on it. He had escaped, and he would no longer be made into a woman. As he ran he thought about what had happened to him.

His wife had signed him up for this Mistress Club event, then the women of the Mistress Club had transformed him into a woman. He had boobs on his chest, his cock was trapped in chastity and pulled back between his legs. To top it off he had on full make up and they given him long hair.             

To a passerby he looked like a woman! He was wearing a bra and panties, but they looked more like a swim suit, a halter top and swim suit bottoms.

As he ran he heard women calling after him. He ran harder, his lungs gasping, trying to get away.

To think, he had once thought about becoming more feminine, about even dressing as a woman and being some sort of shemale.

It had felt so romantic, so exciting. But now that they were transforming him it was…too much.

He couldn’t handle it.

He raced across lawns, down alleys, and finally stopped.

He had run a couple of miles, barefoot, and he bent over and gasped for breath.

His boobs hung down and it made him uncomfortable, so he straightened up, put his hands on his hips and kept walking.

Then he heard the roar of a car motor. Just in time, he stepped into some bushes.

A car roared past, there were three of the big women in the car. No, there was one regular sized female, and the other two were big guys that had been feminized.

He knew they were looking for him.

He gasped for breath, almost sobbed, and waited for them to disappear around a far corner.

They turned, and he immediately took off running.

At first he had no idea where he was going, then he realized he was running sideways to the direction his house was in.

He slowed down, trotted, then walked.

He listened, and when cars came along he stepped into alleys, doorway, behind trees.

The members of the Mistress Club were out in force. They didn’t want somebody going to the newspapers, or onto Facebutt, and telling the world what they were doing to men.

Oddly, he found that he was still wearing the high heels they had given him.

‘Wait until you see them on your feet with your toes all painted!’ That’s what they said.

He started to toss them in a dumpster, then realized they were evidence.

Now he was in the suburbs. Cars filled with women still came along every once in a while, but they were fewer and further in between.

He looked up at the sun. He was sweaty from running, and his legs were tired. He hadn’t had lunch, nor even water.

He passed by a park and went to the bathrooms in the far corner. He ducked his head under a faucet in the bathroom and soaked his head. He had never imagined extensions could create such heat!

Then he drank water, lots of water, then he heard a car door slam.

“I’ll check the bathrooms.”

Fortunately for Sam, he was on the far side of the bathrooms from the parking lot. He darted out the door and around the edge of the building just in time. He was between the little brick building and a hedge. He heard somebody opening stall doors, then whoever it was was heard walking back to the parking lot.

“He’s got to be here somewhere! He can’t have gotten far!”

Another voice: “Let’s head back to town, see if anybody else has seen him.”

The car door slammed and the car pulled away.

Sam gave a light sob and slid down the side of the building to a squatting position. He was still free. And if he could get to his house…he had guns there. He could stand them off until the cops could get involved.

He went back into the outhouse and drank some more water, then he started the final couple of miles back to his house. He walked slowly, and was sore in the shoulders and chest.

Of course. His boobs weighed a lot. His muscles weren’t used to that.

He took another break a mile from home. He rested behind a fence and thought about his situation.

Home. Guns. Call the police, get on Facebutt. Reveal these crazies for who they were.

Sighing, he struggled to his feet and began the last mile home.

Ten minutes later he was on his street. He lived on a cul de sac, and there were only a few houses. His was the third one in, and he quick walked past the first two houses and stopped.

His car was there.

The car that Amy had driven him to the Mistress Club in the night before.

Were the Mistresses there?

Crap!

Well, nothing for it but to sneak in and see.

He turned into his neighbor’s yard and sidled along the fence, then went through a gate and into his own yard.

He put his ear to the side of the house and listened.

Nothing.

He walked along the side of the house to the back yard. Turning the corner he had a full view of the patio and the big picture window.

He saw nothing. He crept along the back of the house, careful not to make any noise. He stopped and pressed his ear to a window.

Nothing.

But he knew that Amy was home. Their car was parked out front. Unless she was in one of the cars driving around town looking for him.

He took a quick step and tried the back door. Locked.

He thought about knocking, but decided not to. There was always a chance somebody was waiting for him.

He walked to the other side of the house and down to the garage door. He tried the knob. Again, it was locked.

Crap! So close and yet so far.

And he knew he was going to have to go in the front door. There was a key under the mat if the door wasn’t open. And if that didn’t work he was going to have to break in.

He went to the corner of the house and stared at the street. Nobody on the sidewalks. No neighbors were out. He was good to go.

Taking a breath, he dashed to the front door and tried the handle.

It turned! And he stepped into the house.

It was cool in the foyer, and he put his back to the door and took deep breaths. He had made it.

He finally tossed the high heels away, directly into the living room. He walked down the hallway to the bedroom.

He stepped into the bathroom, doused a washcloth with water and sponged himself off. He didn’t have time for a shower, but he needed a bit of clean, a bit of refreshment.

Done, he put the wash clothe on the counter and walked into the bedroom. He went to the closet and opened it and reached up for the box holding his pistols.

He put the boxes on the bed and opened them. Two Glocks. The clips held 19 bullets. That was 38 ways to defend himself against those crazy mistress ladies.

His hands on the grips of the pistols he chortled, and then he heard the front door open.

A snarl on his lipsticked mouth, he stepped into the bedroom doorway.

“He has to come home,” Amy said. “You’re not going to hurt him, are you?”

“Amy, he’s in no trouble. Oh, he’ll have to spend time in the stocks, but it is our security that was lax. Right now the important thing is to get him back on the program.”

“Wonderful. I just know…Sam!”

Amy stepped in view of Sam. Marguerite stepped in view next. She smiled when she saw Sam. She was the leader of the Mistress Club in their town.

“Excellent.”

Then Chris stepped in view. She smiled. Chris was one of the big shemales that worked for the Mistress Club.

Oddly, Sam actually liked Chris. Different times they would have sat in a bar and drunk beer.

Now, however, Sam wasn’t about to have a beer. He raised his hands and pointed the Glocks at the women.

He had a large problem, he didn’t want to shoot his wife.

But he had a larger problem of the women of the Mistress Club trying to kidnap him. That might make him start shooting.

“Put the guns down, Sam.”

“I think you better leave my house, lady. And you better run. Because I’m going to call the cops.

“Sam! You can’t do that!” begged Amy. “They’re just trying to help!”

“Yeah, help themselves to my masculinity. Well, no more.”

Chris stared at him. Suddenly he put the manly friendliness on his face. “Don’t do something you’ll regret, buddy.”

Though Sam’s soul was trembling, his hands were rock solid. He aimed the pistols at Marguerite and Chris.

Marguerite smiled. “Sam, if you’ll lower those big guns of your just a fraction I have something very important to tell you. Something that you’ll want to hear.

“All I want to hear is the sound of that door slappin’ your fat ass!”

“Sam!” Amy’s voice was panicked. She could see that Sam was capable of shooting. Being made into a female had pushed him over the edge.

“Sam. What I have to tell you is fascinating. It will make you rethink everything.”

“Send me a letter.”

Sam’s fingers started tightening.

“Okay…okay. We’re leaving.”

“Okay.”

Everybody stood still for a moment, then Marguerite raised her hand and pulled on Amy’s sleeve. “Come along, Amy.”

“Get your hands off my wife!”

Marguerite hesitated, then made up her mind. She pushed Amy, and dodged back into the foyer with Chris.

BOOM! BOOM!

Sam pulled the trigger once for each pistol, then his groin blew up.

It was like his pecker was a cherry bomb and it had just gone off. His balls felt like somebody was toasting them with flamethrowers.

Sam dropped to his knees, his mind a white hot flash. He dropped the pistols and fell forward.

Marguerite peered around the corner from the foyer, then smiled and stepped into full view.

Sam was out of it.

Amy screeched and ran past Marguerite. “Sam! Sam!” She knelt next to his body and turned his face up. He was alive, but drooling, and totally out of it.

Marguerite placed a hand on her shoulder and pulled her back. “It’s okay. He’s fine. Chris. Put him in the car.”

Amy was shaking when she stood up. She watched as Chris put Sam over his shoulder and walked out of the house.

“But what happened?”

Marguerite held up a fob. “It’s the last line of defense. Each chastity tube has a taser charge built into it. Poor Sam, he got the full charge. But he’ll be all right. We just have to get him back to the convention hall and work with him.

“Then…then he’s not kicked out of the program?”

“Lord, no!”

“But…but he shot at you.”

Sam is in a a delicate place now. His whole world is topsy turvy. You can’t blame a man for going off the rails when he’s halfway to being a woman. We just half to work with him, get him to go all the way. Once that happens this sort of thing will never happen again.

“Oh, thank goodness. I was so worried.”

“Worry no more, Amy. Sam’s in good hands, and we’re going to mold him into the kind of woman you can be proud of.”

Amy smiled wanly, and the two women followed Chris out to the car.

Sam was taken in through the back entrance of the convention center. During the quick ride back to the convention center his hands were cuffed and the chastity tube was taken off him.

A couple of the large shemales came out and helped Chris, and Sam was taken to a small room and cuffed to a bed. Two doctors came in then and examined him thoroughly.

His penis was red, that was the only damage. It was the color of a sunburn, and that was all.

Amy was sitting a corner, watching, biting her nails. She had wanted to give Sam the benefit of this experience, and now this happened.

“Amy, let’s go talk,” Marguerite knelt next to her and patter her hand.

Amy stood up and, with a back glance towards Sam, followed Marguerite into the next room. There were two chairs there and Marguerite sat in one and motioned for Amy to sit in the other.

Marguerite sighed. “Most men accept the training fairly easily. There’s a little bit of shouting, but then they see how much fun it is to dress up…they like it, and we support them…it all works out.”

“But what happened with Sam, then?”

“My best guess, and it’s only a guess, is that he has something to hide. Sam has a secret that he has been keeping from you.”

“But we’ve always been honest with each other!”

“You’ve been honest with him.”

“He hasn’t been honest with me?”

For him to have such a violent reaction…something has to have been working on him, and for a long time. He was fine, going along with the program, but he has hidden depths and when they exploded, it was quick, and sudden.

Amy’s lip was trembling. “But what could Sam be hiding?”

Marguerite leaned forward and hugged her. “It’s okay. Cry if you must, but we’re going to have to get to the bottom of this. We can’t allow a half changed man to wander around like a rolling powder keg.”

Amy nodded. Marguerite handed her a napkin from a nearby table and she blotted her eyes.

“So what are you going to do?”

“We’re going to continue with the program. That’s the only way to handle this sort of thing. If a man has a secret that deep then he is not going to give it up easily.”

“Will he get upset again?”

“Probably. When you pull the cork there’s sometimes a loud bang. That’s what’s going to happen with Sam.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Stand back. Be ready to pick up the pieces when he blows.”

“How many men…how many have…secrets.”

Marguerite grinned. “Honey, they all have secrets. You have to understand that a man is like a shark. He just wants to go around and make little sharks. He jacks off. He fucks fruit…”

“Fruit?”

“You would be surprised at how many men cut a hole in a watermelon and fuck it.

“Oh my God!

“And, they like to put their dicks in other things, any manner of things. And they put things up their butts. You would be shocked at how many men have had a homosexual experience. It’s in their nature. It’s what drives them.”

“What about…cheating?”

“Most men, probably over 90%, will drop their drawers for a strange woman. They don’t intend to, they even want to stay true blue, but they can’t help themselves.”

Amy blotted tears a little bit faster. “I never…”

“The thing is, whatever Sam’s secret is…he loves you. He loves you so much he keeps that secret and is willing to shoot people over it…and underneath it all he is deathly afraid of losing you.”

“But surely whatever he has done isn’t that bad!”

“To him it is. Heck. Maybe it’s just jacking off. Maybe it’s something so simple, like rubbing his dick on your used underwear, but in his mind it has become insurmountable…and he must keep that secret.”

At that moment the doctor from the next room cracked the door and stuck her head in. “He’s waking up.”

“Oh!” Amy jumped to her feet, but Marguerite grabbed her wrist.

“What?”

Marguerite shook her head. “You’re going to have to leave this to the professionals.”

“But Sam needs me!”

“No.” Marguerite was on her feet now, facing Amy from a foot away. They were so close their breasts were touching. “You think Sam needs you. What Sam needs is to be distracted from you enough that he can give up his secret.”

Amy looked at the ground disconsolately. Then she looked back up. “So I can’t go in there.”

“It is not a good idea.”

Amy nodded. Then, “When can I see him?”

“Later. Maybe when we get him in the stocks. But you should talk with one of the girls that specializes in this sort of thing first. She’ll tell you what to say so Sam doesn’t suffer unduly.”

For a long moment Amy bit her lip, then she nodded.

Marguerite smiled, patted her cheek, and went back into Sam’s room.

Sam watched the ceiling go around. For a moment he thought he was going to be sick, then the spinning lessened and he became aware of where he was.

He was back at the convention center.

“How you doing, Sam?”

Sam looked at Chris. “You’re a man.”

“I’m a new man,” affirmed Chris. “Would you like to talk to a woman?”

Sam was breathing deeper, remembering the flight through town, how he was…”What happened to me?”

“When you became dangerous Marguerite used a fob. There was a taser built into your chastity tube.”

“Heysoos. It felt like my groin was on fire.”

“In a manner speaking,” Chris nodded.

Somebody else was moving around the room and Sam turned his head. It was a doctor and Marguerite.

He looked back up at Chris. “So, am I still functioning down there? Or did you just burn it off?”

Chris gave a wry smile. “You’re fine. It’ll feel like a sunburn down there, but by tomorrow morning you won’t even feel that.”

“Hello, Sam.”

Sam considered Marguerite dourly. He said nothing.

“Are you ready to rejoin the program?”

“Sure, just as soon as I speak to my lawyer.”

“Sorry, Sam, but you agreed to mediation in your initial contract.”

Sam looked up at the ceiling.

“We’ve taken the butt plug out of you. We’ll give you a few hours without one, maybe tonight you’ll be ready for that.”

“Some men don’t want to be women.”

“So they say,” Marguerite nodded. “Time proves otherwise, however. Men are dying to be part of the pink brotherhood.”

“Dying?”

“Poor choice of words. So here’s how it’s going to go. You will be accompanied everywhere by ladies with tasers. You will follow directions, or we’ll tase your ass and make you follow them.”

Sam grunted. “So in other words, same old same old.”

“Yes, and no. But I’ll let you figure out the difference. Chris? Get two ladies with tasers. They’ll take over Sam, and you can go back to your usual duties.”

Chris frowned, but quickly left the room.

“Okay, while we’re waiting…” Marguerite asked the doctor for some ointment, and she put on rubber gloves and began smoothing the ointment onto Sam’s penis. It felt smooth, but hot. Real hot.

“Ouch,” Sam muttered.

“I know. But it’ll go away. In the meantime, focus on the pleasure and not the pain.

It was good advice and Sam closed his eyes.

Marguerite rubbed the ointment onto his penis. She had soft hands, and she moved up and down, swirled, and worked the ointment into every bit of his skin. Then she massaged his balls, especially the place where the ring had gone around his package.”

Sam sighed. He was close, but he knew she wasn’t going to let him have an orgasm.

Sure enough, when he got close she backed off.

She used a finger and massaged the outer rim of his asshole.

Now Sam was breathing hard, and he couldn’t stop his hips from rising up a couple of times.

“Easy, boy.” Marguerite grinned as she felt him throbbing. “Save it up for a special occasion.”

Sam grunted.

“I know. You think you’ve been betrayed. You’re afraid of your wife…”

He thought that was a weird way to put it…‘afraid of his wife.’

“…and you’re holding on to something deep and dark, and—“

“What?”

Two women with tasers in holsters entered the room. They were real women, big breasted and level-eyed.

“You’ve got a secret, Sam. And I have to tell you, it’s going to get worse and worse until you tell us what your big secret is.”

“I don’t have any ‘big secret,’” he scoffed.

“I know. You just picked up a pair of guns and tried to kill us because you didn’t win the lottery.”

He gave her the strangest look.

“There has to be pressure for the volcano to blow. And the volcano will blow…unless you pull the plug on it.”

Caught between a secret and a hard place Sam said the only thing he could.

“Fuck you.”

Marguerite smiled and let go of his dick. He had been really close, and he thrust his hips up into the air a couple of times.

“Okay, ladies. Sam is going to the stocks.”

The two women produced a collar with a bar across it. It looked like a futuristic yoke.

Sam was fastened to the table, and they put the collar on him, then fastened his a wrist to one end of the bar, then the other wrist to the other end.

“Okay, Sam. Follow directions and this will be easy.”

They unfastened his ankles and helped him off the table.

Sam stood, a bit unsteady, his hands held up to the bar, and it was like he was in a mobile pillory.

“Turn sideways for the doorway.”

The two women got him out of the room, then, with one on each side of him, they headed for the back of the convention center.

In the rear of the center was a garden. In the garden was a row of pillories. Posts were sunk in the earth, and the top of the posts held the two planks with three holes between them. Sam was led to the pillories, and his ‘mobile pillory’ was pulled down over the lower plank of the pillory in the garden.

He had no choice. The women simply pulled on the bar and his body bent forward, then they lowered the top plank. The lock clicked, and they took off the metal bar and collar.

Sam was bent over, his upper body parallel to the ground. His dick was nice and hard, courtesy of Marguerite’s first aid.

The two women left, and he was all alone.

He stood there, looking at the ground. He could turn his face to the side and see a little bit, but not much.

At least his dick was free. He was tired of it being locked up, and even though it had a ‘sunburn,’ it felt good.

Seconds passed and turned into minutes. Then minutes passed. Then…who knows how long passed.

A quick spurt of men in panties and bras passed through the garden. He could feel the eyes staring at him. He could hear the whispers.

What has that poor guy done?

Yes. What had he done. He had been tricked into this place and he had broken out. And then he had been ambushed by the insidious, little ‘cock burner’ built into his chastity tube.

He sighed.

And sighed again.

Two women came out. They were chatting, and carrying two little cases. They were also naked, which was unusual. Most of the women instructors went around in full dresses, or at least in halter tops and short shorts.

Sam became aware of their large boobs so close to his head.

“How you doing, Sam?”

“”Uh, yeah.” He hadn’t expected to be talked to.

“We’re going to do your nails. Are you okay with that?”

Sam considered his hard dick. He was okay with that. He was okay with anything. “Yeah.”

The girls did his toes first. He stood barefoot in the dirt and they prepped his toes, then painted them red.

“I heard you tried to get away. Is that true?”

Sam nodded, then realized the inadequacy of that form of communication. “Yeah. I guess.”

“How come? Is it okay if I ask you that?”

Is it okay? Hmmm.  “I guess.”

“So how come?”

“Yeah,” said the other one. “We’re just going to dress you up like a faggot.”

“Sarah!”

“I know. Take it easy on the guy after he tries to kill Marguerite.”

“Well, he’s going through some rough times.”

It was classic good cop bad cop, but because they were girls Sam didn’t tumble to it.

“So how come you ran for it, chickie boy.”

Sam turned his head slightly. He caught a glimpse of the bitch. She was laughing at him.

“Fuck you,” he muttered.

“Ooh, big man. Says ‘fuck you,’ but he can’t do anything about it. Not with that limp dick.”

His dick was actually pretty hard.

“That’s it, Sarah. I’ll finish him up.”

“Bullshit.”

“Or I’ll go ask Marguerite about it.”

Sarah said nothing for a second, then closed her make up kit and snarled. “Okay. Be that way.”

She stomped off, make up kit in hand.

For a moment it was silent.

“Don’t mind her, Sam.”

“I won’t.” Though she did piss him off a little.

“I’m going to give you red ovals. Not too long, but…I think you’ll like them.”

Sam said nothing.

“You know, once class is out you’ll probably have a bunch of people out here. They’ll probably treat you pretty badly.”

“I can take it.”

“I know you can. I just thought…” she left her sentence unfinished and began pressing fake nails onto his fingers. “I’m using real glue. None of that fake stuff. So they should stay on pretty good. In fact,” she giggled, “You’ll probably need a hammer and chisel to get them off.

Sam was conflicted. The girl was acting so nice, but…he wouldn’t be able to get the fingernails off?

“Did you really shoot a gun at Marguerite?” She didn’t seem judgmental, just curious.”

“I did. Two guns. One bullet from each.”

“Oh, my gosh.” She sounded more impressed than anything else. “What would you have done if you had hit her?”

Hmm. What would he have done. Buried her in the garden? Chop her up in a bathtub and flush her down the toilet? He blinked. “I don’t know.”

And he didn’t know. And through this subtle questioning, a bit reverse in style, with admiration, Sam had been led to touch upon the edges of his big, dark secret.

“Wow. I’ve never met anybody who shot a gun at somebody.” She sounded impressed. “Did it take…was it hard to do?”

“No. I wasn’t thinking.”

“You weren’t? Wow! I couldn’t do that. I mean, even if somebody was attacking me, I don’t think I could shoot them. I don’t understand how you did it.”

Sam was thinking now. Thinking about things in a way he had never thought about them before. He frowned, and the girl backed off. You never found things out by asking, demanding, by being pushy. You had to treat secrets like a fish under the ice. You had to give the fish room to run, then gently, gently, reel it in.

“You have pretty hands. They’re going to look so sexy.”

Sam turned his head and glimpsed one hand. It was red tipped, and the tips were shiny and glossy. His cock throbbed.

“What’s your name?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. My name is Shiela.”

“Shiela.”

“Yep. After my mother.”

After a long moment, the question burst out of him. “Would your mother approve of this…what they’re doing here?”

“My mother is one of the founding ladies. So…yes.” she giggled.

With the gentle, good humor being directed at him Sam smiled. It was the first time he had smiled since he had arrived at this shindig.

Some time later Shiela had finished his nails. She packed up her kit and prepared to leave, then stood for a moment.

“What?” asked Sam.

“Well…I didn’t want to say anything…”

“Go ahead.” He was relaxed by her, and much more receptive than he had been when he had first been locked in the stocks.

“Well, just an observation…if you just went along with everything…it would probably be…you’d get out of her pretty fast. I mean, if you really don’t like it, best to just do it and get it done with. The girls in the Mistress Club, I mean the diehard ones, they’re pretty serious, and they aren’t going to back off until you look like you’re converted.”

Sam grunted. He didn’t like what she was saying, but it made sense.

“And when you get the feeling that you want to shoot somebody…just ask yourself why you feel that way. Heck, you can even ask for me. Everybody know who I am. I’ll come help you out, make sure some of the rougher girls don’t go crazy on you.”

It was an offer of friendship, and Sam appreciated it. Lord knows he needed a friend.

Shiela left, and Sam realized that a few women were hanging in the gardens. Most of them were Mistress Club women, or shemales, but there were a few men like him, wearing panties and bras.

He stood, bent over, and was feeling a bit sore. It wouldn’t kill him, but he occasionally wiggled and tried to stave off the soreness of muscles kept in place too long.

Then classes let out and the men in his position, trainees, and instructors and shemales flooded the garden.

Sam froze, at first, but the people moved past him and sat on benches arranged in rows in front of the pillories.

At first Sam thought the benches were arranged so people could sit on them and watch the men in the stocks. But they were sitting with their backs to him, and he suddenly realized what was happening.

There was a white screen on the wall beyond the benches. They were sitting down to watch movies. Chick flicks, as the poster boards at the orientation had stated.

“Hello, Sam.”

Sam’s whole body prickled. It was Amy.

“What are you doing here?” He couldn’t keep the bitterness out of his voice.

“I’m your wife, Sam. I’m worried about you.”

“So worried that you let them kidnap me and do these things to me?”

Amy spoke very softly. “Sam, I know about you.”

Sam didn’t say anything. Nobody knew about him.

“I’ve seen your internet history. I’ve seen what you look at, what you look for.”

Now Sam was breathing hard. Secrets. She didn’t know his secret.

But, she did. “I know that you look at Shemales. I know that you watch hypnotube, that you spend hours watching things like ‘Cock Conversion,’ that you have a fascination for chemical castration.

“I don’t.”

She didn’t bother to contradict him, or mention the proof further. She had been schooled on how to talk to a man with a secret. What she didn’t know was that in the first round, right off the top, she had hit his deep, dark secret.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

She changed directions without changing directions. “That’s why I thought you’d enjoy having some temporary boobs. You could see what it’s like. You could see if you wanted more permanent boobs.”

Sam was silent, but his tears were flowing. The ground was damp under the splatter of his moisture.

What was interesting was how hard his cock was. It was harder than a rhino’s horn. It was raging. And they weren’t talk about sex, they were talking about him…and being a woman.

Not having a cock.

“You know, I married you, and I don’t care about your interests, except to help you. If you want tits, then great. Let’s get you some. You want to wear make up? Super. I know all about make up and I can give you some super hints.

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

Amy had figured out he was crying. She knew she should back off a bit.

She reached under him and grasped his cock. “Is it still sore?”

Sam lurched at her touch. The ointment had worked. “No.”

“Can I stroke you?”

Sam didn’t say no, so she began moving her hand gently up and down.

Sam sighed.

In front of the stocks the benches were crowded, and some women were even sitting on the grass. Marguerite was talking in front of everybody. She was too far away to be heard, but the men were chuckling, and the trainers were watching from the sides with big smiles.

Finally, Marguerite stepped aside and the movie started.

Harry Met Sally

Sam groaned and Amy chuckled. “It’s chick flick night,” she said.

“I figured.”

“Poor Sam,” she said, fondling his balls. “It’s not so bad being locked up, but being forced to watch ‘Harry Met Sally’…”

“That’s tough,” he agreed.

And there they sat, her loving his package with her gentle fingers, and him groaning at the mushy movie.


PART FOUR

Sam woke up to the nightmarish giant clock sound. Buzzz. buzzz, buzzz!

He groaned and rolled out of bed. He was cold, but didn’t notice it, at least hadn’t woken up from it. After the long day, after being in the stocks half the night, he was sore and tired.

And he looked at his feet.

He was wearing nylons, black leather spikes, and his red toes were plain to see through the open toes.

And the shoes were locked onto his feet.

Locked on. With little padlocks.

None of the other men wore padlocks on their high heels, but he did. A little present for refusing to wear high heels the day before.

He stood up and stretched, and staggered a bit. He was taller, and his balance was off.

He walked, awkwardly, and was not laughed at by any of the other men. They were all a little awkward in their new shoes.

They walked through a door at the far corner of the dormitory room and their names were checked off.

“Saw you in the pillory yesterday,” whispered one fellow.

Sam sighed.

“It’s because he ran away when they were putting shoes on us.”

The two men next to Sam looked down at their own shoes. “Well,” sighed one, “That ain’t gonna happen again.”

“Okay, ladies! time for your pre-breakfast tasks!”

The men began racing to get the tasks done. They were starving, they were tired. Their muscles hurt from walking in high heels, but they tried their darndest.

They ran to change the baby. They ran to butter toast. They ran up stairs to retrieve the briefcase their ‘husbands’ had forgotten.

During one brief lull as the men bottlenecked at a station one of the guys said, “Man, I never carried a briefcase in my life.” One of the Mistress Club trainers grinned. “And your wife never brought you lunch, or a beer, or anything.”

The man sighed heavily. “Yeah. You’re right. But it doesn’t make it any easier.”

Many of the men were of that attitude. In one short day they had been transformed, and while many of them still struggled against the ‘new regime,’ many of them seemed to be agreeing with the program.

Sam ran through the tasks, falling against walls and other men as he lost his balance again and again. He truly thought he was going to break his ankles in the stupid heels.

After the tasks the men were given breakfast. Again, they had a choice. They could take a recipe and try to make it, or they could just eat fruit.

Sam was extra hungry when it came time for his choice, but he still opted for the fruit. His big, dark secret, the source of all his resistance, was right out in plain sight for anybody to see, but nobody had seen it yet.

And he hadn’t broken.

So he took an apple and a banana and sat down and munched on them.

As the dozen men behind them struggled to cook things like pancakes from scratch, or to make an omelette, the smell was overpowering, and all of the men wished they’d taken the time to cook a proper breakfast.

One of the men began sobbing, and the women took him into a corner and talked to him, then let him go back and choose a recipe.

Then two others asked for, and received permission, to make their breakfasts. They wore pink aprons over their panties and bras and cheerfully cracked eggs and put bacon in a pan.

Sam and a dozen other men were still hold outs, and suddenly a woman sat down opposite Sam.

“Don’t want to cook your own breakfast?” It was Shiela, and she was smiling in an understanding way.

Sam shook his head. His stomach felt like it was an empty pit.

“If you want…I’ll help.”

Sam shook his head.

She put her hand on his forearm and whispered. “It’s okay, Sam. You don’t have to hold out anymore. Everybody knows you’re a man.”

It irritated him, but he held his anger in. She was one of his few friends.

“How about if I bring you a hard boiled egg? Just one. With a salt shaker.”

Sam was frozen, unable to move, and he was aware that tears were leaking out of his eyes.

“I’m going to do it. I might get in trouble, we’re not supposed to do this, but…I’m going to do it.”

Five minutes later she was back. She looked triumphant as she placed a hard boiled egg in Sam’s hand and a salt shaker on the table.

Sam felt like he was in outer space, a thousand miles away, as he took the egg, cracked it with a knuckle, and began peeling it.

He shook salt on the beautiful thing, and tears fell freely as he took little bites, trying to get as much salt as he could on his small meal.

Shiela put her hand on his forearm as he ate and smiled at him.

“Whatever your secret is…nobody cares.”

Sam cried, and nodded. He had had enough meanness, and he was ready for some kindness, but he still didn’t know how to talk, to speak of having wondered what a woman really was.

He finished his egg, and Shiela smiled and left.

“Okay, ladies! Time for some yoga!”

Sam got a mat and began doing the exercises. He was cried out, temporarily, and he just did them. He wasn’t particularly good at it, but everybody left him alone.

He didn’t even get pissed off when the yoga instructor complimented him on his zen position.

Things—deep, down things—were changing inside of Sam. The still waters that ran deep weren’t so still anymore.

He didn’t know how much more he could take. Yet he had no choice except to take it.

The interesting thing was he was the only man without a chastity tube. All the other men were contained. And he could see their dicks struggling to erect, and he heard their remarks as they dealt with growing, but unquenchable, horniness.

His dick sprouted out. Position after position, his cock was stiff. In the plank position the tip of his dick touched the floor. And when they went back and forth from upward dog to downward dog his cock scraped on the small mat, and it felt so-o-o good.

It reminded him that he was a man.

After yoga it was time for make up. It was Sunday, and the make up went easier than on Saturday. The men now had an inkling of what they had to do, and with the help of the women they put on their make up, brushed their hair and styled it, and, for a bonus, the men were given dresses.

What a relief, after wearing nothing but panties and bra, and nylons, to put on actual clothes. And it didn’t matter that the clothes were female.

Heck, they had been running around in female underwear all week end, they had gotten over the embarrassment of that, and being given something to wear, actual clothes, they were glad.

The dresses were simple and basic. One color, but they had a choice of colors. Red, yellow, purple, green.

The dresses had wide necks, but not plunging.  None of the men had any cleavage to show off, anyway.

The dresses were armless, and most of the men availed themselves of little razors and scrapped their armpit hairs off. A few of them even took off their nylon and shoes and shaved their legs.

Sam watched, and he couldn’t shave his legs, and, oddly, he felt left out.

People are group animals, and Sam, though he had been in high rebellion, was no different. And now that things were changing inside him, he wanted to shave his legs.

But, not being able to shave, he shaved nothing, and the tufts of hair under his arms were…silly.

“Not shaving, Sam?” It was Chris.

Sam wasn’t, but he was leaping ahead, in a fashion. “Chris…?”

“Yeah?”

“Did you have your dick chemically castrated.”

The men around them suddenly became quite quiet. Everybody was listening.

Chris pulled up two chairs and they sat down and faced each other.

Chris was fully made up, and wearing a dress with cleavage. And he had the cleavage.

“Yes.”

It was like a sigh went out of the assembled men. One of the real women, the Mistress Club instructors, was listening, but she didn’t say anything.

“What’s it like?”

“Freedom.” Chris didn’t even hesitate.

“Freedom?” one of the men scoffed.

Chris looked up with a smile on his red lips. “Freedom from being compelled to act a certain way. The man way.”

This shut a few mouths.

“When I meet a girl I don’t lead with my dick. I can actually get to know her as a person.”

“But what if you want to have sex?” some one blurted.

“Then I’ll not get my six month booster shot, I’ll start getting boners and having sex.”

“You sound like you dread that,” Sam observed.

“In a way I do. Look men and women, they are the same in that they are attacked by their hormones. Men have testosterone, and they are constantly hunting for pussy.”

A couple of the men nodded knowingly.

“When I start letting the testosterone flow again I have to enter back into that game. Sure, I’ll be true to one woman, but I’ll be reacting to all men and woman in that weird way that hormones cause. Believe me, I feel a lot more human without the constant drive for pussy.”

One of the men said, “Why don’t women stop taking hormones?”

“Women are different,” explained Chris. “Women have so many hormones, and they can get messed up if they are deprived, or adjusted in a wrong way. Men…they’re simple. Turn on the testosterone, or turn it off. They just keep on truckin’.” Then he turned to Sam. “You thinking about it? Believe me, it’ll be a relief.”

“No,” Sam lied. “I just wondered.”

“Well, be careful, under every thought there’s another thought. “I’m actually taking female hormones.”

“Really?”

“I like being a woman. I’m a little big, but diet and hormones are helping me. These boobs started out fake, but they’re a little big now because on top of the injections I have estrogen pumping me up.”

The men were quiet then, a subdued bunch. But they weren’t subdued because they were suppressed, they were subdued because they were thinking about what Chris had told them.

“Okay, ladies. The circle jerk is over!” One of the Mistress Club trainers woke everybody up. “Down the hall to the big room.”

The men headed down to the big auditorium. They found the wives sitting in chairs and waiting for them. The chairs were spaced out and their was plenty of room for the men to navigate in the room.

Sam locked on to Amy immediately, and he made a beeline for her. And he was a mix of emotions.

She was his wife, he was desperate to see her.

She had gotten him into this thing, he was pissed off.

She was dressed to the nines, looking gorgeous, and that made his dick bob.

The expression on her face, it looked like she was angry, and what did she have to be angry about?

“Hello, Sam. How are you?”

Sam stopped in front of her. Suddenly he was conflicted. He didn’t know what to do.

Around the room men were reacting in various ways. There were terse discussions, and there were hugs. There were a lot of shemales and taser toting females in the room. Two of the taser toting women were watching Sam.

He looked at them. “What? they think I’m going to shoot somebody?”

“You did try,” observed Amy.

“I was betrayed.”

“I’m sorry you feel that way.”

Amy was actually following a script. She had been drilled on how to handle Sam. First, show no emotion. Second, never let him get her off balance. Third, wait to see how he acted, then follow whatever script applied.

“So what now?” Sam was feeling desperate. He wanted to hug her. He wanted to be with her. But he didn’t know how.

“Finish your training.”

The air seemed to whistle out of him. “Yeah.”

“Sam, I love you. Whatever you feel about me, you’re going to have to accept this experience, get over it, and then we can continue with our lives.”

Sam sat down, cross legged, in front of her. “I talked to a guy who has been chemically castrated.”

“Is that something you want?”

“No.” But his thoughts were suddenly swirling. Did he want it? Could he admit such a thing? “But that might solve a lot of problems.”

“What problems?”

He looked down at the boner bump in his dress. He had to lean a little bit because of his boobs. His bump bounced a little.

“Is that a problem?”

“Is it for you?”

They were at an impasse. They were talking, saying important things, but going nowhere.

“I like your penis.”

“Do you like my tits?”

“I do.”

“Would you like me to have both tits and cock? All the time?”

“That’s a question for you. I’m fine with whatever you decide.”

He twisted his mouth. There was irritation there, but he was keeping it in.

Shiela suddenly sauntered by. In truth, she was wearing an earpiece that allowed her to hear conversations at distances, and she had been following Sam and Amy closely.

“Hey, guys. What you talking about?”

“Whether Amy would like me better if I had no dick.”

Amy shook her head slightly.

Shiela chuckled, bringing a light heartedness to the discussion. “Sounds like you’re overstating her position a bit. Amy, can you tell Sam exactly what you want? So there’s no misunderstanding?”

“I want him to be happy.”

Shiela turned to Sam. “Would having no dick make you happy?”

Bingo. Once again he was in the middle of his secret. Did he want to be a woman? Did he want to stifle his male desires?

Amy, too close to her husband, missed it, but Shiela didn’t.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his thigh. Dangerously close to his dick. “Sam, I think we’re getting somewhere.” She started at him, waited.

Sam felt things going crazy inside him. Suddenly his nipples felt hot. He wanted to cry. He felt like he was suffering from all the hormones that women had.

“I…I…”

“It’s okay, Sam. I’m your friend. Your wife truly loves you.”

“I…I…” his eyes were crying, and Amy’s eyes opened wider. She had never seen her husband cry.

Shiela raised her hand and Marguerite saw it and came over. “Hi, Amy.” She didn’t say anything to Sam, just watched him.

Sam suddenly felt like a balloon, and he was in danger of popping. He just had to release some of the pressure. He had to make this thing happen in a way that didn’t totally destroy him.

“I…I…”

Shiela, in a very matter of fact manner, expressing no judgment one way or another, said, “Sam has been thinking about getting chemically castrated.”

Marguerite nodded. “A difficult decision. Let’s talk about it.”

Sam stopped trying to talk. His secret was out, and by them talking they were bypassing him, and the pressure was being relieved.

“Now, if you go ahead and get chemically castrated, you will still feel horny. In fact, deliciously horny. Many of the men say they like that feeling of horniness over any other.”

“You would have options, too, Sam. You could go for a month to feel how it is, or three months. We always recommend six months, but it is entirely up to you.”

Sam was watching Amy as they discussed his decision. Amy was suddenly smiling. She could feel the lightness in the air. She could feel Sam finally relaxing.

“Your package will usually shrink a bit, although there are a couple of new drugs on the market that tend to not shrink the male apparatus.”

“At any rate, you will grow back when you go off the drugs.”

“What kind of drugs?” asked Amy, still watching Sam.

“Oh, it’s a market out there. There are drugs to castrate, there are drugs that will make you more female. There are drugs that will enable you to retain your cock, full function-ability, boners and everything, even as you grow larger breasts and make the transition to womanhood.”

Now the girls were actually changing the discussion into a veritable coffee klatch. They were smiling, talking about men they had known and what had happened to them, and Sam was finally, totally relaxing.

His big secret had been discovered, and accepted, and the result was that he suddenly felt freer than he ever had in his life.

He could be a man or a woman. He could be a shemale. He could be anything.

And the first step might be in taking a little needle with dick deadening abilities in it.

The class on The Need for Sexual Self Control was over, and the men walked down a hallway.

One of the men observed, “I thought we were going to be talking about controlling your desires. Your sexual desires. We just talked with our wives.”

“And you didn’t learn things about sexual desires with the person you usually have sex with?”

That made a few of the men think.

They were given a lecture, all of them, about clothes. Color coordinating. Matching outfits. Even what underwear to wear and when.

Then they were separated into small groups and went to rooms, ten in a group, where they held discussions, tried on various outfits and judged whether they were right, or how they could be improved.

All the while Sam was thinking about chemical castration.

What made it difficult, in his mind, was the fact that he had a big erection. In fact, the more he had talked about chemical castration the more he had gotten erect.

Weird. Not being able to get horny made him horny.

Except the women had told him he was going to be horny, maybe even hornier, but in a different way if he went through with the chemical castration.

And, as the men discussed fabrics and cuts and types of bathing suits, his thoughts were way off in the blue.

He imagined himself with a limp dick. Chris had told him, at one point, that he would want to tuck it back, that it got in the way. And he had said that the balls could actually be pushed up into the spaces from which they descended when he went through puberty.

Finally, the class on clothing was over. To his credit, though he had been occupied in his thoughts, Sam retained most of the information.

The next class was self-defense.

It was an obviously necessary class, but Sam, being a black belt, didn’t feel much of a need for it. Halfway through the drills of how to use your fingernails on eyes, the vulnerability of a man’s apples to a kick, Sam went over to the woman standing at the door.

“I’d like to talk to Marguerite.”

The woman tilted her head slightly, “Concerning?”

“Chemical castration.”

The woman lifted her cell phone and made a call. In a second she was opening the door. “Down the hall on the left. And please,” she grinned. “Don’t run away this time.”

Sam smiled back. “Not to worry. I’ve had enough of running from things.”

Still, the girl watched as he walked down the hall and entered the room indicated.

Marguerite was talking with two women, discussing something or other, and Sam waited patiently. Finally, she turned around and smiled at Sam.

“Yes, Sam.”

“I want a shot.”

She nodded. “It’s six months.”

“I understand that.”

The door opened on the other side of the room and Amy walked in. She was accompanied by one of the MC trainers.

“Sam would like to be chemically castrated for six months. It is up to him, but we always include the wife in any discussion.”

Amy looked at Sam. “When would you want to do this?”

“Right now.”

Marguerite. “Would you like to make love to your wife one last time before we do this?”

“I…I don’t think so. Is that all right with you?”

Amy took a big breath, then let it out. “It’s fine with me.

“Okay.” Marguerite spoke into her cell phone, then turned to Sam. “It’s a brave thing you’re doing, Sam. What do you think it’s going to be like, losing the function of your penis and balls?”

“I…don’t know. But…truthfully, it’s something I’ve always thought about.”

“So that’s why you you were looking at those things on the internet.”

“Yes,” he nodded. His secret finally and fully out.

“Do you have any inclination? Towards more than just a temporary castration? Maybe turning shemale? Anything else?”

“I don’t. I just know that…I want to experience certain things…and until you dug them out of me…I was a coward.”

“Well, coward no more.”

The door opened and a doctor walked in. She was holding a black bag.

“Sam would like the six month shot.”

“No problem.” The doctor dug into her black bag and pulled out a thin sheaf of papers. “Read and sign, please.”

Sam read, and took in all the legalese, and knew they were protecting themselves. But from what? It was his choice, and he could always reverse it.

He signed and handed the papers back. Marguerite took them, perused them, then nodded. “Everything’s okay.” She looked at Sam. “Last chance, Sam. Do you want to be chemically castrated, to lose full function of your penis and balls for six months.”

Sam reached for Amy’s hand. “Are you sure this is all right with you?”

She smiled. “Whatever you want, Sam. I’m with you.

Sam’s voice was surprising firm when he turned to Marguerite and said. “I do.”

‘I do.’ A simple expression used in marriage ceremonies. In a way, this was as potent as any marriage. Sam was dedicating himself to a pure lifestyle for six months, and there would be no way of backing out once committed.

The doctor opened her bag and took out a syringe and a small vial. She filled the syringe and held it to Sam’s arm. She looked at him, then pushed the needle into his arm.

Sam watched the liquid disappear into his body. He didn’t feel anything, just a light pressure, then the needle was being pulled out.

“There go, Sam,” said Marguerite. “Some of the fellows, the shemales, will be by to talk to you. Any questions you might have, any concerns, they will answer them. Is there anything else?”

Sam felt like his heart was bursting. He felt like he was floating. He turned to Amy, and he said, “I’d like to kiss you.”

Amy was instantly in his arms.

Marguerite and the other women smiled and headed for the door.

At the door Marguerite turned around. “You’ve still got fifteen minutes if you want to get one last sexual experience.”

The door closed.

Sam knew, intuitively, that nobody would disturb them. “You’re sure you’re all right with this?”

“I’m positive. You feel so free and easy. It’s like you’re a different person.”

“I am.”
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Sam kissed his wife, then left the room. He was dazed, and yet flying high.

What a week end it had been. First he gets signed up for a course on how to be a woman, and it turns out to be a trick. He ends up being feminized, and is in a chastity tube.

The women of The Mistress Club actually have his chest injected so that he has real boobs.

Panicking, he runs away, goes home and gets out his guns. But before he can shoot anybody the leader of the Mistress Club activates a taser built into his chastity device.

Then when he has been abused and used and treated so poorly, the truth comes out.

He wants to know what a woman feels like.

As he walked down the hall he leaned forward and looked over his breasts at his groin.

It was non existent. His penis was limp from the chemical castration they had done to him, which he had asked for, and now it was pulled back out of sight.

His front was smooth as a woman’s, no sign of a cock, or even a monkey knuckle.

He turned into the room where the men like him were getting their ears pierced. A few of the men glanced at him, but they were too busy choosing jewelry and enduring the little prick of a needle through their lobes.

Sam stepped into the end of the line. He felt like he was living in a dream.

He advanced to a table and chose a pair of earrings, and he became aware of Chris staring at him.

Chris was on the other side of the table, and he was a large woman. Which was to say he was a shemale. He had large boobs, was taking hormones, and his dick was totally limp and pulled back between his legs.

“Hey, Sam. How’s it going.”

Sam nodded, no expression, but radiating a happiness.

Chris said nothing, but followed along as Sam went through the piercing station. When he was done, pierced and adorned with a small triangle from each lobe, Chris pulled him away from the other men.

“You took a shot.”

Sam saw the knowledge in Chris’s eyes. He nodded.

“How is it.”

“I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.”

Chris nodded. “You’ll probably go through some ups and downs. I’m available if you want to talk to somebody. I’ll make sure you get my card before you leave.”

Sam nodded, “Thank you.” Then: “How long have you been chemically castrated?”

“Two years, with a break after one year.”

“Why’d you take the break?”

“I want to see what sex was like.”

“How was it?”

“A let down. It was a squirt of momentary glee, then a life without excitement. As you’ll likely find out, you’ll get horny, and you can even get hard and make love to your wife, but…it’s more fun being horny than it is squirting.”

That was news to Sam. “You can get erect?”

“Your body still produces testosterone, just not a lot of it. Your penis will be able to get hard, and you can even have an orgasm, but you’ll be shooting blanks.”

“Blanks?”

“You’ll shoot semen, but there’s no sperm in the semen. But the women will love it. I mean, your wife will love it.”

Sam was confused and it showed.

Chris explained, You won’t be as hard as usual, but you’ll be hard enough to penetrate. Then it will take you a long time to cum. Your wife will love the fact that you don’t cum too easy. That you last. Do you understand?”

“I think I do.”

Chris smiled. “Don’t worry. A few ups and downs is all. Then you’re going to be in a state of constant excitement like you never dreamed about.”

The activity in the room was abut over then, and the two parted with smiles. Chris left the room and the men were gathered in a group.

“Okay, ladies,” a large woman, but a real woman, was speaking at the head of the class. “This has been the last class on the card. I want you to all check your make up, because we’re going to the graduation ceremonies.”

The men all checked each other, and gabbled excitedly. Many of them had not wanted to be there, but all were of a different mind now. They had been made into women, and they had a unique viewpoint now, and they would never be the same again.

From this point on they would be more polite, they would attend to their wives much better, and…they were happy.

Two large doors to the side of the room opened and the men were ushered into the big auditorium. Now tables had been set up, and they were laden with food.

As Sam entered the room he found Amy waiting for him, and she took his arm and they found a place to sit. Together at last, they sat with heads together and conducted conversation as they ate.

The main dish was corned beef, with sides of potatoes, apple sauce, and champagne to wash it all down with.

“I’m so proud of you,” Amy said.

“I sort of proud of myself,” he rejoined.

“And you should be!”

“I guess I should thank you for making this happen.”

They ate, and they kissed, and they whispered, and every once in a while they would engage in conversation with some of the people around them.

The Mistress Club members came around, pouring drinks, chatting and joking.

Finally, the ending ceremony. The men were called to the podium one by one, where they were presented with ‘Honorary Woman’ diplomas.

When Sam was presented his certificate Marguerite winked at him, air kissed his cheek, and said, “You were a toughie, Sam.”

Sam was pleased, because she meant it as a compliment.

But he was also a little sad. And he didn’t know why. He tamped that sadness down, however, and smiled to the room, and was cheered.

When all the men, the ‘new ladies,’ were duly recognized, it was time to leave.

Sam and Amy gave their good byes and headed for their car.

Amy drove, and Sam sat and looked out the window. He was aware that this was the first time he had been in a car as a woman. He was aware when small bumps made his tits jiggle. Wearing high heels in the car, even though Amy drove, was an experience.

“Penny for your thoughts, honey.”

Sam smiled and turned to Amy. “I was just thinking…I’m an honorary woman.”

“Yes?”

“But I’ve been chemically castrated. That should count for more.”

“It does. You’re a step ahead of all the men in your group. but it would be awkward to point that out during graduation, or to make a special category for men who have had the courage to do what you did.”

“I suppose so.”

Amy smiled and turned the car into their  driveway.

Sam stepped out of the car and became acutely aware of himself.

He had been aware of himself as a woman, but now he was aware of himself as a man, and as a man who was missing a certain part.

He went to the liquor cabinet in the kitchen and poured himself a tall bourbon and Coke.             

Amy frowned. “What’s wrong, honey?”

“Chris told me it would be like this. He said I would go up and down emotionally. I just didn’t expect it to happen so fast.”

“Mix me a drink, too, and let’s talk about it.”

They adjourned to the game room. They turned their loungers towards each and sipped their bourbon and Cokes.

“So, you feel down.”

Sam nodded.

“Well, you were up, and now you’re down. In a while you’ll have been down, and you will be up.”

Sam gave a wan smile. “I ‘spect you’re right.”

“So do you miss your boners?”

“I haven’t had time to miss them. I supposed I will, I sort of expected that, but now I just feel…empty.”

“Empty?”

He faced her squarely. “It suddenly dawned on me what I have done to you. I can’t fuck you. I’ve deprived you.”

“But I’m okay with that. Besides, I can still get off.”

“How?” He was genuinely curious. Was she planning on masturbating? Her answer, which she gave with a bright smile, surprised him.

“I’ve got a strap on. The girls at the Mistress Club advised me to get one before the weekend.”

For a second Sam was lost in thought. “So they expected me…or least some of the men, to volunteer for the shots.”

“I suppose so.”

“And I’m supposed to wear it and satisfy you.”

“If you wish.” From the smile on her face she was expecting just that.

Sam smiled ruefully. “Not exactly in the job description, but an obvious conclusion.”

“Obvious,” Amy agreed.

“So at this point I can wear women clothes, or male clothes. I can present myself as either gender.”

“It is true.”

“Which do you think I should do? Do you like me in dresses? Should I go back to pants? What do you want?”

“Well, you’re going to have to wear a bra, at least for a while, but you’ve got a lot of leeway. You can wear manly pants, or womanly pants. Or you could wear dresses.”

“But which do you think I should wear?”

“That’s up to you.”

“So you don’t talk to your friends about styles and dresses and things?”

Amy was caught there. She finally admitted, “You’ve worn male clothes all your life, certainly all during our marriage. I’d sort of like to see you in dresses and things.”

Sam nodded. “So do we share your clothes?”

“I’m certainly willing to lend you clothes, we’ve got similar bodies, but there are enough differences between us that certain things you’re going to need things that fit your body.”

He nodded. “So we go shopping tomorrow.”

“Ooh, shopping! My favorite sport!”

They chuckled over that one, and then Amy grew serious. “Can I see your penis and balls? Is it okay?”

Sam pursed his lips. “I guess so. You’ve seen my package when it’s excited, it’s not going to be very hard.”

Sam stood up and lifted his dress. He glanced at her momentarily, then lowered his panties and pulled his penis from back between his legs.

Amy leaned forward. “Oh, my gosh!” She reached a hand out tentatively and held his penis.

Normally it was a good eight inches, stiff and wide and pulsing. Now it was about 2 1/2 inches long, about the size of his thumb. It had shrunken back inside the skin and his balls were now his major feature.

His balls had always been big, hefty globes. Now, without a penis to compare them to, they looked huge!

Amy took his balls in one hand.

Sam was shocked by the sensations. He expected a reduction in sensation, but he felt everything. He didn’t get that big sexual lurch inside, but he did get the full feeling.

And it did make him horny.

“Are you okay?” Amy noticed him gasping.

“I am,” he nodded. “It’s just that that really makes me horny. I really want to fuck, and the fact that I can’t makes even more horny!

Amy grinned. “Do you want me to let go?”

“No…no. It feels so damned good.”

Amy squeezed his weenie, and it started to grow. It didn’t grow fast, like normal, but it gained a meaty feel.

“It’s hard—maybe hard enough to fuck.  But it’s softer.”

Chris said that would be the case,” Sam acknowledged. “He said I might even be able to fuck with it, maybe even cum.”

“Really?”

“But it’ll be hard to cum, and there won’t be any sperm in the semen.”

He was hard enough for her to stroke him now, and he gasped as she squeezed his balls and massaged them.

“Wow,” murmured Amy. “This is exciting.”

“Exciting?” Sam asked, incredulous.

“I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. The girls told me that I would find it exciting to play with you when you’re castrated.”

“Exciting?”

“Yes. One of them said that it would be like your penis was no longer dangerous, not scary. She said I would feel like I was in control of it.”

“And she was right?”

“Totally.”

Amy was leaning forward, holding his package, fondling it, and her eyes were gleaming with excitement. She licked her lips and looked like a woman in heat.

“Do you want to try and fuck my dick now?”

“Oh, my God! Could we?”

“Sure.”

Sam was excited, though not as excited as Amy, and he was curious.

“Let’s go to bed, but…”

“Yes?”

“You’d better keep playing with me. I feel like I could shrink at any second.

Giggling, glancing back at Sam, Amy held his penis and pulled him towards the bedroom.

They undressed, and Amy spent a lot of time just looking at Sam’s boobs.

“My God, they’re bigger than mine!”

Sam just smiled as she stroked him.

Amy lay back and spread her legs. Sam crawled up between her legs and quickly tried to put his penis in her. He was soft, and he fumbled and tried to force his way in, but his dick kept crumpling up, bending over, and generally being difficult.

Finally, he got his dick into her.

“Oh, I know it’s soft, but it still feels good.”

Sam grinned and began to pump.

But even the pumping was risky. He had to be careful he didn’t come out just from pushing in.

“Heysoos, this is hot!”

“Does it feel good? Does it feel as good as a fully erect dick?”

She didn’t answer for a minute, then: “In a way, it feels better. I know you’re probably not going to cum in me, and I still get all my nerves rubbed. It makes me hornier, but frustrated in a way, too.”

Sam kept pushing in and pulling out. He kissed her nipples and sucked on them, and after 15 minutes Amy arched her back and began to jerk. “Fuck!” she whined. “That is good!”

Sam was glad, but he was also more frustrated than he had ever been. But looking at the pleasure on her face he was okay.

“Want me to get out?”

“Oh, no! Please, keep going!”

Sam was body tired, but he forced himself on. He knew that he would build up muscles so that he could screw without getting tired. And right now he was feeling desperate. It was like he felt he could cum if he just kept going.

Amy came again. She came harder, holding on to him and jerking her hips madly.

Sam kept screwing, but now he was really tired. He had always thought he was a strong male, but being used like this…he realized that his cock, when it was super hard, was not as pleasurable as his soft meat was.

“More,” whispered Amy, and she sounded desperate.

Sam kept fucking and fucking, and finally begged off.

“Please. I’m sore.”

Amy giggled. “Well, you did a lot better than before.”

He knew what she meant, before when he had a stiff penis.

He pulled out of her and lay on his back next to her. “I’m sorry,” he said. Then he wondered what he was sorry for. For not cumming? But they knew he couldn’t do that. Well, maybe he could, but… For giving out too soon? Yes.

He felt a frustration inside like he had never felt before in his life.

Amy got up and went to the bathroom. As she took off her make up she called back, “This is wonderful. Sometimes, when you fuck me with the rocket, it gets too sore.”

He finished the thought as he came into the bathroom. “Now it’s me that’s too sore.”

She giggled. Then she hugged him.

Oddly, he felt weak in her arms. He just stood there and felt like a failure.

“Can I borrow some cold cream?” he finally asked.

Still giggling, Amy handed him the jar of cream.

In an odd way, it was like they had reversed something in themselves. It was like, because she was the more sexually avaricious she was the stronger. At least in attitude.

Life was different for Sam. And it was the same.

He worked from home, so he didn’t have to get dressed up. Except that he liked to. He loved lingerie and dresses. Not a morning passed that he didn’t put on make up.

And he spent a lot of time buying female apparel and accouterments on the net. He took over the spare bedroom for his clothes and make up and such.

He was, however, a little shy about going out in public. So Amy made him go out.

“But I don’t feel like it! I don’t like the way men stare at me!”

Amy just laughed, and pushed him out of the house.

And he found it difficult to fight back while he was in high heels.

He was physically stronger than her, but she had better balance, and she could control him.

One day, shortly after he had risen and gotten dressed, Amy pushed him out the door.

“What’s going on?” Sam kept trying to turn back to the house.

“Into the car, sweetheart.”

And, she managed to bully him into their car.

“Where are we going?”

“Breakfast.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shush. We’re going to spend the whole day roaming around, and you’re going to get over your silly fear.”

And it was fear. It was one thing to talk to Chris, or the ladies of the Mistress Club, they just laughed at him, and everybody knew what was going on, and it was easy to get over his fears. It was another thing to be on your own, interacting in the world with people who didn’t understand.

What if they saw through him? What if they made fun of him?

They went to a Denny’s, and she made him order for himself.

He cleared his throat, tried to make his voice softer and higher pitched, and ordered pancakes and sausages.

Amy grinned when the waitress had left with their order.

“What?”

“Cut the pancakes into super small pieces. Don’t smear your lipstick.”

He was super careful when he ate, and Amy kept giggling.

“You should see the panic on your face.”

But, by the time the meal ended Sam was feeling better.

They went to the mall and did some real shopping. Into and out of stores, and Sam focused on making his high heels not click…until Amy unbraided him.

“Make them click. That is your power resounding through the mall.”

She made him just sit on a bench and he watched…and listened to…women walking on the hard tile surfaces.

He was red-faced, but he resolved to try to make his heels click. After all, as Amy pointed out, if he didn’t click people would stare at him.

He didn’t know about that, but concentrating on putting his heels down right did distract him from the terrible embarrassment he was suffering.

After the mall they went for a long ride in the country. This was as close as Sam would come to a break, and he enjoyed it.

They passed the county park and Sam frowned. “I’m not going to be able to hike, am I?”

“Why not?”

“In high heels?”

She scoffed. “You can’t take them off and wear athletic sneakers?”

He mumbled, “I don’t want to.”

“What?”

He spoke louder. “I don’t want to!”

Amy looked at him, and he was crying. She pulled the car over and held him. “It’s okay, honey. You’re just going through some stuff.”

After fifteen minutes of sniffling she started up again, and he fixed his make up in the visor mirror.

They stopped at the golf course for a light lunch. Amy ordered them salads, and Sam looked at the salad dourly.

“How am I going to exist on this little fare?”

“When we get your fat frame down to a proper size you can eat more.”

“Fat frame?” he looked at her with a bit of anger.

Amy just laughed. “For a woman, you’re fat.”

“But I’m slender for a man.”

“For a man,” she agreed.

Sam ate his salad, and wished for ten more.

“Eating like a bunny rabbit at my age,” he groused.

Amy just smiled.

After lunch they headed for a lingerie store. Now Sam was really embarrassed. It was one thing to hold up dresses and imagine oneself in them, or perhaps to try them on in a small booth.

It was another thing to consider underwear.

Women would see his breasts, and they might know he was a man. And if they saw his penis they would definitely know he was a man.

Sam’s fears didn’t happen, though. And that for a very good reason.

They walked into the lingerie shop, went to the back counter, and Amy said to Shirley, who she apparently knew: “Hi, Shirley. This is Sam, my husband. He’s transitioning and we want to get him some real underwear.

Sam about died. He grew faint and held onto the corner of a counter.

Amy grasped his arm and held him up. “He’s a little embarrassed, first time blues and all that, but…”

Shirley was a beautiful woman. She had average breasts, which looked fine on her thin frame, and pretty, blue eyes. She was wearing a form fitting dress and had long, brunette hair. She smiled at Sam.

“Come on, honey. Let’s see what we can do for you.”

Sam was dragged along, and he listened as the girls spoke, but he was in shock.

“Okay, let’s start with something serviceable.” Shirley brought out a thick bra that would hold him up no matter how heavy he got. “Come on, off with the clothes. It’s only us girls back here.”

Amy helped Sam out of his dress, then unfastened his bra.

“Come on, Sam. Get it together. I’ve known Shirley for years. She’s not going to conk you on the head or anything.”

Shirley laughed and brought a couple of more bras.

She handled his breasts with her hands, showing no fear of him. It was just another day at work for her.

“Now this one is good, but you’ll get tired of the wires. Still, it’ll last forever.

“And this one…oh, you have to try this one on!”

‘This one’ was a half bra. Or a demi-bra, or a shelf bra. There were slight differences in the definitions of these bras, but they were basically a half cup. This pushed the boobs up and made cleavage. And…his nipples were revealed.

“I can’t wear this!” protested Sam.

“Why not?”

“People can see my nipples!”

“That’s the point, silly.”

“What?”

Shirley smiled and Amy explained. “Women are sneaky creatures. We’re always advertising. Even when we have husbands we want people to look at us. And what better way than to give a glimpse of our charms?”

“But…” then he realized, “You have a half bra.”

“I’ve got several.”

“But you always wear a jacket so nobody can see.”

“And sometimes that jacket falls open, or I move it aside on purpose. Then the men stare, and they smile, and they lick their lips.”

“But you’re married!”

“Well, we can’t all be perfect.”

Sam stare with an open mouth and Shirley smirked.

“Let’s put this one on you and see how you look,” Shirley interrupted before Sam could say anything else. Though, truth to tell, he was a little too surprised to say anything else.

Shirley put the bra around his chest and fastened it in the rear.

Sam felt distinctly naked. His nipples were stiff and pointing over the top edge of the bra. He looked down at his nipples. “Heysoos!”

He had an expanse of flesh, and the nipples were hard and pointy.

“Ooh, look who looks so sexy!”

Shirley placed her hands under his cup and lifted a little, then she pressed so he had even more cleavage.

“Cute.”

“Damn, he really has some beauts.”

“He could be bigger.”

“What?” Sam’s voice was a little strangled.

“You’ve got a wide chest. You’re big, but you need to be bigger.”

“But…but…”

Amy reached up and put her fingers over one nipple. “Man, he is erect.”

Shirley touched the other nipple. Sam tried to back up but he ran into a shelf. He tried to get their fingers off him, but they brushed his hands away and wouldn’t let go.

“Can I suck him?”

“Be my guest.”

Sam was shocked when Shirley placed her beautiful mouth on his nipples. She sucked, and he felt sexual feelings run through his body. He groaned.

Shirley took her mouth off and turned to Amy. “Is he on hormones?”

“Not yet.”

Shirley looked up at him. “Oh, honey. You’ve got to go all the way. You need to juice up your body. Everything will change. Your skin, your eyes, your hair, even your bone structure.

Sam was reaching for his dress. The girls, laughing, helped him put it on.

His nipples showed right through the material.

“We’ve got go,” said Sam, not noticing that his nips were now prominently displayed.

Amy’s lips wiggled as she suppressed a laugh. She wasn’t going to tell Sam that his nipples were erect and showing.

“All right. Mr. Scaredy cat—or maybe I should call him Miss Scaredy Cat—needs to leave.”

But Shirley wasn’t done. “Are you going to take on your wife’s name now?”

“Why would I do that?” Sam was trying to get past the two ladies.

“Because you’re no longer the man. And, let’s face it, you’re not the dominant party in this relationship.”

Sam had no answer for that, and he finally got past Shirley and Amy. He ran, with clicking heels, for the entrance.

Amy sighed. “If you can wrap all that stuff up. Here’s Sam’s credit card.”

Shirley put the items into shopping bags and rang up the sale. All the while Sam was standing nervously at the front door. He acted like he had to go to the bathroom. Then he realized that he did.

He crept up to the counter and asked in a very low voice, “Do you have a bathroom?”

“Of course. Through that door on the right.”

Sam quick walked, trying not to tap his heels now, and just before he got to the door Shirley yelled out. “The tampons are in the medicine cabinet.”

Sam was now brilliant red, and the few women in the shop stared at him with grins.

Sam entered the bathroom and looked around. It was stocked with feminine products and looked very feminine. Of course, it was in a feminine type store.

He lifted his dress and pulled down his panties and sat on the throne.

He sat. And sat. And nothing came out.

But he felt bloated!

He took his weenie in his hands and shook it. Then he slapped his balls lightly. Anything to try to get the action started. Nope. He couldn’t pee.

Almost sobbing, he pulled panties up and dress down, then flushed the toilet so everybody would think he had gone, and went back to the big room.

Shirley and Amy were waiting for him at the front door, and he smiled a half hearted smile at them.

Outside in the car: “I couldn’t pee!”

“But I heard the toilet flush.”

“I didn’t want anybody to…I couldn’t pee.”

“Hunh. What do you want to do about that?”

“I don’t know, but I’m bloated and it hurts a little.”

“But you couldn’t pee. Do you think it’s some kind of reaction to being castrated?”

“I don’t know. I just know it hurts.” His voice was whining. He couldn’t believe he was even having this conversation. He was a man, dammit! Then he realized he wasn’t.

“Why don’t you call that Chris shemale?”

Sam thought about it, then decided that was a good idea. He reached into his purse and got out Chris’s number and his cell phone. He tapped in the number.

“Hello,” Chris’s voice came through the telephonic device.

“Hi, Chris. This is Sam. I’ve got a weird question.”

“Shoot, buddy. Oh, excuse me. Did you have any preference for pronouns or name or anything like that?”

“No…no. It’s just…” Sam explained about not being able to pee.

“Sounds normal. I went through something like that. Have you tried a catheter?”

“What? No!”

“Do you have one?”

“No.”

“I’ve got one, brand new, never been used. You want me to come over and show you how it works?”

“No!”

“Yes!” yelled Amy, giggling.

“Okay. I’ve got your address in the files here. When’s a good time?”

Sam didn’t want any time, but Amy nudged him sharply with her elbow. “Four o’clock.”

“Uh, is four o’clock all right?”

“Sure. See you then.”

It was three o’clock then, so Amy headed the car for home. “What are you so nervous about?”

“It’s just…it’s all so new.”

“So you’re just embarrassed.”

“I guess.”

“Well, you’ll get over that.”

Sam looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“Look, honey, women grow boobs. Puberty. And when we grow them we have to go through all sorts of embarrassment. Oh, is there something wrong with me. Is everybody staring at me. How can I get a bra. I don’t want to wear a bra. The list of fears just goes on and on, but we all get over it. Guaranteed, a month from now you won’t even be able to spell the word embarrassment.”

Sam thought about that all the way home. He was actually a bit calm by the time they walked into the house.

“Better pour yourself a bourbon and Coke.”

He did, heavy on the bourbon, then they sat down and waited for Chris to arrive.

Chris showed up two minutes after four. He sauntered up to the front door. He was wearing a skirt and a blouse, and his nipples were showing. He was also carrying a small kit.

“Hi, guys, great to see you again.” He gave each a hug, which Amy enjoyed and Sam dreaded.

He was being hugged by a man!

Chris didn’t seem to notice Sam’s attitude, though. He just sat down on the couch and opened up his kit. He took out a catheter with a long tube. The tube led to a large, plastic bag.

“These are easy to use,” remarked Chris. “But they tend to be uncomfortable the first time. Why don’t you lift your dress and drop your panties.” He used his fingers to smooth lubricant over the end of the catheter.

Now Sam was caught. He didn’t want to, but he had to pee, and Chris had actually come over to help him.

Sam was embarrassed, of course, but Chris just motioned him closer, then took his limp penis in one hand. “Okay, it’s easier if you’re erect, but limp is okay. Do you want to play with yourself for a minute and see if you can get a rise out of the old fellow?

“No.”

But with Chris’s hand on his penis it started to get a little stiffer.

“Never mind. Here we go.”

Chris held the end of the catheter to Sam’s pee hole and began pushed the tube into him.

Sam gasped. It didn’t hurt, and after it was past the initial entry, it started to feel good.

“Oh…oh…”

Amy watched from the side, studying the procedure intently.

“It looks like your tissue is a bit swollen. I had that happen. It’s going to get uncomfortable in a second, but we’ll just take our time and…there! You feel it?”

Sam did. He felt the end of the catheter run into something. But the something was mushy.

Chris had his hand firmly around Sam’s cock, and he began to wiggle it very, very gently.

“Come on, honey. You can do it.” His tongue was sticking out the corner of his mouth as he worked the catheter.

Suddenly, the catheter slipped through the bloated material, and a stream of piss came down the long tube.

“Oh, fuck!” sighed Sam in relief as his bladder pushed out the pee.

Chris smiled. “Nice. And I just saved you a visit to the hospital.”

“Oh, thank you, Chris,” murmured Amy.

“Not a problem.”

Chris held Sam’s penis in one hand, and the plastic bag in the other.

Sam kept pissing and pissing, and the bag kept filling it up.

Chris looked up at Sam’s face and chuckled. “Feels good, eh?”

“You have no idea.” Then he realized what he had said. “Well, I guess you do.”

Chris just smiled. “I’ll leave the bag here, though you probably won’t have this happen again. Though, if I can offer a word of advice?”

“Sure, anything,” Sam sighed.

“Look into hormones. Start getting an idea for what they do and why.”

“Why is that?” asked Amy.

“It’s obvious you can exist in this state, but blocking your testosterone is only half the game. You’ll change a little, but…well, when I finally went to hormones I found that the changes I had been suffering from, and I use the word ‘suffering’ advisedly, were suddenly facilitated and became easy and even enjoyable. I mean, there’s two chemicals. Testosterone and estrogen. You’ve stopped the testosterone, and that’s half the treatment. You might consider the other half of the treatment.”

Sam was silent. And thinking.

“You want to stay for dinner, Chris?”

“Well, I—“

“We’ve got lots of questions, at least I do, and if you’ve got the time?”

“Well, I guess. But I’ve got to be out of here by six. Got a heavy date.”

“No problem. Hamburgers and fries…and all the booze you can drink?”

“Oh, my God!” he laughed. “If I wasn’t a woman I’d marry you.”

It was an unexpected quip, and they all smiled.

“Sam, why don’t you get the booze and I’ll start the barbecue.”

“In a minute, honey.” Sam grinned. “I’m almost done.”

The dinner went off well. Chris had a lot of viewpoints, the booze was Whistlepig, and Sam and Amy learned a lot. Afterwards, when Chris had headed out for his hot date, Sam and Amy did the dishes in the kitchen. They were both wearing pink aprons with the logo ‘hers’ on them.

“Are you thinking about hormones?”

“I am.”

“Pro or con?”

“Pro. I’ve gone this far, and Chris made a lot of sense. I don’t want to be half a woman all my life.”

They finished the dishes and Amy turned to Sam. “Honey, I love you.” She took off her apron, and Sam took off his.

Amy put her hands on Sam’s hips and pulled him to her. They were breast to breast, then they were lip to lip. Their lipsticks mingled and their mouths turned red around the edges.

Then Amy took his hand and lead him towards the bedroom. “Come on, honey. Let’s see how many times you can get me off.”

Again, Sam felt an unbelievable frustration. But he didn’t hold back. In fact, he was looking forward to feeding his frustration.


PART SIX

It still took Sam a couple of months before he decided to take hormones. During that time he researched intensely, and he had a pretty good idea of what was going to happen.

In fact, certain things were already starting to happen.

The weirdest one was that his pelvis shifted. At first he attributed it to wearing heels all the time, but eventually he realized that not taking testosterone was altering his shape.

One night he sat down and listed some of the things he was going through.

He no longer smelled like a man. And he knew this because his sense of smell was changing. He could smell a lot more things than he had as a man.

Though his brain was calm, he tended to have emotional jags where he would suddenly cry for no reason. Or for what he perceived as a silly reason. As a man he never would have cried over the things he was now crying over as a woman.

His skin was softer. Again, he attributed this to the creams Amy was making him smear on his hands and face and even his body. then he finally accepted it as a real change.

He had bigger boobs. They were big from the implants he had received, but now the implants seemed to have grown. He finally realized that his boobs were growing under the implants. This put him into much conjecture concerning his eventual shape.

His face was softening, becoming more feminine.

And these changes were happening because of the loss of testosterone, and not from any regimen of  hormones. The changes were, for the most part, small, but it made him realize that should he go on full hormone treatment he was going to change a lot more.

And he wanted to change a lot more.

Wearing pants, due to his shifting pelvis, was an uncomfortable option. He wanted to wear real clothes, clothes that fit, and there seemed to be only one real option for that.

“Amy, I’m going to do it.”

Amy smiled. “I wondered what was taking you so long.”

So he found a doctor and began taking female hormones.

He felt differences almost immediately. He couldn’t see them, at least not for a few weeks or months, but, the first change, he experienced his first period.

“I don’t know why I’m feeling so glum.”

“Tell me about it,” Amy suggested.

“I feel on edge, like somebody’s shaving my skin off. I’ve got a light headache that won’t go away.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“Three days.”

“Sounds like you’re having a period!”

“What? Impossible! I don’t have female plumbing!”

“Well, we’ll know for sure in a couple of days. Periods last three to eight days. Five is an average.”

“But…but…but…!”

But Amy just smiled and crossed off days on the calendar.

Sure enough, on day six Sam woke up feeling, in the words of Tony the Tiger, ‘Gre-e-a-a-at!’

“But this is impossible!”

But, having experienced his first period, Sam explored the internet and found that trans people could have periods. They didn’t bleed, but they went through the periodic cycle the same as any woman.

Ah, well.

As the month’s passed the changes became greater.

Sam lost weight. though he had been slender before, now he was skinny for a man, but the right size for a woman.

And implants kept his boob size up, and his natural boob growth made his chest even bigger.

He was wearing double D bras, and his nipples had even gotten bigger.

His skin was soft and relatively hairless, and he used Nair for under the arms. His chin whiskers had stopped growing almost totally.

And, if periods were a bummer, the fit of his clothes was a boon.

He could now wear all sorts of dresses and outfits. And he was no longer embarrassed about having large tits. In fact, he was sort of proud.

But he didn’t flaunt them like Amy did hers. He loved wearing half bras because the material rubbed his nips and kept him turned on. But he always wore thick material to hide his excitement, or jackets to cover his boobs.

After one year he was definitely all female. No mistaking him for a man. He had reached six months, asked for another shot, and…he was female.

He was walking through the house one day, Amy was out shopping, when:

DING DONG!

His heels tapping sexily, he strode down the hallway and into the foyer. He opened the front door.

“Chris!”

“Hey, Sam! You’re looking good!”

The two men that were now women hugged, and were not self conscious about their boobs pressing together.

Sam invited Chris into the living room, fetched a pair of drinks, and they engaged in conversation.

‘How ya been?’

‘How the changes effecting you?’

‘Haven’t had to use the catheter since that first time.’

And, ‘We need your help.’

Sam studied his friend closely.

“The Mistress Club has been running events steadily, and they’ve reached the point where they need to enlist help.”

“So you want me to kidnap men and forcibly change their sex against their will.”

Chris was silent. He hadn’t expected that kind of an answer.

Then Sam started to laugh. “Oh, man. I got ya!”

Chris looked abashed. “You got me good.”

“So what kind of things does the Club need done?”

“Well, everything, but…you’d be doing the same things I was doing when I first started. You’d watch over the newbies. Help out the real women. To be honest, you wouldn’t be trusted to do things on your own until you had proven yourself.”

“As a woman.”

“As a woman,” Chris confirmed.

Sam took a sip of his bourbon and looked at the ceiling.

He remembered what a rough time he had had. He remembered how he had been helped through those times.

And they wanted him to help other people, men like he had been.

“Well…”

“I know. You want to think about it. While you’re thinking, there is one other tidbit of information I thought I might share.”

Sam tilted his head.

Chris opened his cell phone and showed it to Sam.

It was a certificate. The Mistress Club had promoted Chris to…Sam blinked.

“Where’s the ‘honorary’ designation?”

“Don’t need one,” said Chris smugly.

“Okay…”

“I got the operation, and I have been promoted to a higher position within the Mistress Club. I’ll be considered a real woman now.”

Sam: “You got the operation.”

“I had an orchidectomy. No more evil twins down there. Would you like to see what it looks like?”

Sam couldn’t help himself. He nodded.

Smiling, Chris stood up and took his panties down and lifted his dress.

Chris’s penis was miniaturized. It was only an inch long, and there was no sign of his testicles.

“It looks like a clitoris.”

“Exactly.”

“Wow! What did—“

“I leave the perverts alone for a minute and see what happens?”

Amy entered the room grinning. “Hi Chris.”

She hugged him, and he looked a little abashed as he held his dress up.

“Chris just had his testicles removed. He’s been promoted in the Mistress Club.”

“Really! that’s wonderful!”

Amy sat down and Chris explained why he was there, and about his certification as a real woman.

When he was done Amy asked, “So are you going to help him? Help the Mistress Club?”

“Well, I don’t know. A part of me wants to, but I wanted to talk to you, first.”

“No prob. Let’s talk. Chris? Dinner?”

Chris couldn’t stay, so Sam and Amy fixed a sumptuous repast, drank a bunch of bourbon, and discussed the idea of Sam going to work for The Mistress Club.

“You know, they’re going to want to fly you around to various cities. I’ve heard the pay isn’t great.”

Sam: “Yeah, but I’ll be around people like me. You may not have noticed it, but since I changed I have had a dearth of friends.”

“I had noticed,” observed Amy drily.

“And we aren’t really hurting in the money department. I can keep up my internet business, even if on the road, and you’re making good money. So…?”

“Sounds like you’ve already made up your mind.”

“Mostly. I just need to know that you’re okay with it.”

Amy sighed, which was the first sign that she wasn’t in total agreement.

“Not a problem. I’ll tell them no.”

“No. I actually want you to tell them yes.”

“You do? then what’s the problem?”

“The problem is Chris.”

“What?”

Now Sam was really confused.

“He’s a real woman. You’re not.”

“So you want me to get an operation? Remove the boys down there?”

“Nope. There are other ways of being a woman. Not totally in keeping with the dictates of the Mistress Club, but fine for our purposes. Yours and mine.”

“Okay. You’ve really got me going now. Explain please.”

Instead of explaining, however, Amy stood up. “Come with me, please.”

Sam stood up and Amy took his hand and led him to the bedroom. She sat him down on the bed and said, “We’ve actually discussed this, but we never really…did anything about it.”

“About what?”

Amy knelt and opened the bottom dresser drawer. She rummaged around for a minute, then pulled out a mess of straps with one hand.

Sam didn’t recognize what she was holding until she lifted the other hand, which was holding a large penis.

Wow,” he said. “I have to tell you, I’m scared. I mean, that’s a real strap on.”

Every woman is scared when she’s a virgin. When they’re not a virgins they aren’t scared. Then they know what being a woman is really all about.

“So I have to take a choo choo up the poo poo.”

“What a delightfully disgusting way to put it,” Amy chuckled. “But, that said…is the train about to leave the station?”

Sam nodded. “Heck, after all I’ve been through, I’d like to see what a woman feels when she is, uh, penetrated.

“You mean ‘fucked,’ don’t you?”

“I was trying to be more polite.”

“Ha.Take off your clothes, baby. I think I love you!”

Sam didn’t need to take off his clothes. In fact, he didn’t want to. He wanted to feel like a woman, and wearing a dress while getting fucked seemed like a good idea.

He pulled off his panties and lay back on the bed.

Amy pursed her lips. “Do we want to do it missionary style? Or doggy style?”

“Whatever your majesty prefers.”

Amy smiled. “Turn over, bitch. I’m the king today, and I’m going to take you like a peasant.”

“Ooh, sweet talking will get you everything.”

Sam turned over on his hands and knees.

Amy moved up behind him. She lifted his dress up, threw it over his hips, and started examining his package.

“Nice. You’ve still got a cock.”

“It seems to be shrinking.”

“I don’t know. I just know it feels awfully good when it’s in me.”

Amy felt his balls, and Sam groaned.

“These are nice. You know if you go all the way and get an orchidectomy you won’t have them any longer.”

“I don’t think they’re functioning much, anyway.”

Amy put some lube on her fingers and began circling his asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” whined Sam. “That is amazing!”

“Your little man pussy,” agreed Amy. “You know, if you get an operation you would have two holes for me to do this to.”

“It’s something to think about,” grunted Sam.

Amy continued rubbing lube into him. She held his penis and it stiffened up a little.

Amy bent down and blew his weenie.

“Fuck!” Sam was starting to pump his hips.

Amy smiled, took her finger away, and slipped her plastic penis into him.

Sam’s eyes opened wide. There had a been a moment of pain, but now there was only the memory of pain. Pleasure began exuding from his asshole. His hips started twitching uncontrollably.

Amy watched him. She smiled and her eyes were half closed. Sam had been giving her pleasure for months, and now it was time to give him a little.

Sam began to give little grunts, and he lowered his arms to his elbows.

Amy reached around and cupped his breasts. She tickled his nipples, and Sam began to jerk his hips back and forth.

“You may not have noticed, Sam, dear,” Amy kissed his neck, “But I’ve become the dominant one in our relationship.”

Sam didn’t object. He knew this. Besides, the pleasure exuding from his butthole was unbelievable.

Amy reached under the strap on and grabbed Sam’s little balls. She began to fondle and massage them.

Sam was saying something, but it was so much gibberish. He was being overwhelmed by the pleasurable sensations emanating from his cock and balls.

“So I’m tell you now, Sam, I want you to cum.”

Sam heard her words, they penetrated the sexual haze he was in.

“I’m not going to stop fucking you until you cum. We know you can do it. Even with chemical castration and hormones…you can cum.

Sam was lost in the haze of a year of fucking without receiving pleasure. He was mounted on a pyramid of frustration, and it felt like he was about to be blown off the top.

“So cum, Sam. Have yourself an orgasm. I’m in charge and I’m telling you, I’m not going to stop fucking you until you blow your cork.”

Sam was gone. He was in some heaven of lust.

When the blow off came it was unbelievable. Sam jerked his hips, thrust them up onto the plastic peter. His asshole gobbled the thing, and it was like an ocean whelmed up and swallowed him.

He couldn’t breath, he was gasping, and he was floating on a divine tsunami.

“Oh, yeah. Do it, Sam!”

The words came from far away, but he knew he was having an orgasm, and it was unlike any orgasm he had ever had.

Almost a years worth of giving pleasure, but receiving only frustration.

Semen, thin and watery and lacking sperm, squirted from his cock.

Then Sam got his breath and gave a shrill wail. “Ahhhhh!”

Then he collapsed. He couldn’t hold himself up. He was totally depleted.

He lay on the bed, and Amy moved away.

“Well, that was a squirt and a half.”

“Oh, God,” mumbled Sam into a pillow.

A while later, Amy laying next to him, feeling his breasts and his package, she asked, “So, are you going to go help the Mistress Club?”

Sam nodded. “If it’s okay with you.”

Amy said, “It’s fine with me, but, uh, there is one other thing.”

He looked at her.

“When you’re gone? Out city hopping and changing men into women?”

“Yeah?”

“I think I might like to find a boyfriend.”

Sam blinked.

And, yet, what did he expect?

Amy wasn’t a Lesbian.

And Sam could fuck her, and well, but did he expect her to do without the manly touch for the rest of her life?

He nodded. “I guess that’s okay. If it’s okay with you that I get an occasional itch scratched.”

“It’s okay with me.”

They cuddled then, and thought about how their lives had changed.

And they both smiled.

END
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JACK inherited a house, but the house has a few quirks. Quirks like changing him into his wife, and her into him. Quirks like a dungeon which powers the dream he has been caught in. The dream becomes a nightmare and to escape Jack must travel through the slavery system of old America and back to Africa. Old America, however, isn’t always friendly to a beautiful woman and her slave!
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Fade to Pink!

He wanted chastity…she wanted feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You’re not serious,” Shirley stared at her husband. Her blue eyes disbelieved, her sexy voice actually cracked, and her mind was boggled.

“”Sure I am,” Tony grinned. “It’s gonna be a kick.

“But there’s other things you can do! You wear a chastity tube! Get a better one!”

“Those things are a joke. Unless you get a piercing anybody can get out of them.”

“Get a piercing then.”

“Put a hole in a perfectly good cock? Ha!”

“You can take drugs, make yourself limp!”

“Put drugs in this precious body? Ha!”

“But…but…”

“Honey, I want to try this out. If we don’t like it we can undo it.”

“For how long?”

Tony cogitated briefly. How long. He wanted to experience the ultimate horniness, so how long before he was maxed out and ready to get back to normal?

“Oh, a month. Yeah. A month ought to do it.”

“And then I put you back to normal and we go back to being husband and wife and we have sex and everything. Right?”

“Right as rain, Sweet cheeks.”

Shirley didn’t like being called ‘sweet cheeks,’ but right now she was more concerned with his proposal. “Where did you ever get this idea?”

“The old Altairboy site. Some nurse did it to her husband. It was a long time ago, but I haven’t been happy about chastity tubes, so I thought…” he shrugged.

“Okay. I want to see what was done. If I’m going to do it I want to make sure I get it right.”

“Ah, come on. You know how to do it.”

“Why can’t I see it?”

“Well, it was a letter, and the Altairboy site isn’t there any longer.”

Shirley shook her head. “But it was a nurse that did this, that, what…wrote a letter about it?”

“Yeah. Some nurse. Wrote a couple of letters.”

Shirley shook her head again. She couldn’t believe her husband would want this.

“And you want me to do this so you can be horny. And that’s all.”

“Yeah. Hey! It’ll be fun. You can tease me, get me all horny, at the end of the month we’ll cut me free and zippity do dah, we’ll have the hottest sex in the world.

Shirley gave a big sigh. “Okay. I’m going to do some research on this, and you better think long and hard before we go through with this. You better make sure it’s what you want.”

“I’m sure.” At the look on her face he blurted, “But I’ll think on it. Listen, we got a three day weekend coming up next week. So let’s put that as the start date. If we get all the research and thinking done.”

Shirley nodded, bit her lip, and wondered if Tony was really all there.

The deal made, Shirley went in and started dinner.

Tony stayed out by the pool and sipped a bourbon and Coke.

Truth, if he hadn’t had a couple of drinks in him he wouldn’t have asked Shirley to fix him up.

But he always liked being horny, and he had a fetish for cock cages, and this was better than a cock cage, and…what the heck. He was drunk.

He lay back on the lounge chair and let his imagination run wild.

He would get horny. She would tease him. Day after day he would be hard and dripping. Well, sort of hard. He’d be able to get erections, that was the point, but they wouldn’t be usable. His cock would be pointed down and unable to rise up. For one month.

Man, he was going to be deliciously horny, and—

“What about me?” Shirley stood at the sliding door.

“What about you?” He turned his head and looked over his shoulder at her.

“If you’re locked up then how do I get my jollies?”

“Hey, you don’t want it as much as I do, so you can last a month easy.”

“A month without sex? I think not!” She sounded a little outraged.

“Okay…okay. I’ll tell you what, you can order a bunch of dildos. Get a strap on and I’ll use that on you. That will make me even hornier!”

Shirley smiled on the inside, but was careful not to let Tony see.

“So I can buy a few dildos. You’ve never wanted me to use a dildo before! You always wanted me to only have your dick in me.”

“And I still do. Heck, before you could always unlock me. But it won’t be a simple matter of lock and unlock this time, so I’m willing to make a sacrifice.”

“Well…”

“Just say okay! You‘ll love it! I’ll be horny and drooling all over you, and you can vibrate yourself off a couple of times…you’ll love it.

Shirley knew she had got about all she could, and that was more than she expected. She was already thinking about dildos she wanted to buy.

There was that porn star, they had made a dildo in the shape of his big member. She could get his cock. And then there was a horse dick. Man, that was a giant dong if ever there was one. And it would be nice to have a glass one, she had always wondered what a big hunk of smooth, oily glass would feel like up her pussy. And she could get a weird shaped one, maybe with ripples or bumps or something.

The truth was she was always curious about how different cocks would feel in her pussy. She hadn’t been very experienced when she got married, and her imagination was vivid…yes. This might work out.

“Okay,” she said. She went back into the kitchen and left Tony to his horny daydreams.

On the lounge chair,  Tony thought about what kind of underwear he should wear. Certain types were supposed to be aggravating, and others might enhance his experience…he sighed. He had a lot to think about, and he only had a week to think about it.

In the house Shirley was about to peel a cucumber, and she found herself holding it up and just staring at it.

The cucumber was shaped just like a big, fat cock.

Could she handle a dick this big?

The put her mouth over the top experimentally. She slid the cucumber into her mouth.

Yep. She could do it.

The next week passed rather slowly for the simple reason that they were thinking about Tony’s plan. Tony, if course, daydreamed. Shirley, however, went to the internet.

Altairboy. Hmm. There were signs of it on the net, but it was gone. Apparently it had been the go to site for chastity fetishists for years, and it was nothing but personal stories. Tons of personal stories.

She hadn’t thought there were that many guys, or girls for that matter, who cared about locking some poor schmuck’s cock up. She had thought Tony was one in a million. A bit bothersome, but livable.

But, Altairboy inaccessible, she did a lot of surfing. And now that she was actually looking into it, some of the stories were interesting. And she was surprised at how many women said it was a great thing.

It was a great thing being deprived of their man’s meat? Weird.

So half a week passed and she was getting a headful of spankings and maids and clean houses. Hmm. That didn’t sound so bad.

But a lot of the stuff she was reading, it sounded like some of the people who did this kind of thing were mean, or the men trying to act like they were women on the internet, or that sort of thing.

On Wednesday, a bit frustrated, she went to lunch with her bestie, Marsha.

“He wants to do what?”

They were sitting in Charley Coyote’s, a salad and two drinks to the wind. If it wasn’t for the drinks Shirley never would have been able to talk about it. She waved to the waiter for another drink and explained the procedure again.

Marsha’s mouth hung open, and she closed it, then she said, “That is weird.”

“Let me tell you.”

“But I would jump on it in a minute. Just think, to have your own man slave to wait on you.”

“But you couldn’t fuck him any time you wanted!”

Marsha waved a hand in dismissal. “Fuck Schmuck. Dicks are a dime a dozen. What I’m interested in is…what’s the name of that site?”

“Altairboy.”

Marsha had her laptop in the car and she excused herself, went and got it and opened it up on the table.

“But it doesn’t exist anymore,” Shirley protested.

Marsha grinned. “Haven’t you heard? Art is immortal. And if art isn’t, the internet certainly is.”

She opened something called the wayback machine, some kind of internet archive. She did a search and…bingo!

“Oh, my gosh!”

They pulled their chairs closer together and huddled over the machine.

They found the nurse’s letter within a minute, and they read it slowly, and looked up at each other with open eyes.

Shirley, who was a nurse, said, “That’s easy. Just like Tony described.”

“Heck, I could do it, and I’m no nurse.”

“And the way she talks about him, how she just bends him to her will, and…she doesn’t want to go back.”

“And what could he do? Call a cop and say ‘Gee, officer, I seem to have fallen on a suture needle?”

They started to chuckle, then to laugh outright. Other patrons glancing at them and they shushed each other and went back to perusing the now defunct, but always there, Altairboy website.

After a half hour Shirley sat back and said, “I’m starting to think I might like this. I was so fed up with the crap on the net. But this is real people, and it’s easy to see who the sincere ones are, and which aren’t.”

“It makes me want to do Jim, but he has never expressed any interest in locking up his cock.”

“That’s okay. I get Tony going and you can borrow him.”

Marsha giggled and said, “I’d make him clean my house naked, and you wouldn’t care because, heck, what’s he going to do to me?”

Shirley grinned. “You could have him fuck you with a strap on and I still wouldn’t mind.”

“Just remember you said that, girlfriend. When are you going to do him?”

“This Friday night.”

Marsha sat back, “I wish I could see it.”

“I’m sure you will, some day, once I have him under my thumb.”

They giggled and ordered another drink.

“You’re sure you want to do this?”

“Yep.”

“It’s not like I can just take the sutures out. And there’s a week healing time even if I did.”

He shrugged. “There’s a week healing time when you put them in. So…”

Shirley poured a couple of drinks, inside, she couldn’t wait to get this started. But she was a caring woman, so she gave him one last chance.

“Last chance to back out.”

“Duly noted. When do we start.”

Shirley handed him the drinks. “We don’t have anesthetic—“

“But you’ll be using a topical numbing agent, right?”

“Yes, I will, but just in case…have a couple of drinks, let’s fuck,  and I’ll do it.”

Tony grinned and tossed down the mouthwash.

They headed for the bedroom and left a trail of clothes. Tony was hard as a rock. The idea of what they were about to do…

She was wet as a sponge, and she didn’t know exactly why. But she had spent the last couple of days pouring over the Altairboy website, and she had a lot of good ideas, and…she was wet.

“Okay, Stud.” she pushed him back on the bed. “You better do me good if I’m going to have to wait a month.”

“Oh, baby,” he was so excited at the thought of what was going to happen to him, and he grabbed her and flipped her over and pressed his body onto hers.

A lo-o-ong juicy kiss later he slid down her body and suckled her breasts.

She cradled his head and enjoyed the feeling of her nipples being stretched out and tongue lashed.

His hand went down to her pussy and began stroking the slit. Up and down, soft fingers that excited her and made her even wetter.

She pushed his head down and thrust her hips up and his mouth began to gobble her.

“Fuck, yes,” she whispered.

He listened, but didn’t answer, his mouth was much too busy.

He lapped at her labia and began to suck on her clitoris. Shortly she was humping his face madly, wishing he would put that big cock of his to work.

Reading her mind, he slithered up and jammed his peeny to the balls.

“Take that, bitch!” he crowed.

She laughed and said, “Is it in, yet?”

They humped and pumped and bumped and the world went away. There was nothing but them, a man and a woman in love, doing what men and women were designed to do from day one.

His long schlong slid through her canal, his veins exciting her nerves as they rippled over them.

She grabbed his ass and whispered in his ear. “Get that sperm out, get it all  out, you’re not going to get to do this again.”

That did it. With a grunt that was almost a howl he unleashed his seed. The golden trigger sprung and semen gushed up his cock and into her. She held on as he slammed into her.

Done.

She hadn’t cum, but this wasn’t about her. “Are you ready?”

“Yep.

Tony lay on the bed in the guest room. His legs were spread wide and his arms were behind his head. He watched Shirley as she walked into the room. She wasn’t naked now, but wearing her work duds. A white nurse’s uniform.

“You really emptied me out, babe.”

“Last time for a while,” she smiled.

She set up her instruments and sat in a chair next to the bed.

Tony, dog that he was, had put ‘Walk on the Wild Side’ on the sound system and began humming along.

She says, "Hey, babe

Take a walk on the wild side"

Said, "Hey, honey

Take a walk on the wild side"

She measured the distance between the base of his cock and his asshole, then rubbed the spot to make sure it was the perineum. Yep. “I hope you like this,” She swabbed a numbing agent on the skin.

“Ooh, cold.”

“She waited a minute, then touched the spot. “Can you feel this?”

“Nope.”

She lifted his penis and swabbed that, too. In quick snap time the area underneath the head was numb.

“Okay, numb nuts,” she quipped. “Are you ready for this.”

He grinned. “Yep.”

She pressed the two cuts together and began to sew. It didn’t take long, just a few minutes, and she was done. A dime large area was firmly connected. There was surprisingly little blood. His penis wouldn’t rise up from the perineum  until it was separated by her.

His cock was pulled down over his balls, one ball on each side of the shaft, and connected to his own skin at the perineum. The balls looked like they were going to slip right back up into his body cavity from which they had descended when he  developed. She had made sure the cock was pulled tight, so even when he was soft he would be stretched a bit, and when he was hard it would stay firmly down, pointing between his legs and back.

She covered his groin with adhesive bandages. “I’m glad you shaved. This is liable to sting when you pull it off.”

“How long should I stay bandaged up?”

“A couple of days. Three would probably be enough.”

She put away her instruments then held out a hand to help him up.

He moved gingerly. Not because it hurt, it didn’t, but because it felt awkward.

He looked down. His groin was featureless. Smooth, like a woman’s.

“Wow.”

“Okay.” she grinned. “See you in a month.”

He looked up at her with the most inscrutable look, and she left the room.

They had agreed that she wouldn’t try to get him horny for the first few day, so she didn’t do anything for the whole weekend. She even dressed to cover up and avoided letting him see her naked. She didn’t wear any make up, and she was circumspect in her attitude.

He, of course, even without stimulus, was going crazy.

The first day was fine. He had been drained, his cock didn’t want to get hard.

He made sure he peed before he went to bed—that was weird because he had to sit down like a woman—and he even set the alarm so he could get up and pee at four in the morning. He didn’t want to be suffering ‘morning wood’ while he was healing.

The second day he itched down there.

“It’s healing,” responded Shirley.

“Well, it’s itchy.”

“Probably be for a couple of days. Have a drink and take your mind off it.”

So he did. But by the third day alcohol was no longer enough to keep his mind off his itching groin.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “I didn’t know it was going to be like this!”

“Oh, honey. It’s all right,” Shirley soothed him. “Bandages come off tomorrow and you can jack o—oh, I’m sorry. You can’t jack off.”

He looked all grumpy at that, but she just laughed.

He had prepared himself for the itching, the delicious horniness, and just about everything else he could think of. He was going through it, and it was worse than he thought, but one thing he hadn’t prepared for was…

“Unh…unh…unh…”

Fourth day, and he awoke to the sounds of his wife pleasuring herself. The whine of the vibrator was loud and his eyes flickered open and he turned to her. “What…what are you—“

“YES!” she cried. Her hips rose and fell, locked up, her eyes rolled back and her body froze.

He stared. She had been dressing conservatively, but now she was nekkid, and he blinked at the sight of the dildo pressed into her pussy and the sound of the vibrator on her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” she wheezed. She sagged down on the mattress and turned off the vibrator.

“What the fuck?” he whined. He could feel his cock trying to get hard.

She just rolled out of bed and began putting her toys away.

“Hi, honey. Welcome to a new day.”

“Did you have to do that right next to me?”

“Oh, didn’t you enjoy that? It felt wonderful to me.”

“Yeah, but you know my situation. I’m recovering.”

“Oh, heck. You’re recovered. You want me to rip those bandages off?”

“I’ll do that myself,” he groused.

“Suit yourself.” She climbed onto the bed, placed her knees on each side of his belly and leaned over him. After a few days without, trying not to think of sex, this woke up his nerve centers with a shock.

Her breasts grazed his chest, her hair hung on him. She poised above him, her lips just an inch above his. “Are you horny yet?”

“Don’t,” he said.

She kissed him for an answer.

He couldn’t help it. He loved her, and he loved kissing her, he hugged her, felt her body against his, and their lips were as fused.

“Mmm,” she said, breaking it.

She sat up on him. She sat like she would sit if she was going to sit on his cock. She reached down and flicked his nipples.

“Hey!” he groaned, arching his chest a bit.

Shirley had had no interest in feminizing him, but all those letters on Altairboy, the idea…she couldn’t resist teasing him.

“You know, I was talking to Doctor Haas the other day.” She rubbed his nipples, made them into little balls, pulled on them, brushed her palm across them.

He groaned.

“And Doctor Haas and I were joking and I asked him if he could put titties on a man.”

Tony froze. He stared at her. Aghast.

“He said he could. He could just inject some stuff and give you boobies. Instant boobies. ‘Vacation boobs’ he called it. And he said, ‘Why? Does your husband feel like a little fun?”

“We all laughed, but I think he was serious.”

She rubbed his nipples, pressed her lips to his again, and whispered, “Do you think he was serious?”

“Shirley!” he protested.

“Because if you think he is…I could ask him…”

“Shirley!” More firmly.

“After all, now that you have a woman’s crotch, maybe you need a woman’s chest.”

He twisted and managed to get her off his body.

She got off the bed and laughed.

He stared at her.

She sashayed to the bathroom, her buns swaying, and he heard the shower start up.

Tony lay there, and his cock tried to get hard, and did get hard, but it was a limited hard. Limited by bandages and sutures and being bent to point backwards between his legs.

He couldn’t believe what Shirley had just said.

Tits? On him? He was a man! Sure, he had a fetish, but…tits?

While the shower droned he sat up on the edge of the bed and examined his bandages. They were firmly in place, but ready to go. He had a smooth front, and…and he wasn’t going to have a visible boner for a month. For the first time he started thinking about it. Well, he had thought about it before, about being deliciously horny, but now he was really thinking about it. The bill had to be paid, and it was at the door, and…he couldn’t get an erection, and he couldn’t just slip Mr. Happy out of a tube and whack away.

Wow.

The shower turned off and he began to peel the bandage off his groin.

Shirley came out of the shower, dried herself off and watched from the bathroom doorway.

He lifted an edge, got a grip, and started pulling.

“Ow!” He whined. “Oh, fuck!”

But it came up, slow and actually easily. He watched the skin stretch out. His balls, though the skin was lax, had, indeed, ascended into the little pocket from which they had dropped. Then the soft, flexible skin of his penis began to stretch out.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“I guess it’s a good thing you didn’t rip fast. That looks painful.” She wasn’t joking.

But he did it. It took a while, but his cock was freed, for all the good it did it, and the bandages were totally off.

He put the bandage on the bed next to him and looked down at his penis.

It was half hard. And it was pulled tight and looked like a female pud. It was just a smooth slope that curved under him and looked incredibly female. There was no slit, of course, but it was shaped exactly like a woman’s mons.

He touched it, and it was soft, like a woman’s flesh.

His cock throbbed and, now that the pain was gone, tried to get hard.

“Oh, shit!” he gulped as the boner bubbled within, but all that happened was that his dick felt pulled down, and couldn’t rise.

Shirley started to giggle.

“What?” he looked up at her with wide eyes.

“That is so fucking cute!”

“Cute? What?” He was having trouble dealing with his situation.

Shirley came and sat on the bed next to him. She pulled his face to her and kissed him. A juicy kiss. A kiss before bed…and fucking.

But there was not going to be any fucking this time.

His groin pulsed and while it didn’t hurt, it made him want to bend over and grab himself, like he would if he had been kicked in the balls.

Shirley pulled away. She was smiling about as wide as he had ever seen.

“Wow.”

“What?”

“This is making me horny. In fact, I am so wet a duck could swim behind me.”

He frowned. “This is no laughing matter.”

She, of course, laughed. “Of course it is! It’s exactly what you wanted! You are trapped, and we are going to make you so fucking horny!”

She kissed him again, and she pushed him back on the bed, and she sat like a man on a woman, loving him, pressing her hand against his groin, feeling his smooth surface.

“God! You don’t even have any balls! They’ve gone up into you.”

“Should I be worried?” He was worried.

“Nah. They’ll come down again, if I ever make you back into a man.”

He missed the unstated ‘if’ in her statement.

She kissed him again, and felt his mons, and kissed his nipples and thought about what it would be like if he had mammary glands.

Finally, he managed to sit up. “I need to get up.”

“Oh!” she pouted, “Doesn’t big, strong man want to make out any more?”

“Hardee har har,” he grumbled, getting up and looking at the bathroom.

But just looking for a moment. It was strange standing up. Standing up pulled on his groin, and his dick was stretched so tight…he pooched over a bit to relieve the pressure.

Shirley giggled.

“What?”

“The way you’re walking!”

“What’s wrong with the way I’m walking,” he frowned.

“You’re sort of bent over a little. It makes your ass stand out. Makes it look like you have a cute, little, feminine bubble butt.

He stopped and looked at the mirror.

Crap. She was right. He looked the way a woman would on high heels. Butt pushed back and up.

“I’ll be all right once this stupid boner goes away.”

“What boner?”

He turned to her with an open mouth, but shut it. He was grown up enough to realize that this was all him, and that he was just going through the beginning phases of a month of super excitation.

He stepped into the shower and began washing. He took his time, soaping thoroughly, and when he rubbed the bar of soap over his nipples it caused his groin to shoot with excitement. His dick grew a little harder and he bent at the waist and groaned.

He forced himself to straighten up.

He looked down at his package again. Or, rather, the place where he had once had a package.

It was like a woman’s. Funny, he had just thought about being confined. He hadn’t planned on the feminine appearance of his crotch.

He soaped up good and washed his cock and the saggy skin that had once held his balls. It felt so weird to touch his ball sac and find it empty. Nothing but shriveled skin.

He pushed a finger between his cock and his body, and that felt weird. But, oh, well.

Finally, he rinsed off. He stepped out of the shower and dried off. He pulled the towel between his legs and blinked.

The head of his penis was right below his asshole, and it was sensitive. The feel of the towel rubbing on his head almost made him faint. He rubbed some more, and it was incredible, and he found himself pooching over more and more as his cock got more and more excited.

Yet he couldn’t cum. Shirley had sewn it up perfectly, he couldn’t get to the soft under part. He could get his fingers around the head, but he couldn’t get off.

“What are you doing?”

He straightened up and blushed.

“I’m just examining myself.”

“It looked like you were trying to jack off the head of your cock. Here, turn and bend, let me see.”

He turned and bent and she leaned down and examined him.

“That’s so cute. The head of your cock actually looks like a clitoris.”

“Come on!” He whined. “It does not!”

“Of course it does! And that’s okay. I like a man with a clitoris.” She slapped his ass and went back into the bedroom.

Tony straightened up, endured the sudden pulling on his cock and followed her.

When she was at the bed she turned around and held up panties. “Time to get dressed, honey.”


PART TWO

Tony stared at the panties. “What?”

“Well, you didn’t think you were going to wear man panties, uh, tighty whiteys, did you?”

“It’s what I usually wear.”

“It’s what you used to wear when you had a package. You don’t have a package now, so you don’t need underwear designed with a pouch.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“Come on, now. You know I’m right, and the material is going to feel sexy. You’ve never worn panties and you’re going to like it.”

She kept working him, and finally he gave in. A bit of curiosity, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

“Hey,” he said. “This isn’t too bad.”

“Told you.”

The panties were snug, stretchy, and he felt…good.

“Okay, now the bra…”

“No way.”

She giggled. “Okay, I’ll back off on the bra, but you have to wear nylons.”

“I do not!”

“Come on! Let’s have some fun. You wear some panties and I’ll get down behind you and try to lick your little clitoris.”

He blinked. He hadn’t been able to get himself off, but maybe she could. She was good at blow jobs, and maybe…

She sat him on the edge of the bed and unrolled a nylon up his leg. He did the second one.

“Wow! Nice stems! You sure you don’t want to try the bra?”

“Not a chance.”

He finished dressing, but it was weird. With his legs encased in nylon his pants didn’t feel right. Everything slithered, and was sexy, but…he wished his pants were either skin tight, or no pants at all.

Thinking this, walking down the hall, he suddenly realized something.

“Fuck,” he blurted.

“What?”

“These panties rub the head of my dick.”

And it was true. The material was tight at the bottom and it stretched across the head of his penis and every step he took the material slithered very slightly across his little skull.

“So?”

“It makes me want to get hard. Hell, it’s making me hard.”

“Good. You wanted to be horny.” She went into the kitchen and he stood for a second, then followed her.

“How about some bacon and eggs?”

“Sure,” he said, trying to adjust the material of his panties.

She watched him and kept a grin in.

He turned and walked back down the hallway, and it was obvious what he was trying to do; he was trying to squeeze his thighs so his head wouldn’t rub so much.

He took a few trips up and down the hallway, and each time it was better. He was pooching out, creating that feminine, little bubble butt, and squeezing his thighs made his ass sway like a woman’s.

She smirked, then coughed to hide her smile.

“What?”

“Nothing. Eggs are ready.”

He sat down, gingerly, and she placed a plate in front of him.

They ate, and he was silent, mentally adjusting himself, getting used to his unique set of frustrations.

“Want to go to a garage sale?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“Better let me drive. You look a little distracted.”

He started to object, but then shrugged. He was distracted.

They cruised through town, searching for the corner signs that announced yard sales. As she went over a dip in the road he groaned.

“What is it now?”

“Just sitting, bouncing, it irritates my cock head.”

“How about the brakes?” She slowed down fast. “Or speeding up?” She pressed the accelerator. She was amazed when he adjust his seating position and said, “Come on.”

“It really does!” she exclaimed.

“I told you it does!”

They found a yard sale and walked around the tables and into a garage, examining the bric a brac. Every step Tony took brought a look in his eyes. She couldn’t believe how turned on he was getting.

Oh, he was fighting it, but…he was getting turned on by sitting, by walking, by doing anything!

She found herself constantly giggling and glancing at him. And she found herself becoming more and more moist down there.

They returned home and Tony decided to take a nap. Heck, he wanted to just lie down and forget about the way his cock was being constantly rubbed.

Shirley couldn’t wait to call Marsha.

“I can’t believe how horny this is making him! It’s day one and anything he does rubs his penis. And he’s cute! Walking funny sexy, more like a woman than a man.

“You better feminize him,” Marsha warned. “You read all those letters. By the way, when can he clean my house?”

They both giggled, and Shirley had to make sure she kept her laughter down. He didn’t want Tony to hear her and start listening. What the poor boy didn’t know was really going to hurt him. And she placed a hand over her mouth and stifled herself.

The next day was worse. For Tony. For Shirley it was better.

He tried wearing tights, but they rubbed his cock even more.

He tried different underwear, nothing relieved the constant penile chafing in his panties.

And, to top it off, Shirley started making herself look sexy. She wore a tight dress, a criss cross top that showed plenty of her ample cleavage. She wore heels to make her calves pop.

Tony knew what she was doing, but what could he do about it? He had asked for this.

“Honey,” he asked at one point. “We may have to cut this experiment short.”

“Not on your fucking life! I just ordered a half a dozen dildos! If I have to use those then you have to finish what you started.

He groaned, and he didn’t quite see the loose logic there, but he nodded. This was what he wanted.

That afternoon they had a tennis date with Jim and Marsha. Tony wanted to skip, but Shirley was having none of that. “You aren’t going to ruin my time just because you can’t handle a little dick rubbing!”

So he agreed, but when they went to get dressed Shirley had a surprise for him.

“Honey? Where’s my white shorts?”

She tossed him a pair of her shorts.

“No, I mean mine.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why?”

“I mean, hubby dear, that your shorts have too much pouch. And the material is really going to rub your little peeny head. You’d better wear mine.”

He doubted, and he felt weird, but he pulled on the shorts. They ended up being a good fit. They were snug, but the downside was that they rubbed his cock head even more.

“Oh, crap! Are you sure we can’t cancel?”

“No chance. But I have a solution for your poor, little weenie.”

“What?”

She had him take down his shorts and panties and she placed a feminine pad in the crotch.

“I can’t wear that!”

“It will stop the rubbing. At least, most of it.”

He was shocked to find out that she was right. Oh, there was still a bit of rubbing, and his cock still tried to erect all the way, but…he was okay.

Later that day, on the tennis court, Shirley was shocked by how feminine his lower half looked. There was no manly bulge. And he was pooching his butt out, and trying to move with squeezed together thighs.

Jim didn’t seem to notice, but when they took a break Marsha cornered her by the drinking fountain. “Do you know how sexy that is?”

“I do,” Shirley smirked. She explained how every single move turned him on.

Marsha laughed, and focused on Tony’s sexy, little butt. She turned back to her friend. “It’s time for a little dinner. Are you game?”

Shirley eyed her friend. She knew she had something up her sleeve, but she didn’t know what. “What are you up to?”

“Nothing. Scout’s honor. I am just so fascinated, and I want to observe him.

“So where?”

“Charlie Coyote’s. A little dinner and drink, maybe some dancing—“

“Oh, ho! You want to feel his body pressing up against yours!”

Marsha looked chagrined, but she wasn’t prepared for Shirley’s confidence.

“Girlfriend, okay by me. And if you want to dance with Danny Dickless, maybe get your hand in his panties, that’s fine with me.”

And so it was set.

Jim and Marsha picked them up at seven and Tony sat in the passenger seat while the girls piled into the back.

“How’s it going, dude?” asked Jim.

“Not bad,” answered Tony, wishing Jim would take the corners and bumps a little slower. He instinctively went to adjust his manhood, but there was nothing to adjust.

In the back the girls were chatting, but they were also giving each other the eye and giggling.

“Looks, like the girls needed a night out,” observed Jim.

“I guess.”

Jim glanced at his friend. Tony seemed a little subdued this evening.

The dinner was excellent. The boys had prime rib and the girls opted for salads. And they began drinking.

Talk went this way and that, and more drinks were imbibed, and finally Marsha said, “Let’s dance!”

But Jim complained of a pulled muscle, and Shirley just smirked and said, “Go dance with her, Tony.”

Tony wanted not to, but Shirley kept pushing, and Marsha did her part with a little guilt and shame, and Tony escorted Marsha into the nightclub half of Charlie Coyote’s.

When they were gone Jim turned to Shirley. “If you get starved I’m available.”

“What?”

Marsha told me of Tony’s situation. And I’m available if you need a little relief.

Now this was an interesting idea. She had never thought of Jim that way, but now that he had brought it up…but she had too much respect for Marsha to go around trying to steal her husband. Interestingly, she didn’t think about herself being married. She just didn’t.

“What about Marsha?”

“When she told me about Tony I made the remark that I would love to satisfy you if he couldn’t. I was sort of joking, but Marsha said it was okay with her.”

“What?”

“Swear,” he raised a hand.

Truth, Shirley loved the attention and the idea. She leaned across the table and trailed her fingers over his thigh under the table. She was inches away from him, her red lips glistening, and she said, “Tell me more.”

Inside the nightclub Tony held Marsha, and it was killing him. The music was slow and she was holding him and pressing her body against him, and his butt was pooching further and further back.

“What’s the matter, Tony? Don’t you like me?”

“Of course I do!”

“Then hold me like a man! Most men would want to press up against me. I have some mighty fine titties, if you hadn’t noticed.”

He gulped. “I noticed.

He held her tighter, and her breasts were pressed against him and she snuggled her head into his neck and whispered into his ear. “You’re dancing like you’re afraid your hard on will offend me. You know that I’m a cock teaser, so push your groin against me and let’s dance a little dry hump.”

Tony turned brilliant red, not that Marsha would notice in the dim lighting of the club. He pressed his crotch forward, wishing his dick would spring out, but he immediately drew back, his cock was getting so damned hard.

Marsha stopped dancing and looked up at him. “Tony? Don’t you like me?”

“Of course I do!”

“Then what’s all this shy and embarrassed stuff! Honestly, you’re acting like a girl!”

That did it. That tweaked him. He was going to have to say something.

“It’s not…it’s just that…I’ve got a sort of a chastity device on.”

“You do? Oh, my God! I always wanted to see one of those!”

“Well, it’s not that kind of a device.” He was slowly dying of humiliation.

“Come on!” She dragged him across the floor to the rear entrance to the building.

“Wait!”

“No! I want to see this!”

“Wait…wait!”

“What?” They were in the hallway leading to the back door. They were just around the corner. They were the only ones there and could see if anybody came down the hallway.

“I told you. It’s not…not…”

“Well, what is it?”

“I, uh…I had Shirley sew my penis down.”

“What?” Marsha looked shocked, but she was laughing on the inside. Looking around the corner, seeing they were alone, she suddenly squirted a hand between his belt and skin and ran it down to his crotch. It was too fast and her hand felt his smooth skin before he could react.

“Hey!”

She searched for his cock.

He tried to grab her wrist and pull her hand out. “Please!”

“Oh, my God! You’ve got no penis!”

“No, it’s there! It’s just…sewn down so it can’t get erect. Well, it’s sort of erect, but it can’t stand up.”

She kissed him then. She couldn’t stand it any longer. The whole thing was making her too horny for words, so she just launched herself into his arms, wrapped her arms around his neck, and planted her red lips on his.

For a second Tony tried to not kiss, but he was feeling his horniness, and he couldn’t stop himself.

For a long minute she pressed her mouth against him, and she was getting hotter and hotter. He began to groan and twitch downstairs.

She backed off, but kept her arms around his neck. She whispered, “What does that do to you?”

“Oh, God!” He was almost in tears. “I can’t stand it!” But he couldn’t leave. He couldn’t stop.

So she kissed him again. And again and again.

People came down the hallway and went, but they just clung to each other and kept making out.

Finally, he whispered, hoarsely, “We should get back.”

Hand in hand they returned to the restaurant part of Charlie Coyote’s. When they entered the restaurant Tony blinked. Shirley and Tony were sitting close together, and then they pushed apart, as if guilt. And Shirley’s lipstick was smeared. And Tony had a bit of color on his lips.

That night Shirley sat at her vanity table taking off her face while Tony lay in bed thinking.

He was thinking about the way Marsha had attacked him. He was thinking about how this whole thing was more than he could stand. Just laying there in bed his balls felt like they were full and roiling and…and…

“Hey, honey?”

He looked at Shirley.

“What if I wanted a real weenie, like instead of a plastic one?”

“What? But…no! We’re man and wife! You can’t do that?”

“I’m just joking, sort of.”

“What kind of a thing is that to say to your husband?”

She turned to him, “But are you really my husband? You don’t have a penis, your bottom half is about the most feminine thing I’ve ever seen,     and, quite honestly, I think you’d look better with breasts, instead of a cock.”

“What?” he squeaked.

She smiled, turned the lights off and came to bed.

They lay there in the dark. Him thinking about what she had said, her thinking about the way Jim had kissed her, and how his hands had brushed against her breasts, and how, when she put her hand on his crotch he had a nice, big, stiff, penis. Something that Tony no longer had.

She turned to him and placed a knee over his legs.

He turned his face to her. His eyes were barely visible in the dark.

She placed a hand on his chest, on his nipples, and started rubbing.

“Oh, fuck. Don’t.” He pushed her hand away.

She moved closer and replaced her hand. His nipple was stiff as a wire, it almost felt like it was vibrating. “Don’t you tell me ‘don’t,’” she hissed. “You started this and you’re not going to deprive me, or I will go looking for a cock to satisfy me.

For a second Tony felt faint, and his cock throbbed so hard he thought he was going to rip his stitches.

She put a hand down to his groin, squeezed the mons that was his bent over prick. “If you can’t take it like a man,” she whispered, “then you’re gonna take it like a woman.”

She slithered all the way over him, sat on him and wished he had a stiffie she could squat upon. She devoured him with her lips, the wet skin sliding over wet skin, her mouth hot and hungry.

He couldn’t help it. Fighting was just impossible because he was so horny. He returned the kiss and began feeling her breasts.

After a wild moment of groping and frustration she knee walked up his body and planted here sex on his face. “Get me off, bitch!” she snarled happily.

He complied. What could he do? She had her whole weight on him and he was pinned. And her sex smelled so-o-o good. And the taste…it was like licking pure excitement, honeyed and vibrant and dripping.

She groaned and pulled her breasts. Her mind was filled with thoughts of Jim, the way he had touched her, the taste of his lips.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, wanting it to never end.

Underneath her Tony couldn’t stop thinking about the way Marsha had sampled him. She had found out, had known, and it had just excited her.

Shirley reached down and began rubbing herself right above the slit. Her hand bumped Tony’s nose a couple of times, and tears came to his eyes, but she didn’t notice. She was close…so fucking close…

He was officially drowning in her pussy. He was struggling under the spread of her thighs. All he could smell was pussy, all he could taste was pussy. His mouth was filled with pussy and he thought he was going to suffocate when she finally started to cum.

“Oh, baby! Fuck! Shit!” she yelled into the silence of the bedroom. She brought her hips up, then smashed them down into his face, hitting him with her vagina.

He managed to gulp a bit of air, but just a bit. When she finally stopped flailing about and crushing him with her vagina he was faint. He tried to crawl out from under her collapsed body, and she giggled.

“Oh, honey. I love you like this. It makes me feel like I’m all woman and ten feet tall.”

He broke free, gasped for air, which made her laugh some more.


PART THREE

He awoke, and his penis was morning wood. He ran for the bathroom half doubled over and she chuckled to see his awkward run. She was having a lot of fun with this.

He sat on the toilet and sprayed. Not pissed, but sprayed. The pee came out of his cock head and cock all over his asshole and he groaned. Even taking a pee was humiliating…and horny.

Truth, the pee striking his asshole was a turn on. His rectum loved the stream of water directed on it. He even felt the blood pulsing in his hole.

Finally, he was able to sit up. Then he arose and his pooch was at a minimum. He grabbed toilet paper and had to wipe his ass. He dabbed and blotted, just like he had a pussy, and finally stepped into the shower.

Hot water streamed over him and he leaned his head against the tiles and moaned with frustration.

The door opened and Shirley stepped in. He took one look at here large breasts, then down at her moist pussy, and he groaned and shut his eyes.

Shirley, however, was having none of that. She turned him and kissed him and squeezed his mons that had once been a prick.

He felt her breasts against him, her hand squeezing, and he shuddered.

“I’ve got a great idea,” she said.

He opened his eyes and gazed blearily at her. He realized that he wasn’t sleeping too well. Frustration was keeping him from the deep sleep.

“Look, you’re complaining about your penis being rubbed by panties and making you all hot and bothered.”

He watched, listened, feeling like he was apart from himself.

“So I’m going to put you in a dress today.”

He opened his mouth to complain but she covered it with her hand. “Listen. We’re not going out. It’s just you and me. You want a little relief for your hidden pal?”

He wanted to shake his head no, to say that he wouldn’t wear a dress, but he couldn’t. He needed relief, and this might be the closest thing, might work, and…his head nodded.

“Oh, goody!” She squealed and pinched his erect nipples. And noticed how extra erect they were.

“Babe? These nips are looking pretty big. And is it my imagination? Or are your pectorals a little bigger?”

It was her imagination. And her scheme, but Tony felt his ‘boobs’ and worried. Could this thing be changing him? Could his balls being all stuffed up into him like ovaries be depriving him of testosterone?

She hopped out of the shower and dried herself off, then she stopped, thought, and got back in.

He looked askance at her and she smiled and picked up her pink razor. She stroked down the center of his chest.

“Hey!”

“Shut up,” she answered conversationally. “If you’re going to wear a dress we need to prepare your body. No unsightly hair. Not on your legs, and not on any other body part that might be visible.”

“But you don’t have to shave my gonads!”

“Why not?” she asked, working around the bend of his penis.

“Because nobody can see hair down there!”

“Then you don’t need it.”

The logic escaped him, but he was too tired from lack of sleep, and groggy, and bleary, so she continued scraping his flesh with the little razor.

He sighed, leaned against the tiles and was almost dozing.

She shaved his whole body. Got every speck of hair off his groin, under his arms, everywhere.

Finally, she was done. She put the razor away, thought about getting him some Nair, and slid her hands up and down his now bald body.

“Oh, geez,” he whimpered. It felt good. Without the hair his skin felt electric. He found himself moving his hips back and forth, just as if he had a dick.

She laughed and got out, leaving him horny and ready to jack off, but with nothing to jack.

In the bedroom she selected a white, summer dress. Open and light and so veddy, veddy, sexy. When he came into the bedroom she handed him some skimpy panties and stood ready with the dress.

He looked at the wispy thong, just a triangle and a string, and sighed. He stepped into it, pulled it up, and it fit perfectly. The triangle covered his pud and the string snugged up against his ass.

Shirley took the back of the thong and pulled it up. The string slid across his rectum and his eyes went wide.

“Ooh, doesn’t that feel good?”

It did, and now his trapped cock was again trying so hard to get harder.

She pulled the dress over his head and down. It was a stretchy, clingy dress on top, and he stared in stunned surprise at how his flesh was exposed.

“She’s got cleavage,” Shirley exclaimed delightedly.

He stared at his chest. Bare. Hairless. Like a woman’s chest. And his nipples were rubbed by the material as Shirley pulled the dress into place.

The good side was that, even if his nipples were teased, his cock wasn’t. The head of his penis was free from rubbing material for the first time since his ‘operation.’

But his nipples…

“You know, you are getting bigger,” she cupped his pectorals.

Again, imagination, but it worked. Tony felt like her hand cupped something larger.

Shirley teased him with a long, wet kiss, then stepped back and said, “Honey, I know this makes you feel funny, but you look like you have tits. I really think…this is so sexy, you’re so sexy…that you should let me order you some vacation boobs.” She placed her finger on his lips to seal up his protest. “Just think about it.”

He nodded.

“Okay, nylons or socks?”

“What?” His throat worked in a big gulp.

She pushed back on the bed, picked up a pair of stockings and draped it over his thighs. She pulled dragging the thin, sexy material over his flesh.

Oh! Instant pulse in his groin at the feeling of the material slithering so close to where he had once had a proud boner.

She picked up a pair of socks and rubbed his thigh with it. They felt coarse, rough.

She pulled the nylon over his leg.

“Okay!” he blurted. “Okay.”

Defeated without even knowing he had been in a battle, he watched as she rolled the nylons up his legs.

They felt good. They held his skin together, gave him a second skin that didn’t feel so much, but gave so much feeling.

“We need to paint your toes.”

He snorted. But the way things were going…he worried.

She wanted to make him wear high heels, but he put his foot down.

Finally, a girl without much color in his cheeks, he walked out to the kitchen.

“Who’s cooking?” asked Shirley

He blinked.

“I’m wearing shorts. Very manly. You’re wearing a dress, and women usually make the breakfast.”

“Hey!” he objected weakly.

She laughed, and started breaking eggs. She knew he was close. Maybe not today, but soon.

They sat and ate, and he was silent and lost in his thoughts. His penis kept waking up and snagging his attention, distracting him.

“What are you thinking about?”

“My penis,” he said rather dourly.

She smiled. “Good.”

“I thought you didn’t like it when I was overly pre-occupied with sex?”

“Silly me,” she said, reaching across the table and patting the back of his hand. “I was wrong. People should be pre-occupied about sex. In fact, sex is all they should think about.”

Tony almost sobbed at that. He was having strange emotions, and once again he worried that his balls being retracted maybe he wasn’t getting enough testosterone.

“I need more testosterone,” he blurted.

Shirley goggled, couldn’t believe he had said that. It was obvious that his mind was short circuiting. This frustration was actually affecting the way he thought.

Which, she had a second thought on, was good. She smiled on the inside and thought about how she could use this to her benefit.

Man, sewing his cock up was the best thing she had ever done. And, to think, she had resisted it so much.

She shook her head.

“No, I’m serious. I feel like my balls are shrinking, and I’m having moody spells. I’m like a guy going through puberty.”

“Girl,” she corrected.

“What?”

“A girl going through puberty.”

He blinked. That was…he was…

“Look, you don’t need testosterone. Your body is going through changes, natural changes, and you can’t fight it. You need to take estrogen.”

“Estrogen? But…no! That will make me girly!”

Shirley chortled. “You already are a girl. You have no manhood. Your boobs are getting bigger.” He unconsciously put one hand up and felt his breast. “And you have to stop fighting it. I guarantee. You take testosterone and your dick is going to try even harder to get manly.”

“But I am a man!”

She slowly shook her head. She reached forth and held one of his hands in hers. “Honey, being a man was temporary with you. You wanting to sew up your dick? Growing boobs? That’s the girl in you trying to get out.”

“But…no! This…my dick…it’s temporary!”

“Yes, your dick was temporary. You admit it.”

He hadn’t, but he was so flustered, so distracted, that he couldn’t figure out the right argument to pose. And to make it worse, what they were talking about…his cock tried to get harder. He groaned and pooched in his chair.

Shirley grinned. “Now, weren’t you going to do the lawn today?”

Confused, defeated, distracted by his pulsing groin, he nodded, shook his head, and nodded. He really was having trouble thinking.

“Okay. You can do the—“

“Not like this!” he gasped.

“Well, you could put some shorts on, get your dick rubbed and all, or…” she looked like she was thinking. “Okay, just mow the back lawn, nobody can see you. but then you have to clean the pool.

He nodded, relieved not to have to go out and be seen on the front lawn.

An hour later Tony wheeled the lawn mower out of the garage and put the grass catcher on it. His dress swirled around his legs, rubbing the nylon, and that was almost as bad as having his dick rubbed. It was like his legs were giant penises inside rubbers. But it was still better than having the head of his dick massaged by shorts.

He pushed the lawnmower slowly. He didn’t want to get all sweaty, and he didn’t want grass flying back and getting all over his white dress.

Inside the house Shirley watched her husband cut the lawn. She loved the way he walked, so feminine with his ass pushed back, pooched out. That made his calves pumped, and they looked so sexy in nylons. Now if she could only get him to tumble to vacation boobs. Or…and she smiled…make up.

Yes. Make up was going to have to be on the schedule.

So she thought about how to make him take the next step, and she figured out a wonderful solution.

Tony finished the lawn and took a break. He wasn’t so much tired as exasperated by the party in his panties.

He sat on the couch and watched TV, and didn’t see a thing. Except the girls. On the shows, the announcers, the ads, any girl got his attention, and that got his boner trying to be a boner.

He snapped the TV off and went to the bedroom and lay down on the bed.

But escaping girls was one thing. Escaping his wife was another.

Shirley walked in and started getting dressed up.

“Where are you going?” he asked, trying to not let his penis throb, which was like trying to get a hurricane not to blow.

“Lunch with Marsha. Are you going to do the pool this afternoon.”

“Yes.”

She lifted her dress and jumped onto the bed. Once again she squatted over him like she would if she was sitting on his dick.

His penis, knowing what it was missing, pulsed almost angrily.

“Listen, we’re probably going to imbibe, and that made me think of you.”

“Getting drunk makes you think of me?” It was a confusing thought.

“And you’ve been having such a rough time of it, you should probably get nice and drunk, then clean the pool, and…I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“You do?” he perked up. Who doesn’t like surprises?

“Yes. You call me when you’ve had three drinks and the pool is clean and I’ll tell you where it is.”

She kissed him then, to seal the deal, knowing how his mind was sunk into his penis and all he could do was be excited.

So she went to lunch, all made up and laughing at the look of desperation on his face, and he headed for the kitchen and a drink.

He mixed himself his favorite, bourbon and Coke, and downed it fairly fast. Well, he was so horny he needed something.

He made himself a second drink and went out to the pool.

They had invested in the pool, and it was their pride and joy. It was kidney shaped, but extra large, and at one end was a waterfall over rocks, a diving board extended out over the rocks. At the shallow end was a hot tub. Beyond the hot tub was a sauna.

Cleaning the pool was not hard, but it took time.

Sipping his drink he cleaned out the sauna.

Then, another drink in hand, he worked on the area around the pool, making sure all the shrubbery was in good working order.

Finally, a fourth drink in hand, he skimmed the pool and checked the filters.

At this point he was a little dizzy, delightfully soused, and he picked up his cell phone.

“Hey, babe. All done.”

“Oh, fantastic. Listen, I might be a while yet, but your surprise is under the bed. And when I get home, if you’re not wearing it I will be very disappointed. Do you understand? Very, very disappointed! Promise to wear it?”

“Wear what? I don’t even know what it is?”

“It’s kinky and wonderful and if you aren’t wearing it when I get home…and have another drink. Build your courage up. Okay?”

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay you’ll wear it, whatever it is?”

He was drunk, he was happy, his cock was singing and he wasn’t fighting it now. “Okay. Sure. I promise.”

“Mwah!” and she hung up.

Tony staggered around the pool and through the house. He was sloshed, three shits to t…uh, three sheets to the wind.

He got down on his knees in the bedroom, realized the bed was still a few feet away, and crawled over to reach underneath it.

His surprise was in a little shopping bag.

He reached in and pulled out something that was yellow and tangled up and had a tag on it.

In a manly show of strength he snapped the plastic loop that held the tag on, and held the material up.

It was an itsy, bitsy, teenie weenie, yellow polka dot bikini!

He stared, and blinked, and he laughed. He was too drunk to resist. He and Shirley loved that song.

Without thinking he wriggled out of his dress.

He stepped into the bikini, almost fell, and pulled it up.

His package was no problem, he had a perfectly feminine groin.

He looked at the top.

Skimpy. Yellow. Polka dots. He giggled. In the back of his mind he realized that perhaps he shouldn’t have had that fourth drink. It took him several tries, but he finally managed to put the top on. He looked at the mirror and blinked blearily.

Downstairs he was a woman. Just like Shirley had said. But upstairs…he frowned.

Were his tits growing or not?

They looked a little…puffy. He hefted, pushed with his hand, and made himself have cleavage. But Shirley was right. He did need boobs. Staring at himself in the mirror he could imagine a big set right on his chest, poking out.

He giggled and deliberately pooched his butt back.

Sexy sexy kitten. Baby got back. Booty and booby. He could be the real package.

He staggered down the hallway and into the kitchen. He was pouring himself a Coke when his cell phone rang.

“Yeah, babe?”

But she wasn’t there. It was a text. He wavered on his feet and read her message. “Text me pic.”

It took him a while, he was unsteady, and his arms were unsteady, but he finally managed to put his cell phone on the pole and hold the pole out and snap himself.

He looked at the picture happily. He was grinning and wearing the bikini. He sent it.

A minute later he got back the message.

Oh, my fucking God!

You are incredible!

You make me so horny!

I want to jump your bone right now!”

What man doesn’t love such talk? And he conveniently overlooked the fact that he had no bone to be jumped.

DING! He read:

I’ve got an idea,

but I’m afraid you won’t do it.

Tell a man he can’t do something and you can bet your first born’s nuts that he will do it.

He texted:

What?

DING!

I’m afraid!

You won’t do it!

And then I’ll feel stupid.

He wrote:

No. No.

Whatever you tell me to do.

I’ll do it.

DING!

Really?

He wrote:

Really.

Cross my heart and hop to die.

He stared at the word ‘hop’ for a while and couldn’t figure it out, so he shrugged and sent the message.

DING!

Well,

if you promise…

He wrote:

I do.

On my vanity table are my lipsticks.

Pick the reddest one.

For me.

He giggled, then staggered out of the kitchen and down the hall.

He saw the golden tubes lined up on her vanity table. He opened some of them, smelled them, looked at the color labels, and picked the reddest one.

He leaned drunkenly towards the mirror and watched his hand roll the paint on. It felt waxy, it tasted…like it didn’t have much taste. But…he had to admit it, it felt sexy. Real sexy. He was once again aware of his cock trying to erect, failing, and trying even harder. His breath came faster and he found he was gulping air as he stared at his lips.

He backed away from the vanity and stared at himself.

If he had been sober he never could have done this, but drunk, uninhibited…he thought he was sexy.

He turned sideways and pooched his butt and held his pecs to make them more tit like. He blew a kiss at the mirror…and heard his cell ring.

He walked, swaying, down the hall to the kitchen. The text read:

Oh, God!

What you’re doing to me!

You are such a man!

Send me a pic!

Giggling, he held the cell phone up and snapped his face, his lips pursed as in kissing. Without even thinking, he sent it.

DING!

You have made me so horny!

I need you now!

I am burning in my pussy!

Steam is coming out of it.

Go sit in the hot tub and I’ll come home.

Happy, his groin feeling like electric eels were making love to his penis, he picked up his Coke and started walking out to the pool. And stopped.

He turned back to the sink and poured some Coke out and added some bourbon.

Smiling, happy with the world, and himself, and this whole journey of having a surgically locked cock, he headed out for the pool.

He stepped into the hot tub, relaxed, sipped, and dreamed.


PART FOUR

He had boobs. Big boobs. They were tipped with the stiffest pair of nipples. And Shirley was sucking on them.

“Your tits are better than mine!”

He laughed in delight.

They kissed, and he felt her hand go down to his cock.

His cock! It was big! And it stuck out a foot! And drops of sperm dripped from it. Thank God that surgical chastity thing he had done was over. There was nothing like a good, stiff cock!

He said, “There’s nothing like a good stiff cock!”

“What?” Shirley didn’t hear him. Funny, it was her mouth that was sliding up and down, working his pecker, but she couldn’t hear.

“I said, there’s nothing like a good stiff cock!”

“What?” She burbled around his cock.

“I said,” he yelled, “There’s nothing like a good, stiff cock!”

“I didn’t hear that.”

He screamed out, “THERE’S…NOTHING…LIKE…”

“I heard ya the first time, pal.”

His eyes blinked open. He had been dreaming, and Jim was slipping into the water across from him. He would have jumped up and run, but Shirley and Marsha were sliding in next to him.

He was caught! He was wearing a bikini! His lips were bright red!

Fortunately, he was still a bit drunk. Quite a bit, for he had only been asleep a few minutes.

“Love your new look, Tony,” Jim glanced down at the top of his bikini. “You do need a bit of packing, however.”

Shirley grabbed his right pectoral, Marsha his left. They cupped his muscle like it was a boob and giggled.

“Isn’t he sexy?”

“Oh, he is.”

“But…but…” his face was red, he wanted to run but couldn’t.

Jim waved his hand. “Hey, don’t worry. Shirley told us what you’re doing, and I think it’s pretty cool.”

“You do?”

“Fuck, yeah! She says you are going to have the Mt. Vesuvius of cums. She said your orgasm will rival the San Francisco quake.”

“She did?” he looked at Shirley. Shirley was smiling at him. She scrambled up a bit and kissed him. Hard. Lots of tongue action, not caring that Jim and Marsha were laughing.

“Ooh,” said Marsha, when Shirley backed off. “Give me some of that!”

Marsha really plowed into him. Her lips were soft and tender and she really knew how to sue them. Jim just chuckled.

“I under estimate your sex appeal,” Jim said. “It’s obvious you’re turning the ladies on.”

That was a bit confusing to Tony, but he grinned.

“You could do it, honey. Have your cock sewn down and be a man.”

“Sorry babe. I’m not brave like the stud here. But…” he shrugged.

Tony slowly calmed down. his friends chatted, mostly about him, and he just sat there and looked beautiful.

“So what’s next, Tony?”

“Boobs,” blurted Shirley.

“Wow! Really? Man, you really are the stud.”

“Well…”

“Can I…I know this is going to sound gay, but…could I feel your chest?”

Tony was reluctant, but Shirley encouraged him, and so did Marsha, so he finally nodded.

Jim crossed the little pool and put his hands up. He squeezed Tony’s chest like real tits. “Wow. I am so jealous of you. You are a lucky man.”

Tony grinned.

“I mean, it feels like they are getting bigger.”

Marsha cleared her throat. and they all looked at her. “Tony, do you know the difference between lipstick and lipstain?”

Tony tilted his head in question. He didn’t.

“Crap,” said Shirley. “I was going to break the news to him later.”

“What news?”

“You, dear hubby, didn’t put on lipstick. You put on lipstain.”

He looked blank.

Jim chuckled. “They’re telling you, good buddy, that your lips are going to be red for a week or two.”

“What?”

Shirley nodded.

Tony put his hand to his mouth and just stared at his friends and wife.

And so the afternoon passed.

“You’ve got a slight burn.”

“Oh?” Tony looked at himself in the mirror. She was right. He stare at his lips for a moment. Red. And they weren’t going to fade to pink for while

“You can see your bikini perfectly.”

He frowned. He wouldn’t be able to take his shirt off around people for a while.

They were in the bedroom getting ready for bed. Tony was laying in bed, as usual, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Shirley.

“Do you really mean it? That I’m beautiful?”

“Oh, Lord. Yes. A thousand times yes.”

She slid into a peignoir. It emphasized her breasts. She saw him looking at her and asked, “Would you like to try one? I’ve got another on in the closet.” She lifted a bit of the peignoir material towards him.

He shook his head in the negative. Emphatically.

She climbed on him, in that familiar cowgirl position, and placed her hands on his chest and leaned on him. “You realize, of course, that you’re being silly.”

“I’m being silly because…why?”

“Because you’re embarrassed. Do you know how many women would die to have a body like yours? Once you get the vacation boobs, of course?”

“Yeah. But that’s women. I’m a guy.”

She laughed, walked backwards and plopped her head into his crotch. “Hmm. Cock good.” she moved her face up and down as if she was blowing him. Then she stopped and looked at him in surprise. “Wait a minute! It’s not here! I thought I was going to suck off a man!”

“Not funny,” he groused.

She slithered up to his chest and sucked on his nipples. “Very funny, honey. And it’s time you faced it. You’re a woman down there, and you’re gonna be a woman up top, and what are you going to do? Walk around like a woman and say, ‘not me!’?”

“Well, I don’t…”

“Look, silly. You were hot today. And your lips—“

“Yeah,” he muttered.

Shirley ignored him and said, “Fucking Marsha couldn't keep her mouth off you. She was on you all afternoon. Shameless hussy!” But she was smiling.

Tony grinned. “Yeah.”

“See? You like it! You are getting your horny dream, and it’s going further than you thought it would, but it’s like you’re being dragged kicking and screaming.”

Tony couldn’t really disagree. He was sort of caught. On one hand he was aghast, shocked, didn’t want to. On the other hand wearing girl clothes was turning him on. And the lipstick…he did get kissed until his lips felt bruised this afternoon.

“Now, you’ve already agreed to vacation boobs. No, don’t protest that you were drunk. You said you would, and you said the idea was exciting, but you’re not willing to consider a bra, when you’re going to be having to wear one. And what about the rest of your make up? Your lips are going to fade a bit, and you need to keep them moist and wet looking.”

The look on his face showed she was digging into him.

“Do you like it when I have red, red lips?”

He said nothing.

She jumped off the bed and scampered to her vanity table. She picked a tube and painted her lips. She turned and placed a hand on her hips and said, “How about it, sailor. You interested?”

His cock roared, and he actually had to bend a little bit in bed to relieve the pressure.

“Ah ha! I knew it.” She sashayed back, swinging her ass, and climbed up on the bed, then onto him.

She placed a hand on his smooth front and moved her face close to his. He gave a big gulp.

“Why, I do believe your pussy is hard.”

And it was. It was hard, but bent over, and he tried to bend at the waist but she wouldn’t let him. She pushed on his chest and climbed aboard. She leaned on him, her breasts brushing against his flesh, her lips just out of reach. Her red, red lips.

“I’m going shopping tomorrow. I need to buy more dildos. Unless you want me to fuck Jim.”

Panic slid across Tony’s face.

“I felt his cock the other night. It’s big and stiff, the way yours used to be. How about it. Should I get dildos? Or should I just go borrow a cup of sugar some day when Marsha is out?”

“Stop it,” he said. “Please.”

“I’ll stop it if you’ll start it. You start wearing the whole outfit, and wearing make up, and I’ll stick with dildos.” For a while, she thought. The idea of a real, juicy, hard, big, fat cock was getting to her. While Tony was getting his set of frustrations, so was she.

“Okay,” he whispered.

She kissed him then. And kissed him. And said, “You’re going to have to do me.”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want any more horniness. But he wanted to. He was so horny he couldn’t stop.

“But I want to lie down and let you worship at my vulva. I want you to bath my clit with your warm tongue. I want you to get me off, then clean me, all at the same time.

He felt like he was going to sob any second, but he moved to the side, she laid down, and he moved backwards to get in between her legs.

As soon as he was in between her legs he lost all sense of himself. Her scent engulfed him and he stopped thinking and began munching on her.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

He couldn’t think. He wasn’t a human being able to have thoughts now. He was just a licking, lapping pussy pleasing machine.

She grasped his head, but she didn’t need to. He licked like he wanted to crawl back up inside her womb. His hands were up and groping her breasts. His chin rubbed her asshole, and he ate.

Shirley was ready. And she was surprised. She had cum just the night before, but Tony’s red lips, his smooth crotch, it was turning her on. It was filling her with a sense of unbelievable power. She thrust her hips up and pumped his face.

Tony couldn’t breath, but he didn’t want to. He was wallowing in pussy. All his horny urges were driving him into her groin.

She began to cum. Hard. Fast. She even squirted a little. And she pounded on his head and started talking nonsense. She had no idea what she was saying, just that she needed this. More of this.

The next day dawned. Tony bleary-eyed. Shirley sparkly-eyed.

She leaped out of bed and sprinted for the shower. She soaped her body and sang lustily.

Tony crawled out of bed and moved towards the bathroom. He was so slow Shirley was done and stepping out by the time he got there.

She smacked his mouth with hers. Looked at his red lips and smiled happily. Felt his ‘boobs.’

“Shower, honey. Wake up. The day is upon us!”

He just stood under the water and sighed.

Finally, she pulled him out and dried him off. “You really are going to have to wake up.”

“I will,” he promised.

She smoothed a fruity cream into his skin, and, oddly, that did make him a little more alert.

She patted his cockless, “Good girl.”

He grunted, but he didn’t have the strength to really object.

“Okay, honey. I’m going to do your nails today.”

“What?”

But, again, he didn’t have the strength.

She sat him down and did his toenails.

He was thinking that getting his nails done was too bad. His toenails would be inside shoes. Nobody could see. Then she spread out his hands and started prepping them.

“Not my hands!”

“If not now, when?”

He blinked, and sat while she did the damage.

She took her time, made sure he was properly trimmed and sanded, then she picked out some semi-long nails. Not real long, not so long you had to be careful scratching your eye, but long enough that he would have to think before trying to pick up a penny.

She glued them on. “I’m using strong glue, so be careful. I want them to stay on, but I don’t want them breaking. Okay?”

“I guess.”

She giggled. “You sound like I’m taking you to your own funeral.”

He tried out a smile but it didn’t work.

One hand done he lifted it up and gazed at it. His fingers looked longer, and the nails were ovals that extended a half inch beyond his flesh. His normal spatulate fingernails were now long and sexy.

“I won’t be able to wipe my ass.”

“That’s what a bidet is for.”

“But we don’t have a bidet!”

“So go out and stick the garden hose up your ass.” She bit her lip to keep from laughing.

She had him stand up and he couldn’t stop looking at his talons. So red. Like blood. But sexy blood.

I can’t go on,” he murmured.

She handed him a pair of panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up. And his cock head immediately woke up. The material goosed his head and he gasped.

Shirley smiled. “Now we’re talking.”

“But that’s too much.”

She grabbed his chin in one hand and shook it. “Do you love me?”

“Yes,” he squeaked.

“Then shut up.”

She pulled a onesy over his head. It was pink with little white roses. It was tight in the crotch, which didn’t help his cock head, and it rubbed his penis more than anything he had yet worn.

He groaned.

The top of the onesey was down and she circled his waist with a bra. He started to say something, but a warning look stopped him.

She fastened the bra and helped his arms under the straps.

“This is tight.”

“Got to be. Consider it a harness. Like a saddle for a race horse.”

He reached around and checked his flexibility, which wasn’t much, anyway.

Shirley frowned.

“What now?” he sighed.

“Boobs. I’m going to call the doc later today, but…right now you really need boobs.”

She trotted out to the kitchen and Tony shrugged his arms into the top part of the onesy and buttoned the front. “What are you doing?”

She held up a finger as she tapped her phone, then: “Marsha! Yeah, it was fun. Tony’s great. It’s so nice to see this side of his personality. I will. Oh, the reason I called. Do you still have that set of breast forms? You do? Excell—I know they’re big, but he’s got a man chest and needs large enough titties. you will! Great! We’ll see you in a half.”

She hung up and put her hands on her hips triumphantly. “See?”

He didn’t see.

“Now then, let’s have a little brekkie, and then I’ll finish your face, and by that time Marsha will be here. Fix some eggs and bacon. I need to check on something.”

She trotted off, back down the hallway, and Tony stood motionless for a moment. He sighed. He turned and began making breakfast.

“Put on an apron!” Shirley called. “I don’t want you to mess up your onesey.”

He looked down at his onesey, and saw how he had a sort of a camel toe. Without the slit, but a perfectly shaped mons. “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. Then he put on the apron—there was only one and it was pink—and set about making bacon and eggs. He never tumbled to the fact that he was doing what his wife usually did.

They were working on his face when Marsha breezed in.

“Hey, kids, how’s it…look at you!”

Tony turned and Marsha descended on him.

In truth, his face was white, shadowless, waiting for color, but she was all over him. She hugged him and looked into the mirror, her face next to his. She kissed him, right on the lips, his red lips. Then she started undoing his buttons.

“Hey!”

“Oh, dry up,” she quipped.

Shirley moved around, tried to work on his eyes even though he wasn’t holding still.

Marsha slipped first one breast form into his bra, then the other. “Hold up, sister,” she said to Shirley. “Let’s take a trial run.”

Tony stood up and posed.

Now he was totally female, top and bottom. And his face, being half made up, gave hint to a full, 100 per cent femininity.

“Oh, wow.” Marsha cross her hands on her chest. “Be still my aching heart.

“Really?” Tony turned and gazed at his voluptuousness.

“Oh, yes.”

“I’m not too thick,”

“Negative. But we’re probably going to train your waist a little. Get you a corset.”

“Oh.” Tony wasn’t sure about that. He remembered Gone with the Wind and Scarlett O’Hara being faint.

“Don’t worry,” Marsha patted his face. Then she grew serious. “God. You are so sexy…I think I’m going to need…I’m going to need…A DILDO!”

Shirley laughed, held her belly and laughed.

Marsha shook her by the arms, which caused her chest to jiggle, and demanded, “Where are they! I know you’ve got some. With him like that, turning you on every day…you have to have a dildo!”

“Sorry, sister. But I was going to go shipping for the plastic peters this afternoon.

Tony was starting to pooch. his butt drifted back into that beautiful, feminine, bubble shape. It seemed that when they talked about him not having a penis he was getting…poochier. If that was a word. At least his cock was trying harder and harder to rise up.

“Well, okay! Let’s finish Miss Universe off and go get the goods!”

So they did, chatting and giggling and occasionally groping Tony’s fake chest. A short while later he was done, his eyes sparkled, his fingers were sexy, and his groin felt like a dump truck was trying to tilt its bed and dump its load. He felt so full down there.

He hadn’t cum for days, maybe a week, and that whole time his sperm had been building up. His balls, all stuffed up inside his body, felt full. He wondered if they could get so full, so swollen, that they wouldn’t be able to descend again.

“Okay, hon. We’re going to do some shopping for you know what. Is there anything you want?”

He shook his head.

Shirley pecked his lips and patted his cheek.

“Girlfriend. That’s not how you do it.”

Shirley arched an eyebrow.

Marsha grabbed him and pulled him to her. She hesitated briefly, let the moment build as their lips held an inch apart, then she kissed him.

Shirley watched, and was perfectly fine with it. It wasn’t like Tony was going to get a boner, after all.

And she realized that it was good that he couldn’t. Heck, she didn’t want to be jealous, and this way she didn’t have to be.

Marsha kissed him long and hard, even encircled him with her arms and turned him and bent him over a bit. Then she straightened up and pushed him away. “God. You’ve got great lips.”

“Okay,” said Shirley.

“Wait.” Marsha reached into her purse and pulled out a tube of gloss. “Let’s give him that shiny look.”

Tony stood, frozen while she applied gloss to his mouth. He didn’t flinch because, heck, he had already just gotten the full nine yards of make up.

Marsha stepped back. “Yes. Here.” She handed him the tube of gloss. “Every hour, on the hour, or you’ll be a drab old spunk hound.”

They went out the door then, and Shirley asked, “What’s a spunk hound?”

“A guy with a dick.”

And they laughed all the way to the car.

Tony stood there and watched them. He watched their round asses. He watched the jiggle of their breasts, and he wished he had a bit of jiggle.

He closed the door, faced the mirror and gave a little hop. His boobs went up and down, but no jiggle. Damn!


PART FIVE

“How’s he doing?” asked Marsha.

“Oh, he’s good. And you guys are great. The way you compliment him and lay it on…you’ve got me believing it all.

“Well, he is kind of cute. Do you think this will work?”

“I don’t know. At first I figured going all out, making him super horny and then feminizing him…I figured he’d call it off. But I don’t know. I’m sort of liking it now.”

“If it doesn’t work you’ll be stuck with a trans.”

Shirley frowned and stared out the window.

“Do you think you can handle that?”

“I don’t know. On one hand I am having so much fun, it’s like having a little sister. On the other hand, I miss the old rock hard poker.”

“Well,” quipped Marsha, “That’s why we’re going shopping.”

She pulled into a big parking lot. At the back of the parking lot was a warehouse with the simple legend: Sex Toys!

“I’ve never been to one of these,” admitted Shirley.

“You haven’t! Girlfriend, you’re in for a treat.”

They walked into the store and were quickly engulfed in penises and butt plugs and videos of nekkid women doing obscene things and condoms and whipe and chains and lingerie and…and all sorts of stuff.

They were perusing dicks, Shirley was hefting a big horse’s dildo and wondering, when Marsha said, “I want to sleep with him.”

Shirley waggled the dildo and watched it bounce back and forth. “Tony? Why?”

“I don’t know. I just think there’s something soft there that would appeal to me.”

“Well, you can sleep with him any time you want.”

“And what about you and Jim?”

Shirley didn’t look at her friend, kept examining dildos, but she was suddenly electric.

“What about me and Jim?”

“You know I was making out with Tony, and I know you were making out with Jim. Did you want to pursue that.”

“I don’t know,” Shirley picked up a butt plug and turned it in her hand. It was weighty, with a diamond on the base. She was thinking about getting it for Tony, not herself. The truth was she did know. She had felt Jim’s dick, and it excited her. It reminded her of Tony’s dick, but it was bigger. She had always wondered what a bigger dick would feel like. Hell, she wondered what any dick would feel like. Tony getting his pecker sewed up had opened up a door in her mind that was not swinging shut.

“I think you do know.”

Now Shirley faced her friend. “Okay. I think about it. But I’m not willing to jeopardize our friendship over your husband’s cock.”

“Oh, honey. Your fucking Jim wouldn’t bother me. I just want to know what bothers you.”

For a long few seconds they stood in the middle of the warehouse and studied each other. Then Shirley said, “This next Saturday. We’re going to have a sleep over. You’re going to sleep with Tony, and I’m going to think about going to your house and sleeping with Jim.

Marsha nodded slowly. “You better have Tony ready for that.”

“He’s not only going to be ready…he’s going to have tits.”

Marsha blinked.

“His appointment for vacation boobs is this Friday.”

Another long minute of staring at each other, then Marsha suddenly giggled. And Shirley giggled, then they were both laughing.

“Honey, I’m home!”

“Back here,” he called.

She walked down the hallway to the guest room. Tony had the furniture out in the hall or covered with a drop clothe. The ladder was set up and his brushes were ready.

“What’s this?”

“I’m trying to keep busy. It keeps my mind off my…situation.”

Ooh. She liked that. “What color?”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to pick something up at the store. I’m, eh…not presentable.

He was wearing his onesy and his fake tits really stood out. His hair was long, not long enough, but long enough to make him look like a girl with a too short hair cut. What a difference from the week before when he looked like a boy with hair that was too long.

“Hmm. Any color I want?”

“Any color.”

“What if I want purple with green stars?”

“Sounds good. Just pick up some green star paint.”

She snickered, then, “I’ll pick up some paint after lunch. Right now I have some things I want to try out.”

“”Like what kinds of things?” he asked, knowing full well where she had just been.

She gave hi a hungry look and said, “Come find out…sailor.”

She headed for the bedroom and Tony was right on her heels.

Walking behind her, watching her rotundness sway, he felt that incredible pressure building in his groin. He had managed to forget it while working, but that only worked for awhile.

Shirley placed a bag on the bed. It was not a fancy shopping bag, just a paper sack. First she pulled out a strap on harness. “Put this on, big boy.”

“Don’t you mean ‘little boy?’”

“I mean not a boy at all,” she said drily.

His breath caught and the weight in his groin surged. God, he was so hot for her. And even though his dick wasn’t available, he wanted…he wanted…and the frustration compounded his hunger.

He figured out how to fasten the harness, and he adjusted it so it was tight and ready to go. He turned to her and she held up…

“It’s a pig’s dick!” she crowed. “See how it sort of spirals?”

“That should make you squeal,” he opined.

“Yes, it should. And here’s a…dog’s dick! See the bump on the bottom of the shaft? The guy in the store says that swells up and that’s why dogs get locked together.”

“If we got locked,” he couldn’t stand it and pooched over, “I could just unbuckle the harness and leave you with the dick stuck up your cunt.”

“Oh, ouch!” she laughed. “And here’s the accommodator strap-on for your face. It fits around your head and sticks out from your chin.”

“I could put that in your ass and eat your pussy.”

She got a sly look on her face. “Or I could turn over and you could put that in my pussy and eat my ass.”

“Ooh!” he groaned, then he thought about it.

“And here’s a glass dildo, and a…oh, you’re going to like this.” She held up a long, slithery looking dildo.

“Is that a…a tongue?”

“Yep. For those hard to reach places.” She giggled and stroked the tongue almost lovingly.

Tony stared at his wife. Sh had always liked sex, but this was going a little far.

Or was it?

After all, he had his penis sewn to his groin. Maybe he should just keep his mouth shut and accept that she could be a little kinky, too.

“Which one you want me to use.”

She examined the dildos as they lay on the bed. She picked out the dog’s dick and held it up. “I’m willing to risk it.”

He took the dildo and screwed it into the harness. She swept all the toys off the bed back into the bag.

“Okay,” how do we do this?” For some reason he was almost embarrassed.

She hopped on the bed and spread her legs. “Start with your tongue, and let’s see what happens.

Grinning nervously, this was weird, he crawled in between her legs.

From the first lap he knew he was in over his head. He was so damned crazy in the head that as he got closer to her pussy the more his mind stopped working. He was like a fat lady with a donut. He was like a politician with somebody else’s money. He began taking long, slow licks.

Shirley was feeling it, too. She groaned and rubbed her breasts. She pulled her nipples and then spanked her mons.

Tony couldn't stop. He was pooched up, his cock bending him over, and there was nothing in the world except her folds, her pink, her delicious pussy.

Finally she slapped the back of his head. “Up, boy. Don’t forget to dip your wick.”

He moved up her body like a man in a trance, which was a pretty accurate description  for how he felt.

He sucked her tits, pushing them together with his hands, then his fake cock bumped against her pussy.’              They froze. Moment of truth.

“Do me,” she whispered. “Fuck me.”

It went in easy, and they stared at each other as the inanimate object went up her pussy.

“Hunh!” she wheezed, liking the way her insides were being filled. It was so different from a penis. Not warm, but the rigidity of the shaft made up for it.

Tony felt like he was being electrified. He was fucking her, but couldn’t feel a thing. He was totally in sex, and out of sex, at the same time.

“God!” she gulped. “Harder.”

Dutifully, afraid, but afraid not to follow her instructions, he began to ram it.

She held on to him, her eyes wide, her cunt stretched in a way it had never been stretched before.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes. Do it harder.”

He did. He rammed and crammed her. His hips slammed into her crotch with almost brutal force. But no matter how hard, she just wanted more.

Her head tilted back and her mouth opened in wonder. Her eyes fluttered back int the sockets, and she came with a violence that didn’t just take her breath away; it felt like her heart had stopped.

Tony, slamming away, had to be told to stop. He was into it and had not a thought for anything else.

Afterwards they lay there in wonder. They faced the ceiling and she had a hand on her mons like she was protecting it. Her other hand was on one breast, just cupping it.

His arms were at his sides, and he was pressing his buttocks down, pooching, trying to get relief form the way his cock was pushing on his perineum.

She said, “Marsha wants to sleep with you.”

He didn’t say anything. He was having trouble figuring out what speech was.

“I’m going to let her this Saturday.”

“What? Sleep with Marsha?” He spoke as if in a daze.

“You can’t do anything, so it’s not like you’re cheating.”

Slowly, the concept congealed in his mind. “Where are you going to be?”

“Down the hall. Out getting a drink. I don’t know.”

“Are you going to fuck somebody?”

There it was. Was she going to screw somebody? Was she going to let a foreign cock into her bush? Was she going to do the down and dirty?

“No.” But she knew she wasn’t really telling the truth. But what was the truth? She didn’t really know if she was going to sleep with Jim.

“Okay,” he said.

She turned to him, threw a leg over his, put a hand on his flat crotch. One of her breasts was on his chest, the other fell down his side. “Are you looking forward to this Friday?”

“I…I am and I am’t.”

She waited.

“You guys say I’m sexy, and if I look at my body, flat crotched, no package, it looks like I do need tits. Or I need my package back. One or the other.”

Her hurt fluttered a bit. She didn’t want him to get his package back. She wanted him like this. She was making him do things around the house. She was getting him to do more chores. The most important thing…she felt a certain power.

She was the woman and he had the power, but now…now it felt like she had the power, was taking his power and making it into her own.

“Well, we’ve already made the appointment. And I really want you to go through with it.”

He didn’t say anything for a long minute, then: “Sometimes I think that I’m going to get so horny that I’m going to turn into a butterfly and flit away.”

She blinked. This was crazy talk.

“Or maybe that I’ll change into something. Something beautiful. I don’t know.”

She pulled his face down and kissed him on the lips. She knew his lips were red in the dark, and it excited her. but she wanted him to shut up. She didn’t need some weird magical changing thing in her universe. But he wasn’t done.

“Sometimes I think I’ll just explode, and what’s left will be…will be…”             

“Shut up,” she whispered. “I want to go to sleep.”

And she did fall asleep. But he didn’t. He just laid awake and dreamed. And the dreams were more vivid than sleeping dreams and seemed to actually alter reality.

The week went slowly.

For Shirley it was because she was caught in a conundrum. Was she going to fuck somebody other than her husband?

For Tony it was because, in a way, he was overloaded, and all he could do was live with it. Day to day he accepted new changes, and his mind felt like a plugged up kitchen garbage disposal. Just log jammed and unable to work.

On Tuesday Shirley remembered that she had not given Tony his present. She called him into the bedroom and presented him with a silver plated butt plug with a blue diamond in the base.

He stared at it, and she had absolutely no idea what he was thinking.

“It’s for your ass,” she finally stated.

He nodded. He was so blown away by this time that he merely said, “I guess I should put it in.”

“Yes.”

He looked at her. “I don’t really want to sleep with Marsha.”

“You have to. I told her you would.”

No way she was going to let him back out. She still thought she wasn’t going to sleep with Jim, but she didn’t want to jeopardize her choice in the matter. If she didn’t make Tony sleep with Marsha she was afraid that Marsha would rescind her offer to sleep with Jim.

“Okay.”

“So put it in.”

“Can you help me?”

It was a raw appeal, and showed how distracted he was. He couldn't even put something up his butt. Or, to put it in simple phrase, he didn’t know his asshole from his elbow.

She had him lay down crossways on the bed and got out the lube. She scooped out a gob of gelatine like stuff and smushed it into his asshole.

“Ooh,” he said.

“What?”

“Cold!”

Cold and unfamiliar, and what was also unfamiliar was the massive array of nerve endings in his butthole. Her fingers went in easily and his eyes opened up. His nerves sang praises and shortly she was running her fingers around and around, in and out, and all he could do was lay there and groan and twitch.

“You like this, don’t you?” she giggled.

“Oh, yeah. I think…Oh, God…I do. Unh!”

She spent a long time working on his rectum. She was up to four fingers, and her arm was pumping away. And that was fine with Tony. He had never felt anything like this.

“Is this what it feels like for a woman?”

“Yes,” she said. “Of course, they are two different things. the nerves, the wiring, the muscles, everything is different from a pussy to a man pussy.”

“Oh.” He thought he had been dazed from horniness, but now he was suddenly superdazed.

“Okay, are you ready?”

“Unh,,,yeah…yes.” He gulped loudly.

She took her fingers out and slid the butt plug smoothly into his hole.

Tony immediately felt the difference. He felt the hard sleekness of metal. He felt the base snug up against his butthole, and…he felt the lip of the butt plug touch the head of his cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“What? Are you all right?”

“Yes! Yes!” Yet he pounded on the pillow with one hand.

“What is it?”

“The base of the dildo is touching my cock head. It…it’s like somebody is flicking the head of my cock with a finger.

Shirley laughed delightedly. She kissed him.

“Take it out!”

“No way. You wanted to be horny. This is my present to you, and you will leave it in.”

“How long?”

“All day. Every other day.”

“I don’t think I can stand it.”

“You’ll have to.” she sat on his thighs and began massaging his buns. She shortly found out that this made the but plug swirl inside him, drove his nerve endings wild, and kept touching and stimulating the head of his penis.

He was almost crying, it was so exquisite, and yet excruciating at the same time.

She spent a long time rubbing his ass, feeling him twitch and moan.

On Wednesday he started dripping. Not just a few drops of pre-cum, but long, silky strands of semen stretching down.

But when he put on panties he started to get wet quickly. She Shirley broke out the liners and make him wear one.

So he walked around with a thin napkin, which was probably better than Depends, and Shirley stifled her laughter.

On Thursday he wasn’t supposed to eat anything. He was getting boobs on the morrow, and he thought it was a bit much. After all, he wasn’t getting an operation. He was just getting a pair of boobs.

Which thought was sitting on top of all the distraction and frustration he was feeling.

He had a feeling that if he wasn’t sexually excited he could make the decision easily. As it was, him feeling like a dog in heat, he couldn’t think enough to say yea or nay, so he just trusted Shirley to make the decision for him. And her decision was…boobs.

Friday morning, and they got into the car. Shirley drove because he was wearing high heels and wasn't ready to try driving in heels.

This was the first time he had actually been out en femme, and he was a bit nervous. Still, it was early, they likely wouldn’t see any people, and if they did…he would never seem them again.

Of course Shirley told him to relax, that anybody who saw him would take him for a woman, which was sort of a nice thought. It made him smile.

They headed for the medical center on the south side of town, and Tony stared out the window, his mind a dizzy observation of passing trees and houses.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“What’s okay?” he answered.

She nodded, and bit her lip. In her mind this was it. this was the crossing of the Rubicon. No going back.

In the beginning she had had some muddled idea of blowing Tony out, and then she had all that feminization inspiration, but…he was going along with it.

She had never seen him hornier. He was like a faucet down there, and he walked with his butt out all the time. And it was like he was in some special kind of subspace.

But this was it.

And though she could back out, turn around and go home…she couldn’t.

In some weird way she had boxed herself in. She had to go through with this. She had to see the result.

They walked into the doctor’s office and notified reception. They sat down, but since they were the first patients for the day they were quickly called.

They were shown into the exam room and a nurse asked a bunch of questions, then announced that the doctor would be in shortly.

Dr. Hass was in shortly. He was a handsome fellow. A little grey in his hair, but a rugged jaw and a twinkle in his eye. And he thought absolutely nothing of the fact that Tony was male.

It was almost like he didn’t notice Tony’s dress, his heels, or his red lips.

“These will last between one and two months,” he stated, once Tony was lying on the table.

“Okay.”

“I’m going to give you a topical anesthetic. Do you know what that is?”

Tony thought about his wife swabbing his perineum and the bottom of his cock weeks before. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Let’s get started then.

The doctor periodically applied numbing agent, then slid long needles into Tony’s chest. A quick press of the plunger. Well a slow press of the plunger, and his skin started to come up. First it was uneven little golf balls shapes. Then the spaces were filled in, and more needles, more fluid injected, and Tony watched in awe as his breasts grew.

Shirley watched in awe also, and she felt herself growing wet between the legs. Real wet. If she sat down on a chair she’d probably slide right onto the floor..

The doctor was almost done when she shuddered and felt the white hot heat wash over her. Nobody noticed, all attention was on Tony’s boobs, but…she had had an orgasm

A fucking orgasm! Just from watching her hubby grow a pair of tits!


PART SIX

Tony walked out accoutered in a bra. The doctor had cautioned him that he must wear a bra, that he didn’t have the musculature to carry such heavy objects, and he felt that to be true from the very start. It was like he had a pair half sized bowling balls on his chest. They didn’t sag because of the bra, but they sure did jiggle. Tony even gave a little jump in the elevator and watched the jiggle. He grinned, but Shirley told him to stop it.

The elevator opened and the world became bright and crazy.

People. When they had entered the building they were the first patients, but time had passed and the rest of the world had arrived.

Tony stood, frozen, and stared at the people. They were lined up in front of reception. They were sitting. They were talking, engrossed in their cell phones.

“Come on,” Shirley nudged him. Then she figured out what was wrong and moved him physically.

He almost fell. He wasn’t that good in heels.

“Come on,” she hissed. “Nobody even notices you.”

And it was true. He walked past people and they didn’t even look up.

They went out the front door and some old man held the door open for him. That was a shock, especially as he almost held the door open for the old man.

Shirley just shook her head.

Once in the car Tony came to himself, and they drove through town and he actually took note of the trees and the houses, which, to his addled senses, hadn’t been there when they had driven in to the doctor’s offices.

Finally, they arrived home, and Tony walked into the house and straight to the big mirror in the bedroom.

He was five foot nine, which made him slightly taller than the average girl. Yet his body was not just slightly better than the average girl’s, it was a lot better than the average girl’s!

His hips were round and the dress wrapped around them nicely. His waist was a trifle thick, but the size of his boobs offset that. His boobs made his waist look thin. his face was made up, red lips and shadowed eyes. He was wearing earrings, and if his hair was just an inch longer he would be perfect.

“Not bad, eh?” Shirley came in and handed him a drink. Champagne. “Here’s to my best girl.”

He didn’t object to her toast, which surprised her, and they sipped the bubbly appreciatively.

“The doctor didn’t even notice my butt plug.”

“Told you,” she grinned. “And it really makes your ass tighten up and sway when you walk. Sexy you.”

He grinned, sipped some more. “So what now?”

“Now? I don’t know. Do the dishes. Clean the house, all the things you’ve always dreamed of.”

He grimaced. “I don’t think so.”

“Oh?” she raised her eyebrows and faced him squarely. “Are you horny?”

“I’m hornier than a dog in a cat house.”

“And you even have the bonus of being feminized. You like that?”

He opened his mouth, fishlike, then gulped and nodded.

“I have done all that for you, and you have to do for me. Heck, you’re already doing most of the chores, you’re learning to cook, why object now.”

“Well, uh…” he thought, and: “A couple of weeks and I’m going to be able to be a man again.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” he smiled. “And I can’t wait to…” he stopped. the look on her face, her attitude. “What?”

“Honey, let me point something out.”

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“You’re cleaning the house for the most part. I just help out here and there, give you instructions, and then I sit back and watch soap operas and eat chocolates.”

It was an exaggeration, but not by much. She did spend a lot of time watching Sex and the City and sipping wine.

“Yeah?” His face almost twisted as he waited for the shoe to drop.

“You fix dinner, you’re getting so good with make up that I can see a time in the future when you’re going to be helping me.”

“Your point?”

But she wasn’t ready to make her point, yet. “And, on top of that, I’ve been fucking your face every night. sometimes twice a day. You are getting expert with that strap on, and I am having world class orgasms almost every time.”

“I don’t understand where you’re going with this.”

“Where I’m going is what I read on the Altairboy site. Do you remember that letter the nurse wrote? The one that started this whole ting off?”

“Yeah?’

“So, like the nurse in that letter, I’m asking myself the question…why would I want to give this up?”

“Wait a minute. You agreed!”

“Actually, I did’t. Nothing in writing, and you laid out the time line and I just sort of accepted what you were saying. I never agreed to it.”

His jaw was officially dropped at this point, and Shirley was really enjoying it. It was like she was crossing the line and some hunk was standing there with a trophy. Maybe even a hunk named Jim.

“But…you…you can’t! I’m a man!”

“Could have fooled me,” she interjected.

“And I want to go back to being a man!”

“And wear itchy clothes? And scratch your nuts and tell obnoxious jokes? Hang out with your beer buddies and come home soused?”

“But you never said anything before! And…and you can’t leave me this way!”

“Honey, I’m not leaving you this way. I’m letting you enjoy this gender for a longer time.”

“But…I don’t…I didn’t plan on…you never…” he sputtered and spluttered and she patted his cheek and said, “You go ahead  and have your little hissy fit. I’ll talk to you later.”

She walked out of the bedroom.

He stood there, his body actually shivering. To be this horny, and to have his release ripped away from him, it was too much.

But what was worse was his physical response. His penis tried harder than it ever had to stand up. It pushed down, felt like it was bending in two, and he began to pooch. He reached down as if to grab his balls, but they were roiling in their cavities in his body. He touched his penis, and it was a rock hard surface slanting down, curving down under and between his legs.

And, a thought, dull, through the confusion and chaos, frightening him like nothing else…what she said…it was making him more excited than he could ever recall.

He gasped, then ran for the shower. He turned it on cold. He stood shivering, trying not to think, not to be horny, but not even a cold shower was working.

An hour later Tony came out of the bedroom. He was dressed and made up. He was wearing a light green dress, nylons and high heels. His lips, of course, were a beautiful red.

Shirley was sitting out by the pool reading a fashion magazine.

He walked across the patio and was aware of his high heels clicking. No more sneaking up on anybody. The thought was like a light lancing through his brain.

“Hi, honey.” She watched him, wary, but with a bit of humor in her eyes.

He sat down on the lounge chair next to hers.

“I don’t recall giving you permission to sit.”

It was as if she had physically struck him. He actually jerked.

for the longest time he didn’t say anything He couldn’t handle it. His mouth opened and closed…and he felt himself standing up and walked away.

Shirley bit her lip and kept her snicker inside. That had sort of popped out of her, not sure where it had come from, but it sure was delicious.

Tony walked into the kitchen, staggered into the kitchen.

Ludicrously, he was thinking of the Constitution, the Bill of Rights, his right to be free.

The champagne bottle was in the fridge and he pulled the cork out and swigged straight from it. Then he had a thought. He poured two flutes, held the bottle in one hand and the flutes in the other, and walked back out to the patio.

Shirley, her mouth trembling, her lips rippling ever so slightly, watched him come towards her.

God, he was beautiful. So shapely, and those tits, the doctor had outdone himself. He had compared them to something called Chyna 2000s, implants used by a professional wrestler called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’ They were quite big, and his nipples stood out under the bra and the material.

Tony reached her, placed the champagne on a table and offered her a flute.

“Why, thank you, honey.”

He was choking inside, but he managed, “May I sit?”

“Of course! And thank you for asking. I love it when you are so polite and well mannered.”

He wanted to yell, but he knew he was the underdog here. He needed something, and he had to convince her to give it to him.

He sat down, arranged his dress, and faced her.

“And how are your breasts?”

“They are…” he went totally honest, “…incredible. They actually jiggle, like real boobs.”

“They are real boobs, honey. They are constructed of material very much like the fat in my own chest.”

“Yeah, well…”

“Did you have a question you wanted to ask me?”

“I wanted to discuss the…you idea that I…that you won’t return me to my…self.”

“Why, honey! You are yourself!”

“But I didn’t ask to be feminized. I just wanted to be horny for a while.”

“And feminization, it turns out, is the horniest thing I could have done to you.”

He felt like crying, he was excited, and in this melange of emotions he found himself stuttering and fumbling for words.

“Tony,” she said, forestalling his confusion. “You told me about that letter from the nurse, and you mentioned the website. I read that letter, and I read that website. And it was filled…filled…with stories of men being changed into women. And it made the men happy. It fulfilled them, completed them. It was what they wanted. And at first I doubted. At first I thought ‘how could a man want that?’ ‘How could a man want to give up being a man?’”

“But not forever!” his voice broke slightly and he desperately tried to keep it together.

“Of course not forever, but as long as it makes you happy.”

“But I’m not happy!” He was being reduced to begging.”

“Oh, Tony. Have you looked at yourself? A person couldn’t be that beautiful without. being happy. Now, straighten up and open your front. I want to see what we’ve bought.”

Tony sat up, his mind turning hopelessly over. He pulled apart the cross over of his dress and his boobs were revealed.

He was wearing a thin bra and now she could really see his erect nipples.

She reached forward and brushed her fingers across his nipples and he shivered. “So much excitement. An unhappy person couldn’t possibly be that excited.”

A tear squeezed out of his eyes. She reached up and delicately brushed it away. “Go ahead and have a good cry, honey. I know all your emotions are running wild. It’s the hormones.

He was gulping, and he tried not to. “So…how long?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Well,” she corrected herself, “I do have an idea, but I can’t tell you.”

“Why not? Knowing would…would help me!”

“Oh, honey, that is the fun of it. If I told you would just wait for that date. But not knowing, knowing that your every action might affect your eventual return to manhood…that keeps you on your toes, and insures your compliance, and even adds to the horniness. I learned that in one of the books I recently read.”

“Books,” he was just repeating her words, not sure of any question, but she explained anyway.

“Oh, yes. I’ve been reading all about pink men. That’s men who prefer to be female. I’ve been reading on chastity and female led relationships…I’ve been reading about everything. And I have all sorts of great ideas as to how we proceed from here.”

He gulped and his voice shook when he asked, “What do I have to do to get you to…to return me?”

“Why, whatever I say,” she actually seemed surprised that he would ask such a thing. “Now, so far you are doing fine. You’re on the right track.”

She reached forward again, and this time cupped his boobs. Her hands were small, but she managed to get a hefty amount of boob into each grasping hand. “Wow. These are truly magnificent.” She looked back up at him, not letting go of him. “But, oh, yes. You’re doing well. You’re doing most of the chores, and you’re learning to cook. But I will be having you do things, things designed to make you ever more horny. And all you have to do is what I say…and, of course, make yourself beautiful. Isn’t it strange? I don’t want a woman, and you are so much woman, but…I still want you. In fact, I want you more than ever.”

“But don’t you miss my cock?”

“Oh, sure. But as a friend recently told me, cocks are a dime a dozen. There’s no shortage of cocks in the world.”

“So you’re going to be untrue to me? You’re going to sleep with somebody else?”

She thought not, but in her heart of hearts there was a voice screaming, ‘Yes! Yes!’ “I hadn’t thought about it. But, don’t worry. Tomorrow you get to sleep with Marsha.”

“But I won’t be able to fuck her!” He realized that he had just given something away, a desire to fuck, and an implied willingness to fuck Marsha.

Shirley didn’t seem to notice his faux pas, however. “That’s okay. That’s the way you wanted it. You wanted to be locked up and made horny. Sleeping with Marsha, feeling her breasts, eating her pussy, that will all make you horny. And I’m sure she is going to want to try on the strap on. Would you like that? To be fucking her, and not fucking her? To kiss her and look in her eyes and be impotent?”

Tony started to break down mentally. He couldn’t seem to break through, he was having trouble speaking. Shirley noticed this and bent to kiss his nipples. She kissed them through the flimsy bra material, and he felt himself shuddering so hard he thought he was going to fall down and have a fit.

She raised her head, kissed his trembling lips lightly. “I love this so much.”

And Tony realized that she hadn’t said she loved him, but that she loved ’this.’ Loved keeping him horny. Keeping him female.

“Now then, pour some more champagne and let’s relax and enjoy the day.”

So they did. Her satisfied and him feeling like he was vibrating. And a big, golden ball of spirit began to form in his chest.

The day progressed, for Shirley, wonderfully. She sipped champagne. If she felt like afoot rub, or a back rub, she had an instant masseuse. And the masseuse was doing his best to act happy.

She sighed as his fingers crept over her flesh. This was the life. And she was sure that Tony would come around. After all, under the protests he was shivering with excitement. And wasn’t that what he wanted?

“Hey! Girlfriends!” Marsha sauntered out onto the patio. She stopped and gazed at Tony. “Wow! You’re stacked.”

Tony’s face turned red.

“Say thank you, dear. That was a compliment.”

“Thank you,” muttered Tony.

Marsha shook her head slightly. It was obvious that something had happened. The look on Shirley’s face didn’t give it away, the satisfaction, but the look on his. He was like a hunted animal.

She came to him and touched his face and looked into his eyes.

He seemed to come to himself for a moment, and he greeted her. “Hi, Marsha.”

“Hello, honey.” Then she kissed him. Not a big kiss, just a greeting kiss. And a…searching kiss. What was going on here?

“You’ll have to forgive Tony’s lack of manners. He’s learning how to be a girl, and you know how difficult that can be.”

“Boy, do I.” She managed to take her eyes off Tony. “Jim is right behind me…”

“Hello?” came from the foyer, and a minute later Jim came out. He was carrying a bunch of roses.

“We wanted to know how the big implantation went. Brought you a present.” He handed the bouquet to Tony, who looked like he was startled, like he didn’t know what to do with it.

“Oh, how sweet. And they’re beautiful! Tony, bring them over and let me smell.”

Dutifully, Tony held the roses out.

“Oh, yes. So wonderful. Be a dear and go put them in a vase. Then put them on the dining room table.”

Tony moved off, and Marsha noted how he was so compliant. That wasn’t the Tony she knew. Once Tony was out of hearing she turned to Shirley. “Girlfriend, what’s happening.”

“Oh, nothing. I just told Tony that he might have to wait a while before I turned him back into a man.”

Marsha blinked. She sat down and faced her friend. Behind her Jim was re-entering the house, following Tony.

“Are you sure that’s the right thing?”

Shirley waved her hand dismissively, “Oh, sure. He wanted to be horny. I’m just taking him all the way.”

“It looks like you’re going a little far, though. How’s he taking it?”

“He’s dealing with it. But why are you complaining? You’re going to get to sleep with him tomorrow night.”

Marsha opened her mouth to speak, but stopped. Shirley hadn’t put any particular inflection in her voice, but the threat was implied. Shut up or you don’t get to sleep with my husband.

“Oh, yes. I suppose you’re right,” she deflated the situation.

“Of course, I am. Here have some champagne. You don’t mind drinking from Tony’s flute, do you? He barely touched it. But I’ll have him bring out another if you desire.”

Marsha noted how Shirley actually sounded a little haughty. “No, this is fine.” She gulped a quick gulp.

Inside the house Jim entered the kitchen where Tony was putting the roses in a large vase.

“Wow, good buddy,” he reached up for the bourbon and started making a drink. “You’re confusing me. I don’t know whether I should shake your hand or kiss you.”

Tony’s mind processed the statement as if from far away. Shake his hand. Kiss him. He didn’t want a man. Why had Jim said that?

“You want a drink?”

“Yeah. Yes. Please.”

Jim wondered at Tony’s hesitant attitude, but he poured the drinks, then went to the patio and called out, “Barman here! Anybody want anything?”

Marsha: “You want a drink? A real drink?”

Shirley smiled. Champagne was nice, but she was in the mood for something a little stronger. Besides she really should be upping the celebration. It wasn’t every day that her husband got some sexy tits. She called out, “Have Tony make me a Margarita. He knows how I like them.”

“I’ll take what you’re having.”

“No you won’t.” Louder, “Jim, have Tony make her a Margarita, too, and then get your sexy ass out here!”

Jim went back into the house, then returned sipping his bourbon and Coke. “He said he’ll have your drinks in a minute.”

Suddenly Shirley stood up and began wiggling out of her clothes. Jim and Marsha stared, and when Shirley settled back down, her big boobs on display, the sun shining on her glistening skin, she said, “Jim, be a dear and put some lotion on me.

Jim wasn’t her slave, but what man isn’t going to respond to such an invitation. He looked at Marsha, and Marsha merely shrugged and gave a quick nod.

Jim picked up the lotion, squirted a big glob into his hands and began rubbing his palms together. He knelt next to Shirley and, an eye on his wife to make sure she wasn’t upset, he began to move his hands over her body.

Shirley sighed and relaxed. This was the life. A strong man’s hands on her, a sissy man waiting on her. Her best friend to talk to…things couldn’t get much better.

“I’m going to go make sure he does my Margarita right.”

Shirley’s eyes were closed now, and she waved a hand. As Marsha walked towards the house she heard her friend say, “Jim, be a dear and really get my breasts.” She could almost hear her husband gulp, and then she was in the house and out of hearing.

Tony was in the kitchen crying in over the large glasses. His big tears were splashing and his body was giving racking shudders.

“Tony! Tony!” Marsha ran to him and hugged him. He held to her, trembling, shaking, and trying to stop crying.

After a minute Marsha sat him down at the table and took over the Margarita manufacturing. Tony had managed to coat the glasses with large granules of salt. She quickly poured the alcohol in and headed out for the patio. “Just stay here,” she said as she passed the distraught Tony.

“Where’s Tony?”

“Oh, men. They are so clumsy,” she put the glasses down. “He spilled something. I’m going to help him clean it up.”

“Girlfriend, don’t help him, just make sure he does it right.”

Marsha acknowledged her friend and hurried back into the house. She sat down opposite Tony and held his hand with hers. “Are you all right?”

He nodded. He gulped, but the major tears were over.

She licked a napkin and dabbed at his eyes. “You don’t want to mess your make up.”

“No,” he agreed.

“So what is happening, Tony?”

“I…she says she’s not going to turn me back into a man. I mean, maybe, some day, but she won’t tell me when, and…she’s different.

Marsha knew the truth of that.

“That’s okay. You can wait her out.”

“Yeah, I can, but that’s sort of the problem.”

“What is?” Marsha asked, slightly confused.

“I like it. I like this. I like these boobs,” he hefted his chest. “And I’m afraid that I’ll like it so much that when she does let me change back I won’t want to.”

“But if you like it then what’s the problem?”

“I’m a man!”

It was heartfelt, ripping out of him like air out of a popped balloon.

She got up and moved around the table. She lifted his hand and he stood up. She hugged him. She marveled at how his breasts pressed against hers.

“Oh, Tony. Don’t worry. I’m right here, and I’ll help you. I’ll help you through this rough time, and I’ll even help you be a woman, if that’s what you want.”

He held on to her, and it was a hug like she had never felt. It was full commitment. She was a life preserver being held onto by a drowning sailor.

She felt sorrow for him, and, more, she felt a little golden nugget deep within her. Growing for him.

She stepped away, bit her lip and inspected him. He was hurting. But she knew what to do about somebody whose was hurting. At least if that somebody was a woman. She took his hand and led him through the house. She stopped at the patio door and yelled out, “I’m going to give Tony some make up hints. Okay?”

For a second she thought there would be no answer. It looked like Jim was rubbing a lot more than Shirley’s boobs. Then Shirley’s voice floated back. “Good idea.”

Marsha pulled Tony along. The truth was that her husband was a bit of a horndog. Well, to be truthful, he was a big horndog. She had caught him cheating, and he just sloughed her off, dismissed her ‘moral outrage,’ as he called it. He was a man, and it was a man’s prerogative, no, duty, to try and impregnate every woman in sight.

She had lived with that, and it had eaten at her, and now she was actually willing for her husband to fuck her friend. She didn’t care. In truth, she felt like she was falling out of love with him.

She led Tony into the bedroom and sat him down. She wiped his face clean and began again. “Now, the cleanser will get all the gunk out of your deep pores. When you…” she droned on, and Tony found it comforting.

Yes, Shirley had told him a lot of this stuff, but some of it she hadn’t, and some of the techniques and viewpoints were different.

Shirley worked over him, gently sculpting his face, and she was aware of his trusting, brown eyes. They look up her like she was his salvation.

He had been abused. That was the only word for it, and he needed a friend. Marsha decided to be that friend.

“Now this is lip plumper,” she explained. “Your lips are nice, but a girl always needs big, fat lips.”

“Like Angelina Jolie?”

She chuckled. “Exactly. Have you eve wondered how much that girl spends on lipstick?” And Tony actually laughed.


PART SEVEN

On the patio Jim pressed his hands onto Shirley’s sexy flesh. He rubbed her tits, massaging lotion, ostensibly, but really just feeling her up.

Shirley was fine with that. She had been dildoed to high heaven, and she was looking forward to a big, fat cock. After all, there’s only so much plastic a girl can have before she needs the real thing.

“You want to turn over?” Jim asked.

Shirley sighed and turned over.

Jim stared at her buttocks with a deep hunger. This was a mighty fine piece of ass. And Tony wasn’t tapping it, so…that left him.

“Lady,” he spoke conversationally, digging his fingers into her deep muscles. “Yours is one of the finest asses I have ever had the pleasure to grope.”

Shirley chuckled. “And you’ve groped enough asses to know.”

“I’ve groped my share.”

He rubbed deep into her crack, she didn’t object, so he just kept manipulating her flesh.

“Something I’ve been meaning to ask.”

“What’s that?”

“So how do you guys have sex?”

Suddenly Marsha called out from the sliding door, “I’m going to give Tony some make up hints. Okay?”

Jim hesitated, a bit unsure of himself at being caught so openly with his hands in the till, so to speak. Shirley called back, “Good idea.”

The emergency passed, Jim redoubled his efforts and sank a finger down into her crack and touched her button.

She gasped, and said, “About sex…”

Jim tickled her until she squirmed, then backed off. “Yes. About sex.”

“Well, he usually eats me out. He’s gotten quite good at eating my pussy. Are you good at eating pussy?”

Such a blatant come on, Jim couldn’t help but grin.

“Lady. I know my way around a plate of hot fried pussy.”

She snickered. “And do you prefer nibbling? Or are you more of a smash your face into the plate and gulp?”

“There’s things to be said for both types of eating, but I prefer to nibble around the edges. I do use my fingers a lot, I keep them trimmed, and can make a woman squirt.”

Shirley glanced over her shoulder at him. “Really?”

He pushed her shoulder back down and put his finger lower between her legs. He felt her hole and began rubbing it up and down. She tensed, then relaxed, a big sigh came out of her.

“Oh, yes. I was in the navy and I used to lay over in Japan. Learned the technique there.”

“You’ve fucked Japanese women?”

“Oh, sure.”

“Are their holes slanted?”

He laughed and slapped her butt. “You racist!”

“I’m not racist, I’m more of a sexist.”

“Do tell,” he slipped a finger into her. Again, she gasped, then she forced her legs to relax. But as they relaxed they began to give little shivers.

“It’s all about where you rub and how. You see this…” he rubbed his digit over a little bump in her pussy. “…that’s the G-spot. But you don’t go after the G-spot if you want a woman to squirt.”

“You don’t?” She was having trouble breathing, blurting her words out, almost stuttering.

“Oh, no. You want this spot.” He pressed down and pushed into her and she suddenly felt like she was turning to jelly.

“Turn over,” he commanded, the time for foreplay over.

She did, and she loved it. Tony had been that way once, commanding, take charge, but Tony was no more, and she wanted a man who knew how to be a man.

“Spread your legs.”

She stared at him, her heart leaping within, and spread. No thought of Martha or Tony. No thought of anything but the finger that had managed to stay in her when she turned over.

“Now lay back and try to relax.”

She did, and he began pushing two fingers into her. It was like he was hooking them inside her.

It’s not piss,” he explained, “but it is a sort of bladder juice.” He jammed his two fingers into her, hooked her, rubbed the top of her pussy.

She felt like she was losing control. Her legs felt weak.

“You’re going to feel like you’re having an orgasm, but it’s not the same. Or maybe it is, but with different texture.” He was picking up speed, his arm moving back and forth with a man’s power.

“So just relax, don’t fight it, and…if you want to slap your pussy you can. That seems to help.

She was trying to relax, but it was hard. Her body wanted to shimmy and shake, and she felt the urge, the heat deep inside. It was almost irritating, and the only cure was to spank her pussy. Right above where Jim drove his fingers into her she started slapping, and was surprised at how good it felt to spank her igniting vagina.

“That’s it, bitch,” he crowed softly. “Let it out. Let it happen.”

Now his arm was in full force. It was a blur, and she could feel his fingers scraping her vagina walls, irritating, pressing on something, and…suddenly…”Oh, fuck!” she yelled. “Fuck!”

“Shhh, shhh,” Jim cautioned, laughing in delight. She was squirting a huge gout of fluid. It splattered, a big spray, across the patio and right into the pool.

“Fuck…fuck!” Shirley kept yelling, though her voice was getting softer. Jim was right. It was like an orgasm, but not quite. One of the differences was that sometimes, after an orgasm, she wanted to just stop. With squirting, however, she wanted to keep going. It was like that big O was hanging in the air, almost within reach. If she could only…

She grabbed his wrist and tried to keep going, but he touched her hand, stopped, wouldn’t keep finger fucking her.

“That’s enough for now,” he whispered. He leaned forward and kissed her hot lips. “Maybe, if I see you on Saturday…” he left the thought unspoken.

Oh, God, she was going to see him on Saturday. If there had been any doubt in her mind it was totally deleted, erased, like it had never been. She wanted some more of that squirting. And she wanted the whole and real and complete total orgasm.

Jim removed his hand from her pussy. He was smiling, almost smirking, but she didn’t care. Her mind was on Saturday night. Then she had a thought, “About Marsha.”

“Ah,” he frowned. “The elephant in the room.”

But Shirley giggled. He had called her friend an elephant, and Marsha was definitely no elephant.

“Are you…is she okay with this? I mean, she says she is, but…is she?”

Jim sat back. She felt like a source of heat had just moved away from her.

“Well, if I can be truthful?”

“Of course.”

“Well, I think she’s almost done with me.”

Shirley’s eyes opened.

“Oh, it’s not bad. We don’t hate each other, it’s…well…”

“But why?” The idea of this master pussy worker being tossed into the wind was a bit much.

“Again, honesty?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“I think I’m a bit too much man for her.” There, he managed to skirt around his cheating problem.

“Really?”

“Well, look. We’re out here, doing what manly men and womanly women do, and she’s in there with your sissy.”

Shirley gave a mental blink. Sissy. He had said it. A manly man had thrown out the label, and there it was.

She had enjoyed his cock, when he had one, but now…dressing like a woman, wearing dresses and make up and…and liking it! Could she deny it? That Tony was a sissy?

She totally glossed over her role in his transformation. After all, it had been his idea, and she had just gone along with it.

Jim sat back. He still had half a drink, and he quaffed it and said, “Shall I get us a couple of drinks?”

“Absolutely,” Shirley drawled.

“But you’re going to drink bourbon and Coke. I’m not going to go to all the trouble of making a Margarita.”

“That’s fine.” And it felt good to have a man treating her so matter of factly.

Of course there was the niggle inside, she wanted to push Tony around a little, but between the two men…maybe this would work out.

Jim stood sat up, gave her a kiss, then headed for the kitchen.

“I know you’re upset,” said Marsha. She was working on his eyes. She brushed around the eyes gently, giving them a smoky look. “But you really should just relax. It’s not the end fo the world. It’s sort of fun being a woman. Right?”

“Well, yeah.” He liked the soft way she spoke to him, respecting him as she put make up on him.

She grinned, took one hand and lowered it to his breast.

He shivered when she cupped his boob.

“Do you like that?”

He nodded, but almost felt a little ashamed.

“That’s the problem. You’re getting super horny, and you like it, but you have some residual grip on your masculinity. You need to give that up and just enjoy the experience. Otherwise all that horniness goes for naught.”

She bent down, pulled the lip of his bra down and sucked on his nipple. Then, “Did you like that?”

Again, he nodded. And he was breathing heavier.

“So stop fighting yourself. You chose this trip. Relax and enjoy. And if it’s a long time before you get back to being a man, just enjoy the trip.”

“But what if…what if Shirley never takes me back?”

Marsha shrugged. “Enjoy the trip.”

He looked sad. She hefted his breast again, that seemed to relax him, at least to take his mind off his quandary. “Look. If push came to shove, you could have it undone. A hospital. A friendly doctor. Heck, from the way it was described to me any nurse could get your dick loose.”

“Well, yeah.”

“So stop being Debby Downer and start thinking of all the fun experiences you’re going to have.”

Tony sat there, thinking, and for the first time relaxing.

What if Shirley never made him a man again? Yes, he could get it done, but…like Marsha said, “Wasn’t he having fun.”

Suddenly they heard a shout. “Oh, fuck! Fuck!”

They both blinked and looked at each other.

Then, “Fuck…fuck.” Not so loud, but still distinct enough to be heard.

“Was that Shirley?”

“I think it was.”

They stared at each other.

Marsha said, “Jim.”

“Jim and her…” he started but didn’t finish.

She nodded. “Jim is…well, he’s a bit of a cheater. And I think…they must have just done something.”

Tony didn’t say anything. It hurt, but not as much as he thought it would. His wife was moving away from him. A fact of life. But…but he looked at Marsha. Ands he looked at him, and she held his boobs, and he reached forth and grabbed hers, and they kissed.

And kissed, and groped and the heat started to build.

Suddenly they heard the patio door slide open.

“Hey! Back there! You lovers want a bit of bourbon?”

They broke the kiss, and were guilty, but happy.

“Yes,” shouted Tony.

They heard him move towards the kitchen, then the clink of glasses and bottles.

“You need to speak in a higher pitch.”

“Like this?” he answered.

She smiled, and kissed him again. She was going to have to fix his lipstick, but that was okay. She liked kissing him, and she liked taking care of him, fixing his lipstick, being there when he felt a little sadness coming on.


PART EIGHT

The next day dawned, and Tony’s eyes opened. The day previous had been a roller coaster ride. Getting boobs, being told he wouldn’t be made into a man again, and then spending the day looking for chances to kiss Marsha.

Shirley opened her eyes. She wasn’t entirely happy, and she didn’t know why. She had everything she wanted, a sissy, a stud, and…why wasn’t she totally happy?

Oh, she wasn’t depressed, but she wanted that high that had assailed her over the last couple of weeks, that high that resulted from feminized Tony, making him into a perfect maid, or slave, or whatever.

“I’m not going to be your slave,” he whispered.

She was stunned by how he had seemed to read her mind, but he was just thinking parallel thoughts, from the opposite viewpoint. She turned to him. She smiled, looked at his chest, so big and perfectly shaped. She felt some of that joy she wanted.

“And how come?”

He turned to her. They laid on their sides, boobs hanging off their chests, and had ‘a discussion.’

“I will keep house as best I can. I understand that. I signed up and…that happens to be part of the job. I guess I just didn’t read the fine print.”

“But?” She was feeling the joy, but there was an understatement to his attitude that made here nervous.

“But I’m a human being. I love you, I’ll take care of you. But I will make my own choices.”

“It may be a long time before you get to be a man again.”

He nodded, was sad, but not that sad. “That may be. But…I guess I’ll have no choice but to enjoy the trip.”

Now she was more than nervous. She had had him under her thumb, and now he was revolting. She didn’t like that. She was irritated. In truth, she was losing control. She had never thought of herself as a control freak, but there it was.

“Mister,” she stated with emphasis, “You are playing with fire.”

“I know.”

She rolled back on her back and fumed. Then he made it worse. “I don’t want you sleeping with Jim.”

She spun back and gave him the gimlet eye. “I will sleep with whomever I want. And this from the man who is going to sleep with Marsha.”

Tony knew he was now on weak ground. “I won’t sleep with her.”

She almost snarled into his face. “You fucking will! I promised her and she wants it and…you’re going to sleep with her.”

He nodded. Maybe. But I won’t fuck her. And that is a difference.”

She scrambled up on top of him. He outweighed her, but she had the position. He had had his arms behind his head, but when he brought them down she knelt on them. Her whole weight, her knees digging into his upper arms.

“Ow! Get off.”

She didn’t. She leaned down to him, and the feel of her breasts now brushing his wasn’t sexy.

“Listen, you son of a bitch. You will do what I say, and that is that!”

She had never shown a tendency for violence, and Tony gaped.

“You will sleep with Marsha. You and she will do what girls do, be little Lesbians and eat each other out. Well, you can eat her. What she eats is up to her.”

He could have thrown her off, but he was surprised, his arms were cushioned by the mattress, and he just laid there and listened.

“And if I fuck Jim that is up to me. You don’t have a cock….you can’t satisfy me…I can fuck him and tough shit to you.”

“Shirley…”

“Shut the fuck up! I’ve had it with you! Whining and crying and acting like I’m not giving you the best time of your life.”

She slapped him then. A hard slap, and he stopped breathing.

He was a guy. He knew how to fight. But he didn’t fight women, even if he was one. He laid there and took it.

She slapped him again, waited for a response, wanted a response, wanted him to get angry so she could get angrier. Then she balled up her fist and hit him.

That did it. He flipped her off and scrambled out of the bed.

“You come back here you son of a bitch!”

He ignored her and walked into the bathroom and took a shower. His mind, of course, was a confused mess.

The day passed, but it was a tense day. Shirley tried to relax a bit, she made an effort, but it was obvious that she was all knotty inside.

He was okay. He didn’t like fighting or confrontations, so he wasn’t a totally happy camper, but he was okay.

But the tension in the air was enormous. Yet they smiled at each other, gritting their teeth on the inside.

And the night arrived.

Marsha showed up, and almost turned around when she felt the atmosphere. Shirley caught her, however, and dragged her into the house.

“What is going on?” she asked in a whisper.

“Nothing. Tony is just being a brat and I had to read the riot act to him. Don’t worry. Are you all set?”

Marsha was holding an overnight case. She wanted to drop it and go. Fortunately, Tony came out then, and he smiled and kissed her cheek.

Marsha looked between them. She might have read him the riot act, but it looked like she was the one who was upset.

“Okay, kids,” Shirley forced a breeziness she didn’t feel. “I’ll get out of your hair.” And she left.

Marsha didn’t expect that. She was no longer sure what she was doing here. It had started out as a lark, and then she was feeling for Tony, but now… “What the heck happened?”

Tony sighed. “I told her I wasn’t willing to be her slave.”

“And that’s it?” Marsha was dubious. Such animosity had to have a deeper explanation.

“She hit me.”

“What? No. No she didn’t.”

Tony frowned, then took her hand and led here to the bedroom. He scooped some cold cream and applied it to his cheek.

Marsha stared at the bruise. She couldn't believe it. Her friend? Shirley had done this? “But what did you do.”

“I told you,” Tony wiped off the cold cream and started repairing his face. “I said I would’t be her slave. That I loved her, and I would do whatever she wanted, but that she couldn’t think of me as her property any more.”

“And that did it.”

Tony nodded. “That was all it took.” His face was looking better and he inspected it and used his fingers to smooth on more make up. He was getting pretty practiced at this.

He turned to her. “I’m worried. Since this started—and I started it so it’s my fault—she’s changed. I understand the feminization. It was on the website, it was logical, and…I liked it. I like it. But she started acting, I don’t know, power hungry. Like she was the queen and I was the serf. She became cold and demanding.

“I’m sure it’s a phase.”

He shook his head. “No. I think I’m seeing something in her personality that I never knew was there.”

“So what are you going to do about it?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know.”

They stood for a moment, contemplating. “Well, I know you probably want to get home, get out of this madness…”

Her heart dropped. “Can you at least give a girl a drink, before you boot her butt out the door?”

He laughed. “Sorry. That was pretty rude. Come on.”

They went to the kitchen and Tony started making the drinks. Marsha went to the sound system and put on some soft music. She returned to the kitchen and sat down and watched him.

He was smooth in his heels. He exuded a certain confidence.

“You realize, of course, that you are pretty terrific, as a woman, I mean.”

“Not as a man?” But he was smiling as he placed her drink in front of her.

“I imagine you’re pretty good at that, too.”

They drank silently and listened to the music.

“I like you,” she said.

That made him happy. “I like you, too.”

She reached forward and twined her hand with his. “I love looking at your face. It’s so pretty. And those boobs of yours…woo!” She fanned herself with one hand.

“Oh, come on,” he laughed. “I’ll bet you say that to all the men that are girls.”

“Only the ones that I like.”

He considered her, and for the first time that day his horniness started to pop again. He had been walking around without his dick trying to boner up, but now it was.

She noticed the look on his face. “What?”

“Uh…you’re causing me a reaction.”

Marsha sat back, kept hold of his hand and grinned. “Do you mean to tell me you are getting a physical reaction? That you’re feeling sexual excitement for little, old me?”

He shook his head. “I sure the fuck am.” He was bending a bit in the chair.

“What’s it like when you try to get a boner and your cock is tied up?”

It puts pressure down there, and the only way I can relieve the pressure is to bend a little bit. Shirley says it looks like I’m pooching my butt out. Says it’s sexy.” He said the last word with a bit of bitterness.

“Stand up. show me.”

He hesitated, then stood up. When he turned sideways his butt was back a bit, nice and round.

“Oh, my God! She’s right! And that is sexier than shit!”

“It is?” Shirley had told him that many times, but he was having trouble trusting what his wife had told him now.

“Oh, yes.” It gives you back, baby’s got back. Makes your butt round and…and bubbly.”

He laughed. He was starting to feel warm. “Another drink?”

“You betcha!” She pushed his glass to him and he went to the sink and prepped the joy juice.

“So, how horny are you?”

“I’m hornier than I have ever been in my life.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Sometimes. Sometimes it’s like I have a big, glowing ball in my chest and the universe is simply glorious.”

“Wow. Can I feel your tits?”

He couldn’t stop feeling good. Whereas Shirley had beaten him down, Marsha was lifting him up. “Sure.”

She scooted around the table and pulled her legs up and sat cross legged, inches from him.

He could feel that hot glow starting up in his chest. The poochy feeling was there. His groin felt like it was glowing with embers ready to be breathed into life.

She undid the top of his dress and admired his tits. “Those are bigger than mine.”

“I know.”

She fondled his nipples and he shivered. “Listen to you. Miss Proud Old Tits.”

“The truth feels good,” he groaned, his breasts were feeling like they were on fire now. She leaned forward and took a nipple in her mouth.

He moaned louder.

She put both hands under his breast and lifted it, squeezed it.

“Holy, almighty fuck!” He whimpered.

“As horny as you have ever been?”

He nodded. Hornier than when you were a kid? Puberty hitting and boners abounding?”

“Oh, that’s nothing compared to this.”

“You realize, of course, that I’m not going home.”

“I might want you to leave,” he forced himself to say, his mind telling him otherwise.

She leaned forward, pulled his nipples, and his eyes went wide at the sudden pressure in his nips. Then she kissed him, open eyed, as was he. When they broke she said, “You don’t want me to leave.”

“No,” he agreed.

“And, besides. I might be able to do something about all this horniness that is causing you so much…misery.” She laughed at the last word.

“I didn’t say it was misery.”

“No. But would you like some relief for your poor burdened cock?”

“I don’t see how that is possible with it being all bent down and sewed up.”

She grinned. “I might know of one way. If you’re man enough.”

He tilted his head and was curious.

So she explained.

Shirley parked in the driveway and walked up to the house. The lights were on and she knocked on the door.

Jim opened the door and smiled at her. “Come into my parlor, my sweet, little fly.”

She did. She immediately felt better. All that tension between her and Tony. The arguing, she had had enough. She was ready to be with somebody who respected her.

He walked her into the kitchen and headed for the liquor cabinet. “Are you ready for a night of debauchery and rampant sex and even a bit of fun?”

“Oh, brother. You have no idea.”

She guzzled the first drink, which was fine with Jim. He made her a second one, and they headed out to the balcony. They stood high above the city and looked out on all the little lights. “It’s beautiful,” she said.

“You sure are.”

She looked at him, and her pussy started to get wet. Finally, a man to make her feel like a woman! She turned and put her back to the railing. “So how’s it going?”

“With…what? Who?”

“With Marsha?”

“Oh…she’s Marsha.”

“You still feel like she’s done with you?”

He nodded. He moved closer to her, faced her, their faces were a half a dozen inches apart. “But who wants to talk about the past.”

“Mmm.”

“Especially with such a wonderful future in front of us.”

He lowered his head, slowly, gauging his chances more than moved by passion. He was practiced in the art of seduction. He knew what he was doing when it came to women.

She kissed him. She pressed her body against his. He could feel her tits, and then he felt her tits with his hands. He pulled apart her blouse, ripping buttons, and bent his head to her tits.

“Yes,” she whispered. Not sure what she wanted, but whatever she wanted it was going to start with this.

He bit her breasts, little bites that excited even as they pinched. He stretched her nipples out with his teeth. He lowered one hand and squeezed her mons.

Shirley loved it. After Mr. Milquetoast she was ready for a man.

He picked her up in his arms. Kissing passionately, he walked through the house. He took her into the bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. He started taking off his shirt. “Get rid of those fucking clothes,” his voice was arrogant and harsh.

She threw off her blouse and her large breasts were suddenly on display.

Jim laughed. “And Chuck chose being a woman over these?”

He laughed, and Shirley laughed sourly.

He fumbled with her bra, lost patience, and pulled it off her. It hurt her a little, but she wanted to be hurt. She wanted to get back at Tony, and she didn’t understand that hurting herself wasn’t the same as hurting him.

Jim stepped out of his trousers then climbed onto the bed. He had his socks still on, which was a no no, but he didn’t care. His dick was in a hurry.

Shirley leaned back, spread her legs. “Eat me,” she commanded.

Jim didn’t eat her. No soft lickery for her. He jammed his fingers into her and she gasped. It hurt, but…she was into pain on this night.

“Fuck me…fuck me!” she pleaded.

Jim worked his finger magic, not making her squirt, but building up to four fingers.

Shirley was loose, she was unhappy, and suddenly his fist slipped inside her.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

“Tell me about it,” snapped Jim, ramming his arm in and out.

She was like a rag doll on the end of his arm. Her head snapped back and forth. Her arms flailed,  all she could feel was the way her pussy was being torn apart.

It hurt. She wanted it to hurt. That damned Tony!

“Harder!” she cried, and Jim obliged her.

Marsha was soft and tender with Tony. She spent a long time, over an hour, just making out with him. Getting him stoked, making sure he was right for this.

Finally, he was gulping with frustrated lust, she put him on the bed on all fours.

She put on the strap on and lathered it up. Lots of lube. “We have to be gentle. You make sure you tell me if it hurts.”

“I will,” he promised.

She started easy, lubing her fingers and running them around the rim of his rectum.

The pleasure was instant and unbelievable.

“Whoa!” he blurted.

“What? Are you all right?”

“I…fuck, yes! I just never…”

She grinned and went back to lubing him up. 

For a long minute she worked him, gradually introduced another finger, and he loved it.

“Some men require lots of time. They get scared, or are just rigid. It feels like you don’t have that problem.”

“This is a whole new thing…being an ass man.”

She laughed. He was moving his butt around, trying to get more of her fingers. She slipped a third one in.

“Okay, she said, finally pulling her fingers out of him. “I’ve chosen a small dildo for your first foray into Wonderland. Are you ready.”

“I’ll say!”

She placed the tip of her dildo—it was smaller than her three fingers—into his little star. He gasped, it was different than fingers, but he didn’t tighten up.

Slowly, half inch by half inch, she fed the dildo into him.

He groaned the whole way. He cork crewed his ass back, and suddenly she was plastic balls deep in him.

“Are you all right?”

“Unh…oh…yeah!…unh!” He could hardly talk for the intense sensations shooting out from his rectum.

She began moving slowly in and out.

It didn’t take long before he began to shudder and shake.

She smiled. This was so wonderful. He was actually having some kind of orgasm. Anal, prostate, she didn’t know, but she was happy for him.

“Oh…please…please…” He began to sob with joy. Big tears ruining his make up.

“It’s okay…it’s okay,” she whispered.

Tony flattened out on the bed, and she stayed with him, driving the plastic deeper into him. His hips twitched and jerked, and she knew he was about done. A minute later she gently pulled it out of him.

“Oh, God! Don’t go!”

“Don’t worry,” she soothed him. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She crawled onto the bed, twisted the dildo off and tossed it on the floor. She held him in her arms and he just cried and held on to her.

She smiled. His love was so pure. Then she frowned. How could Shirley abuse him so?

Then she looked down on the sheet and saw his seed.

“Oh, my God! You came!”

“I did? I mean, yes…I had an orgasm.”

“No, I mean you actually shot your semen out.”

He wormed around and stared at the wet spot.

“That’s…that’s sperm?”

“Absolutely. We must have pressed directly onto your prostate. That can result in the man being emptied. Drained, they call it.”

He stared at the dampness, then he looked up at her, and her heart almost broke. He was so beautiful.

“You know,” she whispered, “When you are ready you might want to return the favor.”

Grinning a monster grin, he hopped off the bed, took the strap on from her.

“And pick out a big dildo. Try that horse’s dick. I’ve always been curious.”

“Okay,” he said. He held up ten inches of plastic horse meat and smiled at her. Her eyes were wide, but she nodded and gulped.


EPILOGUE

They met Jim at Charlie Coyote’s. They had a drink waiting for him, and he gave a hug to Marsha and shook Tony’s delicate, red tipped hand.

“How you guys been?” He sipped and sat back.

Marsha and Tony were sitting close together, a pair of beautiful women, and for a split second he almost envied them. They seemed so happy together.

“Pretty good,” they both agreed, then laughed because they had spoken together.

Marsha sobered and asked, “How’s Shirley?”

Jim frowned. “I don’t think we’ll be together much longer.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

“No…no. It’ s good.” He knocked back the glass and sighed. “I love her, but she’s…well, she’s got problems.”

Tony said nothing.

Marsha: “How do you mean?”

“She’s getting into BDSM, S&M, that sort of thing. I mean, a little pain is fun, but she wants more. A lot more.” He shook his head and raised a finger for another drink.

“How about…has she…”

“Will she undo you? Cut your dick loose? No. In fact, I hate to tell you good, uh, buddy, but she thinks it’s funny. She thinks you’re suffering. I’ve told her that you’re not, but…she just doesn’t believe me. She just laughs and says you’re getting what you deserve.”

Tony soughed.

“But do you really want to? You got those big, Chyna 2000 implants…sounds like you’re intending on staying a woman.”

Tony and Marsha looked at each other. Then Marsha said, “It’s nice to have options.”

Jim started working on another drink, then mumbled, “Nice for you.”

Marsha just patted Tony’s hand and they gazed lovingly at each other.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


The Femville County Jail!

Men changed into women in complete feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Jason tossed the beer bottle out the window. It was empty and it clattered across the shoulder of the road and came to rest just beyond a fence and in the pristine wilderness.

He reached over to the passenger seat and opened the cooler. Holding the wheel steady with his knees—no small feat at a 120 MPH—he took out another Golden Monkey and, still using his knees, used a can opened to pop the top.

Good beer never had twist offs, and that was God’s own truth.

He was driving a Mustang, late model, the big engine, and he was driving fast.

Not that he was in a hurry, he just liked to drive fast.

A sign flashed by on the side. ‘Femville ~ Pop 2706.’

He turned the radio up and pressed on the gas a little harder. 2706 people. A one stop light town, if that. Probably one cop, and that one cop wouldn’t be sitting out with radar this late at night.

The radio was playing Golden Earring. Radar Love. Cool. 130 MP.

The lines on the road just looked like dots.

He leaned forward to turn the radio up higher, and froze.

Fuck! Red and blue flashing lights!

How close was the cop? If he was far back Jason could just blast off. Then he frowned. There was a town ahead of him. And he might like to speed, but not through some stupid hick town.

Still, the cop was way back, so maybe he could brake quick and not give Mr. Po-leece Man the idea that he was going so fast it took him a long time to slow down.

Groaning, knowing his brake lights were going to light up the night, he stomped on the brake. The car tilted up and he tried to brake as fast as he could without smokin’ the tires.

Down to 45. That was good. And now the cop car was catching up to him pretty fast. He tossed the half empty beer bottle out the passenger window before the cop was close enough to see it, and continued a hundred yards before rolling to a stop.

Damn. He wished this stupid Femville place wasn’t there. He would have loved to just outrun the Smoky.

As the cop car pulled up behind him he signaled with his right blinker and rolled onto the shoulder. The gravel crunched and the car tilted a bit to the right. He put both hands out the window and waited.

“Step out of your car!”

Jason jerked. He expected somebody to come up and ask for license and registration. He didn’t expect a loudspeaker to blare at him.              

A sinking feeling in his chest, he undid the latch and pushed the door open. He stepped out of the car and waited.

“Face away and get on your knees.”

Oh, crap, crap and double crap. Must be some rookie. Surely they couldn’t know how fast he was going. And so what if they did? They’d still just give him a ticket, right?

He turned, got on his knees.

“Lace your fingers behind your head.”

Dutifully, he did so. Finally, he heard the sound of the cop car door opening and closing.

“Hey, I’m—“

“Shut up.”

Damn! it was a girl’s voice! Just his luck to get stopped by a female Smoky.

Then he brightened up. A girl. Maybe he could talk his way out of this. He was always good with the girls.

The officer might have been a girl, but she was quick and efficient when she snapped the cuffs on one of his wrists, manipulated his hands behind him, and snapped the cuffs on his other wrist.

“You can get up.”

She held his wrist, helped him a little, and he stood and turned around.

Damn! She was a looker. She was about five foot six, maybe 130 pounds, and a lot of those pounds were in her boobs. The uniform was tight and pushed out towards him. He tried a smile.

She didn’t try a smile. “Over a 120.”

His smile faltered. “Uh, I was going a little fast, but I didn’t—“

“Over a 100 gets you a trip to the pokey. Let’s go.”

He tried to walk slow, to give himself a chance to talk.

“Hey, I’m sorry. But can’t you give me a break? It’s late at night and there was nobody on the road and—“

“Duck your head.”

She pushed his head down and just like that he was in the back of her cruiser.

He sat there, stewing. God, she was a looker. Gorgeous blonde hair, full lips. Why did the good looking ones have to be such bitches?”

Ten minutes later a tow truck backed up to his Mustang and tilted the bed. He watched in dismay as it pulled his car up and the driver chained and chocked the tires.

The good looking cop talked to the tow driver for a minute, laughed, showing a beautiful smile, and came back to the cruiser. She got in, twisted the key, and they were off.

Jason sighed heavily.

“You like to drive fast?”

“Sometimes,” he muttered.

And that was all she said. Heck, she didn’t need to say anything else. She had his wallet and keys.

And he couldn’t think of anything to say.

She drove through town, and it really did have only one stop light. Outside of that it swerved a bit, and the buildings looked old, but he didn’t really have much time, nor light, to see the sights.

She drove into an alley and came out behind an old building made of river rocks.

She turned off the ignition, looked through her paperwork, and muttered, “Another five minutes I would have been off shift.”

“Just my luck.”

“Yeah. Well, you’ll see the judge tomorrow, and you’ll probably get a month in the pokey. We don’t have any clean up crews or anything like that for you to work on, town is too small, so it’ll be easy time.”

“Hunh.”

She turned and smiled at him. Her eyes were a pale blue, the kind that looked right through you, and her lips were truly world class. “I know, rough deal. But it won’t be so bad. You know how to play gin?”

“No.”

“Okay, it’ll be bad.”

Laughing, she got out and opened the door for him. He got out and looked at the back door of the cop station. Three steps, iron railing, and  a solid door. He would be in jail for a fucking month.

“Doesn’t the judge just hand out fines? I really planned on being elsewhere.”

“Friends? Family?”

“No. I just won the lottery and I wanted to visit the black hills. See Custer’s Last Stand, maybe look at Mt. Rushmore.”

“Tourist?”

“Yeah. I have a couple of weeks off and I decided to take a drive.”

“Too bad you have to start off your vacation like this.” She led the way up the stairs and opened the door. She waited and he brushed past her, and her boobs slid across his arm.

He was going to apologize, he hadn’t meant anything, but the smile on her face stopped him. If she liked being touched then he wasn’t about to apologize.

He went directly into the cell, there was only one and it was just inside the door. It had a toilet in one corner.

She closed the door, a real prison ‘clang,’ and said, “You act nice and we’ll act nice.              She gave him a last smile and walked on down the hall and into a front room. She left the door open, and shortly Jason heard soft radio music. Sounded like Pink Floyd. Dark Side of the Moon.

He looked around the cell. Outside of the battered, old toilet here wasn’t much to look at, so he lay down on an iron fold out with a mattress on it. There was a brown, military style blanket on the cot, and a pillow that was a slab of compressed whatever.

He turned his back to the faint light from the front room and listened to the music until he went to sleep.

And awoke when the cell door clanged open.

“Hey, sport. Ready to see the judge?”

It was another female deputy, her name tag said ‘Roberta,’ and she was a looker and a half. The first deputy, Jason hadn’t even caught her name, was not the only beauty in the police department.

Jason struggled to a sitting position and rubbed his face.

“I guess so. Is there breakfast around here.”

She smiled. She was a redhead, a touch of chubby, but that just made her boobs that much bigger. “You were sleeping so peaceful we didn’t want to wake you. I’ve got half a bagel left, if you want.”

“Gah,” he responded.

He approached the open door and she stepped back. She was holding a taser in her hand.

“Lord, lady, I am not about to jump anybody over a speeding ticket.”

“Never can tell,” she didn’t put it back in the holster.

They walked out the front door and across the street. Jason felt grungy, grody, and wished he could take a shower. The beer was coming out of his pores and he had a distinct case of body odor.

There was nobody on the street except an old man sitting on a bench outside the courthouse. He was grizzled, and he stared at Jason, then grunted. Jason ignored him.

They mounted the curb and he walked through some double doors into a modest courtroom. None of the fancy wood and august atmosphere, just a small room with a desk and some chairs.

The judge was already sitting at the desk, the desk plate said, ‘The Honorable Miss Landis.’ She was perusing forms, and held her finger up when Jason and Officer Roberta Jenkins reached the area in front of her desk. Her lips moved for a minute, then she pushed the forms aside and looked up.

Jason stared. She was a beauty. Man, what was it with this town? Every woman was a looker. Every woman had big, healthy breasts. Every woman smiled at him with curvy lips and bedroom eyes.

“Jason Stroutmire.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pursed her lips, studied Jason briefly, then pulled an arrest report over and read it.

“Over a hundred, 123 MPH, and drunk.”

“Uh…”

“Yes?” She looked up at him and he was almost startled by how clear and blue her eyes were. No blink in this one.

“I wasn’t drinking.”

She looked down at the arrest report. “Six pack with four bottles missing.” She looked up. “Did you toss the empties?”

Jason could see a littering charge on top of everything. He said, “There were no empties, no open containers, and I was not given a breathalyzer or any kind of a drunk test.”

“Hmm.” To Roberta. “Is Tammi available?”

“I think she’s at the Rocking Horse, Your Honor.”

“Give her a call.”

Roberta stepped back and opened a cell phone. The judge went back to looking at forms on her desk.

“Uh…”

“Yes?” She looked up at him with those sexy eyes.

“I need to be somewhere. Isn’t there a way to…to get me out of here?”

“Nope. Drunk driving, specially at high speeds, is a serious charge around here.”

Roberta put her cell away and said, “She’s on her way, Ma’am. “

There wasn’t much else to say, and one minute later the door opened and the good looking blonde who had arrested Jason sauntered through the front door. She came right to the desk.

Jason side glanced her and was again impressed by her breasts. Damn! Wouldn’t he love to make love to those!

“Hi, Tammi, just a quick question.”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Was the defendant drunk?”

“He tossed a bottle out of the passenger window.”

Oh, fuck!

“Thanks, that’s all.”

“Okay,” but she didn’t leave.

The honorable Judge Landis looked up at Jason with a wry smile. “Drunk driving. And I’m adding a charge of littering. We don’t take kindly to people messing with Mother Nature.”

“Look, Your Honor, I threw the bottle out because I didn’t want an open container charge. But that’s no proof I was drinking.”

“Now how did that slip by me? I’m adding a charge of ‘open container.’

Jason was getting irritated, and he snapped, “This isn’t fair!”

“I suggest you control your temper, Mr. Stroutmire. You have lied to this court and I could add a charge of perjury.”

“But I haven’t taken any oath to tell the truth?”

Judge Landis tapped a small gavel on her desk and stated, “Perjury. Care to try for something else?”

Jason blinked, was stunned, and shut up. He wasn’t being loud or even obnoxious, just pointing things out. Man, he needed a good lawyer.

“I’d like to have a lawyer.”

“So noted. We’ll get you a public defender. Sentencing will be three weeks, on the, uh…”

“Three…” he started out loud and she stared him, “…weeks,” he finished softly.

She looked at the two officers. “Room in the jail?”

“Yes, ma’am? But tomorrow is Friday night.”

Landis sighed. “Okay, let’s do house arrest, after he’s fitted with a GPS device. Either of you ladies want to take charge of Mt. Stroutmire?”

“I will, Your Honor,” said Tammi.

“Excellent.” Judge Landis slapper a small gavel down and that was it.

Jason walked back across the street. Shuffled, really, and was completely distraught. Stuck in this one light town for three weeks, and then sentencing. He had to get a lawyer. Fuck!

Into the jail, then into his cell. The door was clanked shut and the key turned.

“Listen, can I get something to eat? And, is there a way to take a shower?”

“I’ll pick you up something at the cafe. Wash? No. Well, I give you a sponge. Flush the toilet a couple of times and it’ll be fine.”

“I’m supposed to wash with toilet water?”

“Sure. It’s good until you poop or pee in it, right?”

Jason sighed and sat down on the bunk and rubbed his face with his hands. Wash with toilet water? What kind of a place was this?

Five minutes later Roberta came in with a bar of soap and a big sponge, and a brown bag and a Coke. She put everything on the floor just inside the cell and stood back.

“They had pastrami today. You’re in luck.”

Jason sat and ate. The pastrami was surprisingly tasty, and the Coke was a Coke.

Roberta watched him eat. “You’re a handsome fellow. Why you want to be a criminal?”

“Will anything I say be used against me?”

“Nah. We’re just talking. Unless you confess to murder or something.”

Jason grunted, then, “Driving fast on a deserted road isn’t being a criminal.”

“And drinking. And lying to the judge.”

He sighed. “How come I don’t get a phone call, and a lawyer? Pardon my saying it, but the justice in this town seems to be lacking.”

She just laughed then, and said the oddest thing. “All men are criminals.”

Jason finished his sandwich, and picked up the sponge and and looked at it. He sighed, then went to the toilet and flushed it. He put his head over it, sniffed, flushed two more times, and turned to her.

She was leaning against the wall and watching him.

“Uh, can I get a little privacy?”

“Nope.”

“I’d sort of like to take some clothes off.”

“That’s what I’m waiting for. Do you have a good body to go along with that cute face?”

He sighed.

She watched, an amused expression on her face.

He sat down.

She said. “Take your clothes off and wash yourself.”

“Not until you leave.”

“I’m not going to have a stinky convict in my jail. Now either take those clothes off now, or I’ll zap you and do it for you.”

Jason stared at her.

She unholstered her taser and moved to the bars.

“Hey!”

“I’m serious, sweet cheeks. Strip or I shoot. Three…two…”

“Okay!”

He took his shirt off and dropped it on the floor. Then his tee shirt.

“Pants, too. Everything.”

She still had a slight smile on here face, but she was dead serious.

He dropped his pants and put them in the growing pile of clothing.

“Kick that stuff over here.”

“What?”

“Kick it over here. I need to search everything.”

“Don’t you think I would have used that Uzi in my rear pocket by now?

“Funny. Hah hah. Get rid of the tighty whiteys, and shoes and socks. Kick everything over here.”

Sighing, aware that his cock was growing, he slipped his thumbs under the waist band and pushed down. By the time his drawers hit the floor his cock was 90% erect.

He toed the heels of his shoes, then pulled his socks off.

He kicked the clothes over to the bars and picked up the sponge and soap.

“Hold on,” she said. She went out to the front room and came back with a little bottle. “Put this into the toilet water. It’ll be strong smelling, but the smell will go away.

She handed the bottle to him, and it seemed like she caressed his fingers a stroke. He stared at her, opened the bottle sniffed it. “Gah!”

“Told you. It’s strong, but you don’t want to smell like shit. Right?”

He poured the little bottle into the toilet, then he began using the soap and sponge. His cock was really bouncing now, and Roberta was watching it thoughtfully. “Nice,” she said.

His face a bit red, he ignored her. The water smelled of roses and he scrubbed his upper body, then his lower. Finally, he scrubbed his armpits, then his groin. His whole body smelled sweet now, but it was better than used beer.

As he washed Roberta reached through the bars and snagged his clothes and pulled them to her. She took them into the front office, then came back without them.

He finished washing himself off, put the bar of soap on the sponge and put it on the floor next to the bars. She picked them up and walked towards the front office.

“Hey?”

“Yes?”

“I need my clothes.”

“They stink. They need to be washed.”

“But I need to wear something!

“You’ll be fine,” and she left the room.

Disgusted, naked, his cock throbbing, he stood for a moment, then sat down.

She came back into the room, and Tammi was with her.

“Front and center, Jason.”

He looked at her.

“Stand up and come here. We need to check something.”

“What?”

“You’re hiding something under your balls.”

“Lady, this is fucking ridiculous.”

“I saw you when you washed yourself. You’re hiding something.”

He stared at her. “So, what? A strip search? When I’m already naked?”

“Sort of. I need to feel down there and make sure.”

He stood up , bent back a little and lifted his dick. “See? Are you happy now you fucking pervert?”

She put hand on her taser, “Get your ass over here now.”

Thoroughly disgusted, he walked across the cell.

The girls backed up. Tammi took out her taser out and put it on a small table by the door. She also put the cell keys there. Roberta took out her taser and held it on him

“You try anything and I will fry your ass. You got that?” No smiles now. Just hard core impatience.

“Yeah. Sure. Look, lady, you’re not even my type. You can get all the jollies you want.”

Roberta snickered. “You’re not his type. Heh.”

He stepped up to the bars.

“Closer. Stick your penis through.”

“Oh, God!” But he really had no choice. If he refused Roberta looked like she really wanted to use the taser on him.

She touched his cock, but didn’t ‘search’ it. She stroked it.

“I’m really not your type?”

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed as she grabbed his cock and pulled him up against the bars.

They were close, his face right up to the bars, and hers inches away.

“I bet I can make me your type.”

“Heysoos,” he breathed. Her face was so close.

Roberta was watching, but he was not really paying attention to her. Right now he was captured by the honey blonde woman playing with his package.

She moved her face to the bars, and all he needed to do was move his face forward an inch. So he did.

Their lips touched through the bars. She had sexy, plump lips, and she was an incredible kisser. She liplocked him and sucked on his tongue, and all the while her hand was moving back and forth. Then she had two hands down there, one on his cock and the other on his balls.

“Mmmm,” she said. “You’re good.” She jerked his cock and pulled him forward, and…CLICK…CLICK!

“Fuck!” He looked down. She had put her handcuffs around his package, it was ratcheted tight so he couldn’t get loose. The other cuff was around a bar. “Let me go!” His voice was strangled.

Roberta snickered and holstered her taser.

Tammi stepped back. He tried to reach for her, but he was pressed up against the bars, and by the time his hands snaked through she was too far away.

“What the fuck! What are you doing?”

She was grinning. “You’re so easy. I’m not your type. All men are the same. A dead pig in a ditch is your type.”

She picked up her keys and opened the cell door. She walked in and stepped up behind him and cupped his buns with her hands.

“Hey!”

She scratched his buns with her red nails. “You like that? Mr. ‘Not My Type?’”

He shivered.

She slipped a finger into his crack and massaged his button.

“God! Stop that!”

“What? You don’t like a little anal?”

“No!” He looked at Roberta, was was watching with a twisted grin. “Help me out here!” She just snorted.

She was rubbing his back with the front of her body. He could feel her large breasts

She reached around and pinched his nipples with one hand, stroked his cock with the other. “You say no, Mr. Happy says yes.”

“This is against the law!” he blurted.

“Against your law. Not my law. We have slightly different laws in Femville.”

“Look, lady…”

“My name is Tammi.”

Jason growled, but continued,  “Tammi, this is against the law. This is cruel and unusual and—“

She lifted his cock and he went onto his toes. “This is cruel? I know it might be a bit unusual, but…cruel? You don’t like beautiful women playing with your ding dong?”

“Please!” He was almost crying.

“I’ll get the GPS,” Roberta left the room.

She whispered into his ear, “I do have to do a cavity search.”

“You don’t!”

“I do.”

“But I’m clean! I’m a damn drunk driver! I have nothing up there! Why would I put something up my butt!?”

“I don’t know, but men are strange. Anyway, it’s the rules. All prisoners have to be searched, inside and out. Now, you want to do this the easy or the hard way?”

She slipped a hand between his cheeks again.

“The hard way is I take my billy club and ram it up there and you scream like a little bitch. The easy way is you put your feet back, spread ‘em, and I use vaseline to check for contraband. Well?”

Jason was caught. He was outraged, revulsed, sickened, but…there was no way he was going to opt for the hard way. Not in his position.

“You’ll talk to my lawyer,” he said.

“Not until I’ve cavity searched him, too. Now move your feet back.”

Jason put his feet back and spread them. His cock still handcuffed to a bar he was in an awkward position.

“Hold on here, I’ve got a tube…” she unscrewed the tube and squirted a dollop of vaseline onto her fingers. “Okay, here we go.

She reached between his legs and pulled his cock down. He groaned, and she put her finger into his asshole.

“Ow!”

“Ow, he says. what a baby.” She began reaming his asshole, going around and around, slathering on the lube and pushing it into his asshole.

“There’s nothing there!” he pled.

“That’s for me to find out.” She used two fingers on him. Pushing in and hooking out, swirling the fingers around and around.

“Fuck!” he whimpered. Jason was blubbering, trying to wiggle free, but she had him impaled on three fingers now. the real problem was that it felt good.

Roberta came back into the cell area. She was holding a little gizmo in her hand. It looked like a silver pear with a handle coming out of the end. “Hey Jason. how’s it hanging.”

Both girls giggled.

The fact of a prisoner being finger fucked didn’t seem to surprise her.

“He’s got a pretty good-sized package here. Big, too.”

“Too bad about that,” Tammi answered. She was ramming four fingers into Jason’s ass now. She was strong, and he was grunting with the impact.

“You got the GPS?”

“Sure. Full dosage.”

Jason was dazed. He was taking it up the ass, and there was a certain amount of pleasure, almost no pain, and he was having trouble thinking over the sensations assaulting him.

“Set it at zero”

“No cums before…”

“Nah. He’s a stud. Let’s hope he had a few cums before he got here.”

Jason was grunting and groaning and his ass was moving in a circular manner, trying to get more and more of her fingers into his rectum.

“Just as well. He really likes it up the ass.”

“He’s a natural all right.”

“Perimeter?”

“Set. You ready?”

“Yep.”

“Okay, here we go.”

Tammi pulled her hand out of Jason’s ass and he sagged. He was gaping. He feel the air in his open asshole. Before it could close, however, Roberta pushed something smooth into it.

“Hey!”

“Shush up, sweet heart. And listen. This is the latest anal GPS device. It’s modeled after something called the ‘pear of anguish.’ But it won’t really hurt.”

“And if it does you’ll get used to it.”

“I’m going to open it now. It’s going to get bigger. It went in easy, but it’s not going to come out easy.”

“You pull it out when it’s open it’ll be like trying to get down a chimney with an open umbrella.”

Both girls laughed.

Tammi continued. “This plug has a built in GPS. It will tell us where you are at all times. Furthermore, if you go beyond the city limits you’ll get a surprise. An incapacitating surprise.”

“You might like it, but you won’t like it,” both girls laughed.

Jason felt Tammi doing something, then he felt pressure in his asshole. The ‘pear of anguish’ GPS opened up, and he suddenly felt like hopping up and down. But there was no way to jump off the intruder expanding in his rectum.”

“Hey! Wait! Stop that!”

“Got it?”

“Just a little more…there. Give it a wiggle.”

Roberta grabbed the little stem sticking out of Jason’s ass and lifted.

Jason went up on his tip toes.

“Good job.”

“I know.”

He felt her moving her fingers, then the pressure on the thing in his ass stopped. She came around and held her hand up. She was holding the stem that had been on the GPS.

“Here’s the key, don’t make me throw it away.”

“But how will I be able to take a dump?”

“There’s a center hole.  It might be painful, you’ll feel a bit bloated, but once you figure out how to push everything will come easy peasy.”

They backed away from him, moved around a bit, doubtless cleaning up or hiding the evidence or whatever, then stepped out of the cell. They left his door open.

Jason stood, leaning against the bars. His ass felt like it had a giant cork in it. It wasn’t comfortable, but it didn’t hurt.

Tammi stepped in front of him. “We’re going to let you loose now. Take a moment to relax, then come into the front office.

Tammi stroked his cock a few times, then put a key in the cuffs and the handcuff around his cock suddenly opened up.

Jason almost fell backward. He was stunned and shocked and didn’t know what was happening.

“Come see us in the front office when you recover,” she repeated.

She walked out of the cell area, her ass swaying and her boobs jiggling.

Jason held onto the bars and sagged and gasped for breath.

Fifteen minutes later Jason walked into the front area. Roberta and Tammi were sipping sodas at a far desk.

“Well, look who’s here!”

Roberta grinned. “Come have a seat. Want a Coke?”

Jason was very aware of his nakedness as he crossed the room. He was walking a little funny, feeling the cork in his ass. His cock was rock hard and dripping.

The girls giggled as they watched him approach.

“Don’t worry, Jason. You’ll get used to it.”

“I’d like to leave.”

Tammi cut him off. “We know. And call a lawyer. And get us arrested and sue us and all that nasty shit. Sit down.” She pushed a chair over to him.

Nothing else to it, Jason sat gingerly down. The plug made him feel stuffed, and there was an unusual pressure when he sat, but it as all workable.

“I know, pretty weird, but you’ll get used to it. Of course, I wouldn’t recommend sliding into home…”

The girls laughed.

Jason just sat there. He looked out the window. he had never felt so low in his life, and even as he had a raging hard on. Raging hard ons were proof against any bad feeling, but…he was feeling low.

“What is happening? Why are you doing this?”

Tammi: “Let’s go over what I told you earlier first. Your butt plug, in addition to being an incredible GPS, puts out a signal. If you pick up a phone all you’ll get is static. If you try to go beyond city limits you’ll get a surprise. Don’t worry, you’ll feel a buzz in your butt first, and that’s when you should turn around and come back into town.

“Or not,” said Tammi, ruminatively. “Some guys like to live on the edge.’

Tammi chuckled, then: “That all said, you’re free to wander around, go anywhere in town you like.”

“Can I have my clothes?”

“They were filthy. I sent them out for cleaning. I think the laundry lost them.”

“But…you can’t…” he stopped. Took deep breaths. He was stunned, to say the least. “Can I have my wallet?”

“What for?” Roberta tilted her head. She reeked of amusement.

“So I can buy some clothes. So I can get food.”

“Sorry. Your wallet is evidence.”

“But how can I walk around.”

“Just walk. You’ve got feet, they go up and down, you move from place to place.”

“But I’m naked!”

“Oh, sorry, I hadn’t noticed.”

Roberta said, “There’s some clothes in the hall closet.”

Jason turned and walked to the closet. He could feel their eyes on his ass. He opened the closet and stare. A negligee. It was thin material, somewhat translucent, but…”

“You can’t expect me to wear this.”

“Do what you want to do.”

He glared at them, and they just snickered.

Nothing else for it, he grabbed the negligee and put it on. It hung against his body in a very sensual manner. The material rubbed against his nipples, making them hard and erect. His cock poked out the front and had a drool seeping out of it. The drool was a silvery line thta reached towards the floor.

“Looks good,” murmured Roberta.

“It’ll do. But he does need some better clothes.”

“And what about food?”

“Go next door. They’ll be expecting you, but I wouldn’t try for more than three meals a day. And don’t get greedy with the deserts.”

“And that’s it.”

“That’s it. Can you think of anything else?” Roberta asked Tammi.

“Nope.” She looked at Jason. “Isn’t that enough?”

“Where do I sleep?”

“Here, if you want. Or, if you’d like, I’ve got a room.”

“You.”

“I know. I’m not your type.” She was grinning a lop sided grin, “but I’ll try to live up to your standards.”

With that last word Jason walked to the front door and opened it. He  sighed and stepped out into the real world.


PART TWO

The real world wasn’t all it was knocked up to be. He now had a moment to study the town in detail, and it was a polite nothing.

The store fronts were old, but clean. There were a couple of dress shops, but they looked like the kind where they sewed their own dresses. There was a small meat market next to the courthouse. A grocery store up the street. Down the street was a hardware store, and an assortment of other stores. Insurance, a small firehouse, a bank, a building with no doors or windows that looked like a telephone building, a bookstore, and so on.

Small town America.

Except, and he realized this right quick, there were no men.

There weren’t a lot of people anyway, but what there were were women. They wore nice clothes, were slender, and had big breasts. All of them. 36D would be considered small.

He didn’t know where to go. He had just eaten a pastrami sandwich and he wasn’t hungry. He had no money, so he couldn’t buy anything.

He considered going back into the jail and…but they weren’t going to help him.

He sat down on a wooden bench that leaned back against the police station and watched the town.

Women came and women went. They entered businesses, and left. They glanced at him, and many of them smiled. And many of them didn’t. But all looked at him with judging, glinting eyes.

Was he the only man in this burg?

The door to the police station opened and the two women came out. “What’s the matter, Jason? All dressed up and no where to go?” They both laughed.

“I…never mind.”

“Go on,” Tammi said to Roberta, “I’ll handle him.”

Roberta walked off down the street. The town was so small she could get somewhere by walking faster than by driving a car.

Tammi sat down next to Jason.

He said nothing.

She looked at him and said, “Jason, when life hands you lemons you learn to make lemonade.”

He frowned, his lips twisted a bit in unhappiness.

She sighed. “Okay. I can see there’s only one thing that will bring you happiness. Come on.”

She stood up.

He remained seated.

“You can sit here and sulk, or you can live a little. Which will it be?”

Exasperated, he stood up.

She took his hand, just like he was her boy friend, and pulled him up the walk. She didn’t say anything, just walked.

“Where are you taking me?”

“Where the blue birds fly over the rainbow.”

A lady came out of a millinery shop. “Hi, Tammi.”

“Hi, Janice.” The two women pressed lips together briefly, and Tammi cupped the other woman’s tit and gave a small squeeze.

“Oh, stop that.” The woman brushed Tammi’s hand away, and giggled. She didn’t look unhappy.

As they continued on Jason blurted, “is this place crazy?”

“Like a fox.”

“But you…you…”

“I loved somebody. Didn’t have time for full on meeting of the bodies, but maybe some other time…” she shrugged.

“That’s not…like being a cop!”

“Oh. I should have hit her with my billy club and tasered her?”

“Well, yeah, I mean no, but…”

“Look, Jason, we run on feministic principles here. This is a town filled with love.”

“You were ready to tase me.”

“Was I?”

“Yes.”

“And did I?”

“No, but I didn’t give you an excuse.”

He wanted to say something, but she kept going.

“And look at you now, walking the streets just like a free man. Able to go places and do things.”

“There’s nothing to do here!”

“That’s because you haven’t looked around.”

“And you took all my money!”

She reached into her breast pocket and took out a five dollar bill. “Here.”

“That’s supposed to make me happy?”

“Nope. This is.”

She grabbed him and pulled him around. She kissed him fiercely, like he had never been kissed. Her curvy lips were soft and hot and she took his breath away. At the same time she grabbed his cock and abused it in the most delightful way. Within seconds his knees were shaking and he was groaning.

She stepped back. “Now if you’re a nice boy you’ll get more of that. A lot more. So knock off the self pity, boo hoo bullshit.”

She took his hand again, like a girlfriend, and turned down a street.

They passed a small shop where women inside made furniture. Then there was a warehouse. A woman was running a forklift outside, and she wore a hard hat and a halter top. The halter top was definitely overworked.

They crossed a street and walked up the driveway to a side door.

“This is my place,” she opened the door and let him in.

He was inside a small kitchen. Modern conveniences like coffee machine and microwave, and an old stove that took wood.

She opened the door of an old refrigerator and took out two Cokes. Poured ice in two glasses. She took a bottle of bourbon down from a cabinet.

“You better like bourbon,” she said. “Real men like bourbon.”

She sat him down at a square but sturdy table. She made two drinks and plopped them down on the table.

“Are you on duty or something?”

She took out her cell and pressed a number.

“Yo,” came Roberta’s voice.

“I’m off duty.”

“At this time of day? You better be getting fucked.”

“Not yet.” She hung up.

Jason blinked a huge blink. Getting fucked?

She threw a leg over his legs and sat on his lap. His cock was pushed back up against his body. She sipped.

“What are you doing?”

“God, you are slow.”

She reached behind her head and pulled off a scrunchie. Her blonde hair billowed out and she shook her head. She kissed him.

Jason had no choice but to kiss back.

But even if he had had choice, he would have kissed back. He had sampled this woman’s lips on the sidewalk in town, and they were quite educated and took his breath away.

She reached down and started stroking him. For a long minute she played with him, then she put her head on his shoulder. “God. I need this. I’m getting fucking desperate. Desperate for fucking, that is.”

She liplocked him again, and this time she didn’t come up for air for five minutes. She cupped his pectorals, sucked his nipples, slid down and sucked on his cock.

He found himself giving little grunts and moving his hips back and forth.

“Come on, lover.” She stood up and grabbed his hand. She pulled him down a hallway into her bedroom. He followed along and was dumbstruck. She was so damned sexy, and it seemed like every smile she gave him, every little utterance, was designed to guide him to this point.

Inside her room she began stripping off her uniform. She placed her clothes neatly on a chair.

“I’d tell you to get undressed, but I like a man in a negligee. All that soft, silky stuff. It’s heavenly. Get on the bed.”

He sat on the bed. Naked, she turned to him, and she advanced. She was grinning like a shark that saw a school of minnows.

She pushed his chest and he fell back. She climbed on top of him and perched over his penis. “Fuck…” she whispered. “Fuck!”

She sank down on him.

He gasped, her cunt was a velvet explosion. It grasped him tighter than a virgin’s would. His cock throbbed.

She sat on him and began working She ground her hips down. She circled her hips, corkscrewing into him. She tilted and pulled and it felt like his dick was in a washing machine, being pummeled and squeezed.

“Nice cock, Jason.” She grabbed her breasts, pulled her nipples, then fell forward and jammed her right breast into his mouth.

He sucked and she groaned.

“Fuck, Jason! I need this. Do me right!”

He grabbed her and flipped her. He began driving into her Her eyes opened wide and her mouth groaned. Still driving, he kissed her. In and out. Back and forth. Long strokes that opened her up and made her gasp.

She began to cum. A long, wild shiver that ended with body locking spasms. She held on and her head went back. Her eyes rolled up until all he could see were the whites.

She stayed like that a good twenty seconds, little mewling sounds coming out of her, then she let go of the arch and laid back. She was gasping for breath.

He was still hard. He stopped momentarily, out of consideration, then the urge got to him. He was balls deep, and he had to cum. He began to slide it in and out again.

“Oh, honey! Yes. Do me again!”

With that simple encouragement he began ramming and jamming. He was getting so desperate to cum he couldn’t control himself. He fucked her hard, frantically, and she clung to him and moaned her enjoyment.

In and out, fuck, fuck. He sucked on her breasts. He took a brief vacation to eat her pussy, but then he was right back up and inside her. Fucking…fucking.

She began to cum again. Again, it was a hard orgasm, whelming up and snatching control of her body away from her. She held on and thrust her hips at him. A long minute, then she collapsed again.

“Oh, God! Yes. Again!”

With a few seconds pause, he bent to the task again. Thrusting his hard rod into her, driving his meat into her, his hips slamming like a sledge hammer and forcing the spike of his cock into her. Again, and again. She was sobbing with the pleasure, and suddenly her head snapped back and she cried out. “AHHH!” She came a third time.

After the fourth orgasm Jason pulled out. His cock was pulsing with desire. He wanted to be in her again, but his cock was actually getting a bit sore.

“Jason? What’s the matter?
“I can’t cum,” he groaned.

She struggled to sit up, and it was a struggle. Her muscles felt like noodles.

“That’s okay, honey. All that matters is that you’re hard.”

He groaned and laid lack on the bed. His cock pointed straight up and was glistening with her juices.

She leaned over him and sucked him, cleaned him off, then shook his cock. “God! I love this!”

“But I can’t…it’s been a while…I should be able to…”

“Jacob, don’t worry about it. Remember, you’ve got a butt plug, that’s got to be a fairly new experience. Sometimes when prisoners first have the GPS installed they can’t cum. You just have to keep trying.”

“I don’t know.” His arm was across his eyes.

“Stay here.”

She got up and went out to the kitchen. In a moment she was back with her cell phone.

“Roberta, listen, Jason’s got a problem. He can’t orgasm.”

Jason sat up, his mouth open.

“Yeah, sure. He’s pretty well fucked me out, so why don’t I cover for you for a while. Right. Okay, then. I’ll see you shortly.”

She hung up and placed a hand on Jason’s thigh. She looked like she wanted to grab his cock, but she held herself back. “Don’t worry. Roberta knows about these things. She’ll be over in a short while. You want something to eat?”

He followed her out to the kitchen and watched as she got dressed. She looked very happy, satisfied, and she smoothed her uniform front and looked very sexy.

He wanted to be inside her.

A horn honk, and she sighed, looked at him, and ran out the door.

A minute later Roberta walked in. She was already unbuttoning her shirt and letting her hair down. In a minute Jason was staring at humungous globes with perky nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” he said. He was sexed up and couldn’t resist.

Roberta hardly said a word, but completed undressing, grabbed his cock and pulled him into the backroom.

Like Tammi, Roberta was sexually starved. She jumped his bone from the get go and didn’t let up. She moaned and groaned and twisted her pussy all around his shaft.

He sucked her breasts. He ate her pussy. He fucked her some more, and…he was dazed. What was happening?

She came, he didn’t.

Why couldn’t he cum?

He was close, so very close, but he couldn’t get over the edge. He kept humping and pumping, and she had another orgasm.

He couldn’t cum.

His balls were full, they were sensitive, and he groaned when she grabbed them and gave a little twist. It made him ram her harder for a second, but not even that got him over the hump.

Finally, three cums in, he backed off.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“I can’t! I can’t!” Tears were actually coming from his eyes.

She hugged him, held his head to her magnificent bosoms. “That’s all right, honey. Men usually can’t cum for a while once they’ve been GPSed.

“But I always cum! I’m a fast cummer.”

“All right,” she sighed. “Let’s take a break. Let’s go get you a drink. I think you need to cry in your whiskey for awhile.

She led him into the kitchen. He didn’t really want a drink, but when she put one in front of him he sucked it down so fast that she gave him another one.

“Sip it now. There’s no big hurry.”

He drank slower, and he said, “I don’t understand what is happening.”

“I told you. Sometimes when fellows get a little anal stimulation it destroys their…let’s call it ‘cock concentration,’ and then they can’t cum.”

“But why are we here? Why are you making love to me? And Tammi? Why does she…I don’t understand.”

She held his face to her big boobs again.

“Shhh. Shhh. It’s okay. One thing I’ve learned since I’ve been in Femville is that you never question good luck.”

She looked him and gave a rueful grin. “After all, would you like to be back in that stinky cell in those stinky clothes eating beans twice a day.”

“No,” he answered softly, sniffling a little.

“Well, there you go. For whatever reason, two good looking female cops got horny on the same day, and you’re the lucky convict who gets out of working on the rockpile.”

He gave a half a laugh.

“That’s it. Just relax. I guarantee, things are going to seem easier tomorrow, and the next day and the next day, and all you have to worry about is servicing women. Can you do that? Service sexy women all day long?”

He dried a tear and nodded.

“I knew you could. “Are you ready to go back in the bedroom now?”

“But I can’t cum!”

“That’s okay. Think of all the times you’ve cum and the woman hasn’t. This is just sort of making up for all those times. Right?”

“Well…”

“Now, come on. I’ve got at least one orgasm left in me, maybe two.”

Or three or four, he thought dismally.

They returned to the bedroom.

An hour later Jason was done for. He was getting sore, his muscles were sore, and he finally pulled out, much to the chagrin of Roberta.

“I’m sorry…I can’t.”

“Well, you did good while you lasted, so thank you for that.”

They walked out to the kitchen where Roberta got dressed. He just slipped on the negligee and sat down and sipped at a Coke.

Roberta made a quick call. “Tammi, he’s done for a while. Sure. Okay. I’ll see ya.”

She turned to Jason.

“There’s a TV dinner in the fridge. If we’re both on duty somebody else will come by the check on you.”

She left, and Jason collapsed on the couch in the front room. He was beat to the bone. Literally. And he just sat there for awhile, then he lay on his side and slept.

When he went to sleep his cock was throbbing and hungry.

When he woke up his cock was throbbing even more…and starved.

His dick had recovered, he could use it again, but he didn’t want to.

He got up and walked around the house. He was dazed, he was lost, he had to do something.

He walked out the side door and started walking up the street. He had no destination in mind. He was just walking. In the back of his head he just wanted to get out of there. So he walked, up the slight incline to the road out of town. He was fifty feet shy of the road out of town when he felt the buzzing in his groin. A very low vibration that was steady and insistent.

He didn’t care. Let his cock fall off. He was leaving town.

He kept walking. By the time he was ten feet from the road out of town his groin was shaking. He groaned and put his hand down to his package.

His cock, which had gone down for a short while, was stiff again, and starting to drip.

He didn’t care.

He turned right and walked along the side of the road. The vibration in his groin was the same. Then the road swung to the left, away from town, and the vibration increased until his balls were actually shaking. And he started drooling. He hadn’t cum, he had a big load, and it was starting to come out. Every step his cock dripped. He was leaving a snail trail behind himself. He kept walking, and then his cock was streaming semen. It was like a faucet had been turned on. But with the stream of sperm came weakness. It was like he was having an orgasm, but without the orgasm, and he found himself on his hands and knees, crawling, spewing white fluid on the ground.

Then he was laying on the ground, his groin pulsing. It was empty, and it felt like trying to throw up when your belly is empty, except this was like trying to cum when your balls are empty. He couldn’t go on. He just lay there, feeling like his balls were rupturing with the constant emission of fluids that he no longer had.

He was barely aware of the cop car pulling up next to him, of the doors opening and closing, of the hands helping him into the car.

“He made it a long way.”

“Further than any of the others.”

“Just back up. I don’t want to risk any more distance with him.”

The pain lessened and he lapsed into sleep.

He awoke in Tammi’s bed. It was dark out. He blinked and listened. The TV was droning.

Moving gingerly, he felt like shit that had been stomped on, he got up.

His ass hurt, and he thought about it.

He had tried to get out of town and hit the perimeter. Normally he didn’t feel the GPS in his butt, but it had apparently started doing things, and…and now not only were his balls empty, but his butt hurt from the vibrations.

And, what was worse, his cock was hard. Extra hard.

He stood up, wobbled, grabbed the poster of the bed for support. He just stood for a second. Then he staggered out of the room and into the living room.

Tammi was watching something on TV, and she looked up at him.

“Hey, lover. Had yourself an adventure, eh?”

“That GPS thing?”

“Yep.”

“How long have a I been out?”

“Couple of hours. Let’s get some food into you.”

She took him into the kitchen and fed him meatloaf and peas. It was good, and she ladled out a second portion for him without a word.

“You’re using a lot of energy. Don’t feel bad about asking for. seconds, or even thirds.”

He nodded.

“What’s going to happen to me?”

“You’ll go to court, the judge will make a ruling, that’s all.”

“Will I ever get home?”

“Of course you will, silly.” She reached forward and brushed his hair affectionately. “But right now you just have to accept the fact that your life is going to be a little different.”

He nodded. “Can I go back to sleep?”

“Of course you can. Come on.”

She turned off the TV and walked with him back into the bedroom. He got in, and she climbed in after him. He was beat, and he didn’t object when she wrapped herself around him. Then he was asleep.

The sun was shining through the window when he awoke. Tammie was asleep next to him, so he tried not to shake the bed when he got up. There was only the negligee to wear, so he put it on. He felt a sudden pain in his belly, so he went into the bathroom and sat down. But he couldn’t crap.

The thing in his butt was in the way.

He sat on the throne for a long time, then rubbed his chest. Oddly, his nipples were tender, and his pectorals were a little puffy.

He looked down at his cock. It was in the bowl, but not hanging. He was pushing it down with a hand and the head kept touching the porcelain.

Suddenly Tammi was at the door. “Hey, lover, stand up for a second.”

He couldn’t shit, so he did. She sat quickly, pissed freely, and stood up with relief.

At the look on his face she giggled. “I know. It hurts, and you’ll have to put up with it for a day, then things will work out. Literally.”

He grunted and sat back down. But she was right. Nothing was happening. He finally gave up and went back into the bedroom. Tammi was dressed for work.

“So what are you going to do today?”

“I don’t know. I feel so naked, but I should walk around town. Maybe a walk will help my bowels out.”

“Good idea. You’ll probably meet some ladies today, and it’s okay if they show you around, but you should report back here for dinner at, say, six o’clock. And you can always eat at the Rocking Horse for breakfast or lunch.”

“Okay.”

“Okay, honey. You have a good day.”

She reached up and grabbed his hair and pulled his lips down to hers. She gave him a scorcher of a kiss, groped his package, and grinned as she went out the door.

An hour later, feeling incredibly self-conscious in the negligee, his cock throbbing and pulsing, he walked up to the Main Street. He turned right, away from the police station. He walked to the end of the street, saw the road out of town fifty feet further on, and turned around.

He was barefoot, so he stayed on the sidewalks or the street. He passed a couple of small houses, seemed like all the houses were small, and then the post office.

“Hey!”

He turned around at the voice. A very sexy woman was standing in the door of the post office. “You’re Jason, right?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent. Can you lift a package for me?”

“Uh, sure.”

He entered the post office, followed the beauty to the back. There was a box on the floor and he lifted it to the counter. It wasn’t very heavy, and he figured the woman must have some sort of condition limiting how much she could lift.

He stepped away and was very aware of his penis thrusting out of the folds of the negligee.

“Oh, thank you. Here, have a seat right there,” she almost pushed him into a chair.”

She was auburn haired, wavy lock down to her shoulders, a longish nose but real nice lips. And, of course, the obligatory big boobs that every woman in this town sported.

“How do you like our little village?”

“It’s strange,” he answered honestly.

“Oh, how so?”

“Well, let me ask you, you’re in charge of the post office…”

“The post mistress,” she nodded.

“Yeah, so…are there any men in town?”

She frowned, bit a lip, then said, “That’s sort of a secret.”

“It’s a secret how many—“

“But I can tell you, I suppose.” She looked around as if somebody was listening, then she leaned down to whisper in his ear. “No.”

Then she sort of fell down, at least she acted like it was an accident, and she was sitting on his lap and had her arms around her.

“Hey!”

“Please…wait!”

He didn’t move. He was actually a bit scared, but he waited.

She sighed. She whispered. “I haven’t had a man in years. Everybody else gets them while I have to be at work. So, please, don’t go. Let me just…hold you.”

He sat there, confused, not knowing what to think.

She kissed him. Her lips were soft and determined. Then she was undoing her pants. She reached down and grabbed his cock with one hand, kicked a pant leg off and kept kissing him.

His eyes were wide, and though he was scared, he was also horny. His damned cock was throbbing away.

She pulled her panties to the side and sat on him. It was the fastest, most un-foreplay fuck he had ever had, but he was so horny and she felt so…female, he couldn’t resist.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed out as she started to twist her hips on him. “Thank you. Thank you.”

A part of him wanted to run screaming into the woods, but the GPS in his butt stopped him from doing that. So he kissed her and fucked her, and fucked her, and fucked her.

An hour later, the post mistress laying on a couple of crates, he left the post office. His cock was bright red and dripping again. Apparently there was no end to the amount of juice he could produce.

He walked down the street, feeling a bit weak in the knees, and as he passed a dress shop a lady got out of her car and said, “Yoo hoo, Mr. Man?”

He looked at her.

“Could you help me carry a package into my shop?”

Oh, God. The last time he had been called on to help he had been fucked mercilessly. Still, when a woman asks for help he had been raised to help.

She had a couple of brown, paper bundles in the trunk. Not very heavy, and he carried them into the shop. And he was half expecting it when she grabbed him, pushed him back on a stack of fabric and started kissing him.

“Hey! Hey!” But he wasn’t really fighting. He was just trying to make sure his cock didn’t get broken in the rush.

She mounted him, she already had her panties off and her dress came up easily. He slid into her and it felt so incredibly good.

“Oh, my God! I’ve been dreaming…I’d almost forgot what it felt like!”

He let his cock control him, he responded, he ate her and fondled her breasts, they were some of the biggest he had felt yet, and thoroughly reamed her hole with his cock.

She came, and came again, and an hour later…he hadn’t cum.

He was getting desperate. His thinking process was getting hazy. All he was doing was fucking…and the more he fucked the more he wanted to fuck, and the hornier he got, and…would he ever cum?

He stood up and put on his negligee. She lay back on the stack of fabrics and said, “Would you like something more comfortable?”

“Like what?”

“I have a chemise. It won’t have an open front, but—“

“No. That’s okay.”

“All right. But feel free to come back when you want to feel a bit more ‘girly.’

He thanked her, though she acted like she was the one who should be thanking him, and left the shop.

And stopped.

He could feel it. The next building was an insurance office, and it might have two or three girls working in it.

No men, if the post mistress was right, and he didn’t doubt her.

But the other side of the street…

He walked back up the street a few yards, then trotted over to the other side.

He made it, and a glance showed him women peering out the drapes of the next building at him.

But he was hurting now. He hadn’t eaten breakfast at Tammi’s, and he headed for the Rocking Horse cafe.

It was the building right before the police station, and he made it without being accosted.

The inside of the Rocking horse was typical small town cafe. Round topped stools with red plastic covers by the counter. A line of booths along the wall. There were a couple of ladies in the cafe, and they stared at him hungrily. He quickly stepped over to the counter to avoid them.

A redhead with…large breasts, oh my God!…stepped up to him. She had a light spattering of freckles across a pert nose, full, red lips, and a smile.

“Hey, Mr. Man. I expected to see you before this.”

“Oh. Uh…can I get something to eat?”

“Of course,” she giggled. “You must be pretty tired out by now. Will breakfast do?”

He nodded in relief. Odd, he was getting over being self conscious about being naked under the negligee.

“Go sit in that booth at the back and I’ll fix you right up.”

Jason slunk past the two ladies who looked about to jump up and waylay him and settled into the last booth. Five minutes later a hot breakfast was in front of him. The two ladies in the other booth had left, and the redhead scooted in opposite him. She placed a Coke in front of him and had one for herself. “There is a price, of course.”

He withheld a groan. “Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is. I don’t get paid for your meals, so this is my way of getting recompense.”

Jason was sort of half frozen.

The redhead giggled. “My name is Rhonda, and I don’t bite, except for your cock. So relax and eat. It could be worse, you know?”

Jason heaved a sigh, and dug in. The food was good, and Rhonda grinned and stared at him hungrily. As soon as he finished he was going to be a meal for her.

Jason went from the back of the Rocking Horse to the back of the police station.

He went through the back door, the cell was open, so he stepped in and pulled it shut with a big clank.

He heard the sound of chairs adjusting and steps, the Roberta stuck her head into the cell area. She grinned at the sight of Jason.

She turned and said, “It’s Jason.”

She entered, and Tammi came in after her.

“Give me the keys. I want to lock myself in.”

They were both laughing at him. They entered the cell and sat on the bunk on either side of him.

“Jason…poor Jason.” Roberta put an arm around his shoulders and hugged him.

Tammi reached into his lap and grabbed his cock. She kissed his cheek as she jacked him. “It’s okay, Jason. It’ll all be over soon.”

“Yeah. In three weeks, and then I get sentenced to what? Another year here? Two years?”

Roberta shook her head. “Jason, Jason. Is it so bad having to make love to an endless line of horny women?”

“Yeah. Uh, no.  I mean…I can’t cum!” He wailed out the last three words.

Tammi: “I know, honey. But you should enjoy it. After all, someday you’ll cum, and that will be it. You might not cum again.”

“What?” he looked at here suspiciously.

Tammi was silent and bit her red, full lip.

“Too much, girlfriend,” said Roberta.

“So what do I say now?”

“No more than what you’ve already said. And hope that Judge Landis doesn’t hear about your big mouth.

“What’s going on?” asked Jason.

Tammi sighed, her big chest going up and down, and she said, “Jason, I’ve said too much, but I’ll at least explain what I mean, but you have to promise not to get me in trouble.”

“I promise.”

“No, I mean really mean it. I could get in big trouble for what I’m about to tell you.”

“Okay, I swear, pinkie swear, that I will do my best to not get you in trouble.”

“And you won’t repeat, to anyone, what I tell you.”

“Okay. I swear.”

“Oh, gosh,” she said worriedly. “Okay.”

She looked at Roberta, who nodded, and said, “There’s a drug being administered to you in your GPS. It’s very powerful, and it’s going right into your colon, it’s not getting filtered by anything, so it is going to affect you very quickly. You are going to have a massive hard on for a week or so. Then you’ll have a cum, and until you get the antidote your pecker will…”

“I’m going to be limp?”

“In a manner of speaking,” she nodded.

“So let me get this straight…I get to fuck the world for a week, then I get to finally have an orgasm, and then…then I don’t get any more!”

Tammi nodded.

He looked at Roberta, who nodded.

“I’m going to be…impotent?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“Oh, Jason. I’m sorry. But Femville has its own rules, and that’s how we deal with criminals.”

“But I’m not a criminal! The court is a sham!”

“Shh. Don’t let Judge Landis hear you say that.”

“We’re not supposed to tell you, but you’re such a nice person, and…I trust you.”

She looked at him with big, blue eyes. She held his cock, which was throbbing and pulsing and drooling all over her hand.

He looked at Roberta, who still had her arm around him and whose breasts were pressed up against him.

“And I’m supposed to just…live with this.”

“You’ve already seen what happens when you try to leave town.”

“So what am I supposed to do?”

Roberta: “There’s not much you can do. Take advantage of your situation. There’s a few hundred eligible women in this town and they all want you.”

“Yeah, they want me before I have one last squirt and then turn into a eunuch!”

“Jason, it won’t be that bad.”

“It won’t? I’m going to lose my pecker and you say it’s not that bad? How is it going to be not that bad?”

“Other changes will happen. Good changes.”

“What kind of changes.”

“We’re not going to tell you. But I guarantee, you’re going to like these changes.”

“So can you just take it easy for the next few days? Enjoy yourself? Most men would love to have a week or two screwing the most beautiful women in the world.”

Jason sat on the bunk, his head down, and wondered what was going to become of him.

Tammi exchanged a look with Roberta. They both stood up.

“One…two…three!”

Tammi had paper, and so did Roberta.

“One…two…three!”

Two rocks.

“One…two…three!”

Tammis had paper and Roberta had a rock.

Tammi grinned.

Roberta said, “slut,” then walked out of the cell and into the front room.

Tammi knelt in front of Jason. “Jason, honey. It’s not all bad.”

“Says you.” His mind was shattered, he was trying to cope, but…it was crazy He had been driving along, not a care in the world, and now he discovered he was going to be losing his manhood!

She reached between his legs and took his cock in her hands.

“You’re just being a man, Jason. And there’s only one way to take a man’s mind off his troubles.”

She began to pull on his shaft and play with his balls.

He groaned.

He didn’t want this. He didn’t want to be played with…but he couldn’t make himself stop her.

He was too horny, too desperate. He needed to cum. And…it might be his last orgasm.

Tammi edged forward on her knees, found his lips were hers, and kissed him.

Jason couldn’t control himself. His world was coming to an end, but…this woman in front of him….

He kissed her.

She chewed on his mouth passionately.

He sucked on her tongue, gave her his own.

His cock was drizzling pre-cum like a faucet.

She slathered it all over his shaft.

“Would you like my pussy or my asshole?”

He was destroyed, but like a leviathan returned form the deep, he growled, “Both.”

“Oh, thank you,” she mumbled through the kiss. She began taking her clothes off, pressing him back, and soon she was plunging down the length of his shaft.

She gasped, he gasped, and they fucked.
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PART THREE

Jason opened his eyes and looked around. He was in Tammi’s bedroom, and he was tired. He thought about the last couple of days.

He had been caught driving over a hundred MPH with alcohol in his system. That had earned him a night in the hoosegow, but then the weird shit started.

He was in a town where there were no men. And the women were crazy horny. To make matters worse they had given him some bizarre kind of GPS. Right up the butt. It was shaped  like a ‘pear of anguish,’ and  it told the cops where he was, and even started buzzing when he went too far from town. In trying to get out of town he had collapsed on the side of the road, only to be brought back to town where the women pursued, and used him, relentlessly.

Most men fantasize about being able to screw any woman they want, as many women as they want. The truth, however, was that Jason was not having fun. He could screw, but he couldn’t cum, and that put a different color icing on the cake.

And he was physically tired. He had screwed about ten women the day before. They accosted him on the street. They followed him back to Tammi’s house. They called the police station and tried to make deals.

Now his back was sore, and his legs hurt, and his arms felt like they couldn’t lift a plate of spaghetti.

He tried to be quiet as he slid out of bed, but Tammi awoke and reached for him. “Come on, honey. You’ve had lots of sleep. Come back to bed.”

“I can’t. I hurt. I need to go to the bathroom.”

Defecating was proving to be a big problem. He had the bends because he had to go. The GPS butt plug thing in his heinie was not conducive to crapping however. It was supposed to be easy once he figured it out, but he hadn’t figured it out.

He went into the bathroom and grunted and groaned and had no success.

“Don’t try so hard!” Tammi called out after one loud grunt.

Tammi was the officer who had arrested him, and now he was sort of in ‘house arrest’ at her house. Which basically meant she got first dibs on screwing him.

Finally, he gave up. He stumbled out of the bathroom bent over. He crawled into bed and she reached for him.

“I can’t…I can’t.” He had cramps and held his belly.

“Oh, you poor boy. Let me help.”

At first he thought she just wanted to fuck him, but she began rubbing his belly, pushing down, working his abdominal muscles and trying to loosen things up inside.

Suddenly he jerked. He felt it coming. “Oh…shit!” He ran for the bathroom.

Tammi laughed as he entered the bathroom, then he let loose and the smell rolled out.

“P U! I’m going to have to get this place fumigated.”

Jason didn’t care. He was just relieved as a mountain of material flowed out of him. And everybody was right. Once you figure out how to let go…it went.

But he was messy afterwards, so he got into the shower and cleaned off. And he opened the little window so the smell would abate. When he got out of the shower, however, he discovered he had another problem.

“Ow!”

“What?”

“My chest is sore.”

He must have done so many ‘push ups’ when fucking that he had maybe torn some muscle.

“Here, lay down. I can help with that, too.”

He lay back down and Tammi sat on him and began rubbing his chest.

“Ow!” he repeated. “Be gentle.”

“Big baby,” she soothed.

“You’re mean,” he said.

“Nope. But I would be if I did this.” She rose up and descended…right on his cock.

“Oh!”

“Oh, yeah!”

She screwed him mercilessly, rising and falling, taking advantage of his cock and the fact that he couldn't cum.

Actually, it was probably good that she did screw him. Muscles that were sore got a little work out and recovered a bit. His chest, however was s still sore. And it was also a bit puffy.

When she had her orgasm and got off him he said, “My chest is swollen.”

She examined it, and agreed. “You want to wear a bra?”

“Oh, come on!”

“Okay, that was a bit too much. How about a compression vest?”

“A compression who?”

“It’s like a girdle for men. Men who have something called gynecomastia use them.”

“I’m sensitive to touch, so something squeezing my whole chest, I don’t know.”

“Well, if it hurts too much you might need support. So you might consider talking to Reece at the dress shop across the street from the police station and up a block.

Reece. He had screwed her the other day and he didn’t even know her name.

“Okay.”

“But let’s try something, first.”

“What?”

“Just lie here like so, that’s right. Now, I am going to be very gentle and I’m going to kiss your nipples.”

“Kiss my…” normally that would been a horny thing, but right now he didn’t know. “I don’t—“

“Come on. What do you have to lose but pain?”

So he laid there and she very gently put her lips to his nipple. It was like electricity, and it would have hurt if she had been rough. But being gentle, sucking so very lightly, it felt good.

“Oh…wow.”

“I knew it,” she giggled. She tasted his other nipple.

His nipples were now super erect, rigid, and he could feel currents go out from them, and his penis bounced uncontrollably.

She kissed him, suckled him, for long minutes, then he said, “This feels good, but it’s making me horny.”

“Oh, goody!”

“No! No! I can’t. Not again! Not right now!”

She sulked for a minute, then rolled over and kissed him. “Come on. We’re awake. Let’s have breakfast.”

So they got up, and both wore negligees, and she cooked him a feast.

“You need strength,” she commented, placing another pancake in front of him. “You should be eating five or six meals a day.”

“A meal for every woman who has me.”

She snorted. “That would be a good start. But remember, your body is going through changes. Out with the old and in with the new. Your body needs a lot of energy, and eating will help you get that energy.”

“That change,” he said. “What really happens?”

She suddenly shut down. “I don’t know enough about that to tell you anything.”

“You know enough, you just don’t want to tell me.”

She stared at her plate, then looked up at him. “Jason, I cannot tell you. No matter how badly I want to. The only thing I can tell you is that once you figure it all out you’ll be happy.”

So she said, but he doubted. Of course, it was happening to him, and he wasn’t choosing it, so naturally he was suspicious.

The sun rose and natural light poured through the windows in her little house. She turned on a computer program and did some yoga. He tried a couple of poses, but his male body wasn’t capable of doing the extreme stretches and flexes. Still, he was more flexible than he usually was, and this in spite of his whole body being sore, and his chest feeling really sore.

Then, the town starting to come alive, they walked to the police station, holding hands like lovers, which they were. But then he was also lovers with any female in town that happened to see him.

“Hey! Good morning!” Roberta called out when they entered the station.

“Hey, girlfriend.”

“Hi.”

“‘Hi,’ he says. What a lugnut.” Roberta got up and came to claim Jason. She took his hand right out of Tammi’s and pulled him back towards the cells.

“Uh…”

She ignored his reticence and pulled him through the door, then pressed him up against the wall and began chewing on his mouth.

She whispered into his ear, “Do my asshole.”

So he ended up screwing her asshole, which brought her much pleasure, and she came even harder.

He still didn’t cum.

After their tryst he sat down in the front room. Roberta was off and Tammi was on, and he figured it would be safe, now that he had boffed both of them, but it wasn’t to be. No sooner had he sat down than a woman peered in the front window, saw him, grinned, and charged through the front door.

She dragged him out the back door and down the street to a house and ravaged him. he had no trouble staying hard, and she had several cums before he managed to break free.

He returned to the police station and collapsed on the bed in the cell. Tammi heard him and poked her head through the door.

“Hey, I should probably tell you something.”

“Yeah,” he said wearily.

“You build up good feelings with each woman you screw. You screw somebody and they’ll be willing to do things for you. You don’t and they won’t be so happy. They might deny you something you really need.”

He sat up and frowned, “Like what?”

“You’re screwing Rhonda for meals. If you weren’t screwing Rhonda you would be a hungry puppy. You’re screwing me for a place to sleep, and, of course, because you have fallen hopelessly in love with me.

Jason was a bit dubious. “But what, in this town, do I need?”

“That’s short-sighted. You should be asking yourself what will you need tomorrow. And the answer is that you don’t know, but it would be smart to get out and spread some good will instead of hiding in here.”

She went back to the front office and he thought about it.

And he thought about the fact of what love making really was.

Boy puts dick in girl, on the surface.

Under the surface, however, it was something else, and that something else could be very powerful.

Boy puts dick in girl and she thinks she owns him. But that was out in the real world. Not in this place. In this place, because of male scarcity, females shared happily.

But the other side of the equation held true even in Femville. Girl screw boy and he has a piece of her. She’ll never forget. And he knew how vindictive jilted women were. And wasn’t what he was doing, by hiding, was jilting women? Wholesale?

He stood up, and his chest bounced a little bit and he felt that tender pain and puffiness. Man, he really must have pulled his muscles. But both sides? At the same time? Weird.

He went into the front office.

“So how do I go about this?”

“Just walk out the door and choose left or right. You worked the right yesterday, as I recall, so maybe left. The ladies will find you. Believe me, they want to find you.”

So he walked out the door, and almost bumped into…Judge Landis! The woman who had sentenced him to wait around for three weeks so he could be sentenced to years in jail.

But, he realized, good will with her might really come in handy. Maybe she’d reduce whatever sentence she gave him.

“Hi, Judge. Want me to carry that box for you.”

She smiled, and he realized he had beaten her to the punch. When he took the box he realized it wasn’t heavy, but that she was going to ask him to carry it for her.

He toted the box across the street and into the court room.

“Let’s take that into my chambers.”

He carried the box through a door and she was right behind him.

If he expected a woman who wore judicial robes to be above lust, he was sadly mistaken. He no sooner had put the box down than she was all over him.

She pulled her blouse off, actually ripped buttons, and pulled his head down to her chest.

He nibbled on her nips and squeezed her boobs and she groaned and pulled her skirt off.             

He pushed her back onto a chair and pulled her panties down.

She pushed him back and he fell on his butt on the floor. She jumped on him, flattened him out, chewed on his mouth and put her hands on his cock and touched it to her hole.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, and she began to gyrate on his penis. She twisted and writhed and fucked him like he was the only dick in town. Which he was.

And he grew less desperate. He accepted the fact that he wasn’t going to cum, and he settled for making her cum, and life suddenly got a lot easier.

The fact was that he liked fucking, but he didn’t like having to fuck. But if he changed his thought process from ‘having to’ to ‘getting to,’ everything got easier.

After a half hour, and two magnificent cums from the judge he stood up.

“Need more!” She beckoned to him.

He bent to her and kissed her. “Judge, you’re the greatest, but I talked to Roberta and she said I have to make everybody happy, and not just one or two. But…could we do it again later? Maybe tomorrow or the next day?”

She pouted, then giggled and nodded.

He kissed her again and went to the door. At the door he turned around. “Did I do well enough to get some off my sentence?”

She just grinned at him and said, “You better not forget about me tomorrow.”

He smiled back, and headed out.

Now that he had, in a sense, accepted his lot, life became easier. Yes, he was physically tired, and sometimes he just wanted to go hide. But the fact that he was fucking different women got him through it.

So he fucked his way down the street. And up. And a couple of days passed in this delightful. activity.

He still spent the nights at Tammi’s, and he was getting comfortable there.

And he made sure he stopped by the jail and the courthouse every day. But he made sure he also sought out women who he hadn’t fucked.

By the third day his cock had callouses on it, or so he joked. At any rate, it was no longer sore; it was getting used to all the activity.

He lived in a perpetual state of horniness, his mind adjusted, but he still woke up in the middle of the night with his hips pumping.

Towards the end of the first week, his chest was still hurting, and hurting even more, so he went to see Reece about a compression vest. Reece, of course, was quite glad to see him.

“I thought you’d forgotten about me!” she exclaimed, and pulled him into the back. She had actually made a bed, complete with a mattress, on a couple of pallets in anticipation for his visit.

An hour later, laying with her satisfied and him not, he asked her, “Do you have a compression vest?”

“Not really. Why? Does your b…chest hurt?”

“Yeah. And it’s swelling up. God, if I didn’t know better I’d think I was getting boobs.”

She smiled at that, but it was sort of a rueful smile. “I don’t have a compression vest, we have nothing but women around here, no men with gynecomastia. And even if women did want to hide their boobs, the women in this town are too big to use such vests.”

“Oh, yeah.” He frowned.

“I have a couple of other things you could try, though.”

She took him out to the store proper and over to the lingerie section.

“Now don’t laugh or get upset, but compression vests use the same material as these things.”

She held up a corset.

He blinked.

“Oh, no. I’ve offended you.”

“No…no,” he reassured her. “It’s just that I never thought about…” he trailed off. Then: “How would that work with me?”

This one is the longest I have. You’ll probably have to leave the bottom unbuttoned, but it will compress the lower half of your, uh, chest. That might push your chest up a bit, but at least you won’t be bouncing.”

“Well, that’s weird. That’s like wearing women’s underwear.”

“Well, honey, I hate to break this to you, but the negligee you’re wearing…that qualifies as women’s underwear.”

She was chuckling, and he responded by chuckling, and she said, “Look, let’s just try it on, even if it doesn’t work it might give us some ideas.”

“Well, I guess it won’t hurt.”

They were both naked, having just made love, so she wrapped the thing around him and started fastening the front hooks. He pulled in his gut, and she started pulling the ties in the back.

“Wow. This gets tight.”

“And I’m not pulling it real tight. Get used to it and I’ll really tighten it up.”

When she was done he tried a few stretches. “Well, I can’t do yoga, but I can still bend over fair easily.”

“That’s okay. Maybe you can try a few new positions.”

He smiled, “starting with you?”

“Moi? Poor, little moi?” She put a hand against her chest in mock surprise. Then she grabbed him and hustled him into the back.

An hour later, her doubly satisfied, he walked out of the store. He was wearing the corset, two low heeled shoes—only two inches, that was the lowest she had in the shop—and a new negligee.

He was a little embarrassed, wearing women’s clothes, but the corset did press on the lower half of his pectoral area. Of course that made him look a little bigger on the top of his…boobs. He swallowed hard at that thought, and he told himself that it was just swelling, not…not tits.

But he need not be embarrassed, he stopped at the court house and judge Landis gushed over his new look. “Those are beautiful!” she exclaimed, and she put her hands under the cups and lifted. She tasted his nipples and he groaned. “God! That feels good!”

She took his hand and led him into the back room.

And, an hour later, down the street he went, and by noon he was actually feeling a bit sexy about it all. Every woman he fucked paid him compliment, said how beautiful the corset and heels made him.

And when he reached Margie’s millinery shop she traded him a pair of three inch heels for his low heels. He was a bit shocked when he left the shop and heard his heels click for the first time.

That night Tammi complimented him, too. And especially on his balance on three inch heels. “You are so coordinated, but you need higher heels.”

“But I already feel like I’m on a skyscraper.”

“A good woman should feel like she’s on two skyscrapers,” she said. Which didn’t make a lot of sense, him being male, but he took her advice in good nature.

They fucked through the evening, and his cock was hard as a rock. And it was drooling so much he literally left a snail trail when he walked naked through her house.

She just chuckled at that, and finally took a mop to the floor, and he noticed something. On the floor, next to his snail trails, were other snail trails.

“Tammi?”

“Yup?”

“I’m not the first male to go through this…this…whatever that is happening to me.”

She was silent as she mopped, then she asked, “What makes you say that?”

“I can see other snail trails on your floors. Other men have been here, been in my situation. And—“ he stopped.

She put the mop away and took his hand to lead him back to the bedroom, but he held back. Stood in thought.

“What’s happening, Jason?”

“This whole thing. I haven’t been thinking right.”

She pointed towards a kitchen chair and went to the cupboard. She got down the whiskey and made a couple of drinks. She placed one in front of him, and sat down opposite him. “Go on.”

That’s all she said, but he had the feeling she was working off a script. Perhaps a script designed by previous men who had sat here, at this table, in his position.

He blurted. “I’ve been unusually happy. Sort of like being drugged without being drugged. And I would have been embarrassed by wearing a negligee and corset, but something is smoothing me out. Again, a druggy sort of reaction. But I’m not taking anything, and…” he stared at her. “There’s a drug in the GPS. You told me as much. I’ve been drugged!”

“Drink your drink, sweet heart.”

He did. A big gulp. She placed her hand on his and began talking.

“You’ve been taking hormones. The most powerful hormones ever developed. I know the names, but they wouldn’t mean much to you. We just called the main one ‘super estrogen.’”

“But that’s not all. You’re giving me some sort of happy drug.”

Her head nodded a little, and she kept her gaze focused on him. “When you get lots of hormones into your blood stream you go through emotional mood swings. The super estrogen that is being inject into you through your colon is so powerful that your mood swings would be out the roof. One moment you would want to love every critter on earth. You would be walking down the street screwing every women and even their pets. This drug, this ‘happy drug,’ as you call it, smooths that out.”

“Smooths it out so I can just go door to door screwing and never think about it.”

“But it also stops you from going the other way, from getting so moody you want to become a serial killer. Believe me, when we first discovered this drug we had a few instances. Roberta and I, well…never mind.”

“But I’m getting super hormones, and I’m being given something to make me a happy camper, which makes me go along with this without…without…”

Tammi scooted her chair over next to him. She held his arm, and he was aware of her large breasts touching his biceps. And he noticed something. His biceps weren’t…they were…

He stood up, nearly knocking the chair over. He looked down at himself. “My muscles are getting smaller…I’m losing muscle mass.”

She didn’t say anything.

He sat down heavily.

She moved closer to him again, her breasts touched him, and she brushed his hair back. And he realized his hair was getting longer.

“I’d tell you not to get upset, but you’re going to be upset, so get it out of your system.”

“What are you doing to me?” he whispered.

“We’re making you into a better person. A happier person. I know you’ve got some ‘happy drug’ in you, but that’s the tip of the ice berg. A month from now you are going to be happier than you ever could have imagined.

He said nothing. There was not much to say. It was happening whether he wanted it to or not.

And because he had the happy drug shooting through his colon, spreading out through his body in regular and undiluted fashion, even though he was concerned he knew he couldn’t be unhappy. Certainly not unhappy enough to revolt.

“Do you remember when you tried to walk out of town?”

He nodded.

“That was the worst of it. That was the first shock to your system, and you got over that quickly. We’ve done this enough so we know what you’re going through, and when.

“And everybody in town is in on this.”

“Yes.”

He sat at the table, and drank his whiskey, and she soothed him, and rubbed his penis, and waited through the crisis with him.

Finally she stood up and pulled on his hand. “Come on, it’s getting late.”

They went to bed, and he made love to her yet again. Yet this love wasn’t frantic, a desperate pumping in an effort to achieve a cum that wouldn’t happen.

And during the love making he found that he was crying.

She held him then, didn’t insist on anything, just held him.

“I like being a man,” he sobbed. “I want to stay a man.”

“I know you do,” she whispered back. “I know.”

And they finally slept.

The next day it was business as usual. The business being fucking, of course. But it was also different.

At first he had been desperate to cum. He had been frantic, his mind almost literally blanking out in the fierce urgency to squirt.

Then he had accepted his situation and had begun to appreciate making love.

Now he felt like he was sinking. He still had the urgency, he still had the desperation, but it was tempered, and he made love slowly, driving the women insane because they wanted something harder. They wanted to be FUCKED.

But he knew FUCKING wasn’t the answer.

Making love was the answer.

The women didn’t want to hold hands and be mushy. They wanted to use him. They wanted a booty call, a wham bam thank you ma’am, see ya later.

He was in his final throes as a man, and he wanted to connect with a woman. As if making a humanistic connection with the opposite sex would somehow enable him to retain his grip on his fading male sex.

The women, of course, took note.

“You need to pound it in harder,” commented Reece, as she got dressed.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She sighed. “Don’t be. I understand.”

Down the street a lithe blonde with the obligatory big boobs remarked, “Sex is like violence. If you want to hold on to your man-ness longer then you should be more violent.”

He thanked her for the advice, then kissed her tenderly, on the cheek, almost like she was a sister.

She soughed, but understood.

They all understood. The days of rock ‘em sock ‘em sex were waning. Any day he was going to cum.

His chest was getting bigger. It had only been ten days since he was arrested, and only four since he had been outfitted with the corset.

He stood in Reece’s dress shop silently until she noticed him.

She broke out in a grin. “Jason! I was…are you all right?”

“I am,” he said, and the lie was easily seen.

She took his hand and pulled him into the back of the store.

“I’m sorry, but…I…the corset…”

“I know. It doesn’t fit. And you want more. Don’t you?”

He nodded.

“Okay, I’ll make deal with you. You fuck me, and try to be a little meaner. Maybe slap my ass, bite my boobie, try to be an overbearing man, and I’ll fix you up. Okay?”

“I’ll try,” he agreed.

And he did try. He pushed her back on the pallet and mattress, hard, and she squealed.

He spread her legs and tried to jam his cock in roughly. And he halfway succeeded. But his heart wasn’t in it. He pulled her hair and even slapped her face.

She loved it, but it wasn’t enough.

Finally, after she had had an orgasm, a pretty good one considering that he was fucking like a milquetoast, she held him and consoled him.

“It’s okay, Jason. You’re trying. You’re doing as well as can be expected.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Shush, now,” she said, drying his tears. “Let’s get you fixed up.”

“You’ll still help me?”

“Oh, Jason, don’t you understand? Girls help girls. That’s what we’re all about. Men are about competing, about being the biggest and the best. Women are about being together. You guys are hard, we’re soft.”

She took him into the store proper and began pulling items down off the shelf.

“This will do for now,” she said, handing him a bra. “And don’t worry. When you get bigger I’ll give you bigger cups. Even if…” she said nothing more, but her meaning was clear: even if you’re not able to pay me with a good, manly fuck.

She tossed him a pair of panties. “This will be loose enough for the moment, but you’re going to need a good tummy shaper if you’re going to hide that cock for the next few days.”

The next few days. And the time of his demise as a man finally had a ‘due date.’

“I’ll put the tummy shaper a bag, along with some nylons and things.”

“You don’t want me to wear them now?”

“Oh, lord, no. You have to shave your legs and paint your toes. Have Tammi help you with that tonight.”

He slowly put the bra on, had to have a little help in adjusting the cups, and pulled the panties on. He left the corset there. It was designed for a bigger body, one that he no longer had.

She gave him a summer dress. It crossed over at the top and his cleavage was now easily discernible. He looked in the mirror and saw how girlish he was starting to appear. He ran his fingers through his hair. It was getting longer, and he really needed to take care of it. The days of run a comb through it and that was all were gone.

She threw more things in a large shopping bag, and finally she picked up her cell phone. “Hey, Gloria, are you ready to help Jason? Yeah. He’s getting close. Uh huh. Okay. It won’t be today, maybe not even tomorrow, but he’s…yes. All right. I’ll give Tammi a call. Thanks, girlfriend. Ta ta.”

She hung up.

“Let Tammie help you tonight with your body, shaving legs and nails and all that sort of stuff, and when you feel like it head on down the street to the ‘HairPort.’”

Jason had seen the HairPort. He had even fucked the girl inside. The girls. There had been three, plus the owner, Gloria, and they had taken turns with him in the back room while customers came and went.

“They’ll help you with your hair and your make up.”

Jason stood, dress hanging on his frame—it didn’t fit exactly right, but his body was still changing—bag in hand, and he looked very forlorn.

Reece grabbed his biceps and held him and smiled. “Jason, the best is yet to come. You just be patient and you’ll find the best part of life is about to happen. Okay?”

He nodded. “Okay.”

“Now go. Take these things home. I’ll call Tammi and tell her what you’re going to need tonight. And then hurry up. There’s still some women in this town that need a good fuck.”

“Even if I don’t fuck them hard? Like a man?”

“Even,” she said soberly. Even if you can’t fuck like a man you’ve still got a dick, and even if you fuck like a woman…you’ve still got the equipment.

She pushed Jason out of the shop.


PART FOUR

Now wearing women’s clothes, Jason could tell that his breasts were getting larger. He was still the smallest in the town, but that wouldn’t be for long. Soon he would have tits that would rival any of the ladies’ in town.

And his waist was thinner. He hadn’t realized that before, the corset had hidden that, and probably helped that, but his waist was getting girl thin.

And his hips were flared out under the dress. Not the manly, angular, bony structure of a man, but the round, sexy soft structure of a woman.

He marveled at the fact that he hadn’t noticed; that he had pretended everything wasn’t happening to him.

But he couldn’t pretend any longer.

Heck, looking in the mirror would destroy any lies he had about himself. His jaw was losing the bony angles and becoming rounder. His skin was softer, and even his flesh was finer.

He wandered through the town that afternoon, fucking anything and everything, and wondering if each one was going to be his last fuck.

And though he was fucking softer, like a Lesbian, the women didn’t mind. They were comforting, they understood, and they at least appreciated his spike.

And his spike was harder than ever. He hadn’t cum for ten days, and his balls were full, and his dick was like a ramrod, ready to be jammed down a musket barrel again and again and again.

“Hey, babe, how was your day?” Tammi greeted him. He was laying on the couch, watching TV without seeing it, lost in his own changing world.

“Oh, you know…” he smiled.

She took off her police equipment and laid it aside, hung her holster on a doorknob, and came into him. She was already loosening her tunic. “You still have enough to do me?”

“Always,” he said, aware of the lie in that simple acknowledgement.

They made slow, sweet love, and Tammi was patient, and didn’t seem put off by the fact that he was cuddling and nuzzling as much as he was pushing his dick into her.

A cock was a cock, after all, and it was still hard.

Afterwards they cuddled on the couch, and Tammi said, “Reece called me. Are you ready to explore your feminine side a bit?”

“Sure,” he said, and he was surprised to find that he was sincere, and even curious. But then this was all new to him.

She led him into the bedroom and handed him a bottle of Nair. “Go stand in the shower, I’ll be in to help you.”

He was already naked, and he went into the shower and read the instructions. Seemed simple enough. Slather, stand, wash when hot.

The door opened and Tammi stepped in.

“Your tits are bigger than mine,” he blurted.

“Not for long, if I’m any judge of boobers.” She took the bottle and opened it and started smoothing the liquid on him. Both legs, both arms. His back, and his front still had wispy chest hair on it, so his front too. Extra slather under his arms and on his groin, then they waited.

While they waited they kissed, and Jason found the more female way of kissing to actually be more delicious. Instead of pressing hard, he took the time to feel, to be aware, to explore texture and substance. By the time his flesh started to heat up he was rejuvenated in all his horniness. And he realized that there was a difference between male horniness and female horniness. There was a different drive to it all. A different way of feeling.

As a female he began to understand how much deeper a woman sensed things. He didn’t just feel flesh, and the curve of her lips, he became immersed in the warmth and the moisture, the softness and the curvature. Kissing and feeling a body, became a saga of intense heat.

But the heat started and he had to stop his exploration. Tammi turned on the water and began rinsing him off. His hair ran down his body and onto the tiles, and thence into the drain.

As they rinsed Tammi pulled on his weenie and kept interrupting the rinse to kiss him.

And, finally, he was baby bald.

They stepped out of the shower and she dried him off.

“You’re getting shorter,” she observed.

“And my hair is longer. How long was it when you arrested me?”

“It was long for a male, but now it’s down to your shoulders.  Are you ready for me to do your nails?”

“Sure,” his cock bobbed at the thought. Nails. The mark of a female. The reduction of his maleness.

She sat him down on the couch and they chatted, and the TV whispered in the background, and she explained the things she was doing.

“The cuticles need to be pushed back, like this. Now, you do long strokes, cuticle to tip, and you’re going to do three coats.”

He watched, fascinated, as his toe nails turned bright red.

“This is lacquer. It will help protect toes. See how shiny it makes them?”

When she was done Jason stood up and looked down, and then started walking around.

“Look at that!” he muttered, again and again, until Tammi laughed.

“Enough. Let’s do your fingers.”

He sat next to her and watched as she picked out fakes.

“Your nails still have a touch of the male, and we might need to do them several times until you completely change.”

She fitted long ovals to his fingers and glued them on. “This is good glue, but if they lift off we can just redo them. You’ll have to figure out different ways of doing thing to protect them.”

He nodded.

Shortly his hands sported a uniform set of nails that extended his digits by a half inch.

“Isn’t that long?”

“We could do shorter, but that wold be like ripping the bandage off slowly. Might just as well do it right the first time.”

She painted them, matched the colors to his toes.

He held up his hands and stared. He was gobsmacked and fascinated all at the same time.

“Now, I want to show you something. It’s a little bit ahead of the game, but it’s just you and me here, so hold still.

She faced him and held his cheeks with one hand. Make your mouth an O.

He did, and she rolled lipstick on his mouth.

He felt a moment of panic, but the happy drugs settled him down. It was only lipstick. And this was Tammi. He was okay. He was safe.

“Look in the mirror. And hold your hands up next to your face.”

He went into the bathroom and held his hands up and gasped. The color of his lips was the same as the color of his fingernails. Perfect match.

Tammie leaned against the door frame. “You are color coordinated, girlfriend.”

“This…this…”

“I know. Scary, but beautiful.”

“Beautiful, but scary,” he agreed, and he kept turning his hands this way and that, catching different lighting and comparing his fingers to his lips.

“You can put this tube in your purse…oh, you don’t have a purse, yet!”

“No,” he admitted.

“You can use one of my old ones, but only when you feel you’re ready. And don’t worry about the Hairport, Gloria will take one look at your nails and know what shade lipstick you’re using.”

He listened, but stood there and examined his face, his lips, his nails.

She laughed and grabbed his arm and tugged him out of the bathroom. “You narcissist!”

Then she was kissing him, and the whole experience was different all over again.

He didn’t kiss like a man, and he didn’t even kiss like a man with a woman’s body. Now he kissed like a woman with lipstick on.

The next day he wandered through town, and fucked, but now he didn’t have to apologize for not fucking like a man. He was more feminine, and everybody appreciated him as such, and he fucked like a woman and that was fine.

He touched the ladies differently, running his fingers softly over them, exploring the use of his nails in love making, and they were just fine with his new attitude.

Sure, there had to be a few who would have preferred him to be more manly, but they understood.

“I feel like a Lesbian,” he made the remark to Rhonda when he earned his lunch.”

“You fuck like one, too,” she giggled.

“Oh! How distressing!” he blurted, but he was mocking himself. He was learning that women have an entirely different way of joking around.

Women have a different way of walking. They have no testicles holding their legs apart. He tried to imitate, and found himself putting on a tummy shaper and pushing his balls up and trying to hold them out of the way.

They place their feet differently on the ground, courtesy of high heels and more femininely designed shoes.

They sit differently because of their lack of balls and the underwear they are wearing.

They don’t lift heavy things and are protective of their fingers.

They move their heads differently because of their hair.

Ahhh, yes. Their hair.

“Get your butt in here!” Gloria summoned Jason off the street. He wasn’t ready for make up, make up didn’t call to him yet, so he wondered why she had summoned him. He found out rather quickly.

“I know you’re not ready for make up, but we can certainly do something about that mop you call hair.”

“What’s wrong with it?” he raised his hand to touch his locks, and was unaware of how perfectly feminine that motion was.

“I’ll show you what’s wrong with it. Sit there.

For an hour Gloria chatted, explained things about female hair, and washed, rinsed, and trimmed his unruly head of hair.

“You’re not ready for a perm, and you may never be. Your hair is beautiful. But you really have to take care of it.

She spun his chair around and he looked at the mirror and gasped.

His hair was delicately sculptured around his face. It curled around his jaw, making his lines softer, yet. His eyes looked larger, more expressive, and he realized that his very irises were changing.

She frowned. “Hold on.” She turned the chair and leaned over him, her breasts were very large and heavy on his arm. She used tweezers and plucked and shaped his eyebrows. She turned him back to the mirror and grinned. “There we go.”

It made a huge difference. Instead of having Grouchy Marx caterpillars crawling over his eyes, he had delicate arches that were perfectly formed to enhance his hair and his face.

“Oh, my gosh.”

“Yup,” Gloria nodded, proud of her work.

His hand trembling, Jason reached into his purse and took out the tube of lipstick that Tammi had given him. He opened it, and Gloria took it from him.

“You’re shaking too much. Besides the first few times tend to be a little messy.

She rolled the substance on his lips carefully, kept everything in the lines, then screwed the top back in and handed it to him.

He looked at the mirror. His face was feminine. The lipstick without the rest of the make up was a trifle garish, but nothing that needed to be fixed.

Moisture started to form in the corner of his eyes, and Gloria quickly dabbed. “There, there, honey. Get used to not crying. It messes the make up.”

In his heart of hearts Jason wanted make up. But he knew it wasn’t quite time.

Sensing the way his thoughts were going, Gloria said, “You’re going to change in a day or two. And then you’ll be ready. Until then…be patient.”

“I will.”

“Okay. Now, do you mind if I hop on your dick for awhile?”

He shook his head. “Please. I think I need it.”

She turned the closed sign out in the window and sauntered towards him, grinning like a shark.

“Lord, you don’t know how much joy you have brought to this town.”

She raised his dress and unsnapped the tummy shaper. His cock sprouted up, ready for use.

She peeled her panties off, lifted her dress and climbed up on him.

She sank down, engulfing his shaft, and sighed. “Oh, man. Wow.”

They rocked slowly, his penis scouring her insides, touching her most sensitive parts, and they felt each others breasts.

Then: “Do the women talk about me much?”

“Oh, honey,” she grunted, giving a bit of a tilt to her hips and pulling on his cock. “You’re all we talk about.”

He tilted his own hips and thrust up into her, caused her to gasp. He might be female by body, but his cock still had a full load, and it demanded to be felt.

“So is this town a gynarchy? Or something?”

“Or something,” she nibbled on his red lips for a while. Then: “But you’ll find out about that later.”

He asked, “Am I ever going to get out of this place?”

She stopped moving, held his face in her hands and just stared at him. “Honey. You’re not going to want to. You’re going to find that you’re one of the blessed people. The rest of the world…you’ll realize that it sucks.”

“Yeah, but—“

She kissed him, hard, holding his face, mushing her lips down on his. She broke off and said, “You had a hot car…”

Had? he thought.

“You drove it too fast, and you were a danger to the rest of the world. You fucked indiscriminately…”

He laughed. “And I don’t here?”

“Yeah, but you don’t have to worry about AIDS and other STDs here. And you would be surprised at how un-indiscriminate your fucking has been.”

That sort of impressed itself on him. He walked out of a shop and a woman was waiting. No matter which direction he chose, a woman was waiting. And he sensed the depth of their planning.

“But aside from your personal peccadilloes, the world beyond the perimeter is filled with rape and war and murder. People cheating people just because they can. The food you eat is poison. The very air you breath…” she stopped talking for a moment.

They stared at each other. Him wide-eyed, not used to be lectured to in such a forceful manner, her like a beast on the attack. But a lipsticked, gentle beast.

“Some day, I suppose,” she said, “You will be able to leave. But I have never met anybody who wanted to, not once they…they went through the whole change.”

“What about babies?”

“Yes. But there’s a reason why most women here don’t want babies.”

“What?”

“Maybe you’ll find out some day. But for right now there is only one thing you need to worry about…”

“What?” he repeated.

“Making the most of your remaining time as a man.”

“I’m not much of a man any more,” he said.

“But you’re enough, so finish me off and get out there and make some other woman happy.” She grabbed his ears and shook gently. “Believe me, right now the most important thing you can do is fuck a few hungry women. So do it. And start with me.”

So he did. The best he could. He drove his penis in her, and even though he was a softer and more gentle soul, she loved it.

Up the street, down the street. Taken out to various houses for a romp in soft beds. Pushed up against a wall and jumped on for monkey love, or bedded on the bare ground, Jason was fucked. And fucked and fucked. And the days passed slowly. But remorselessly. And he was due for a change. A final change.

He was with a woman in her car. She had simply driven up next to him, rolled down the window, and said, “Hop in.”

She was a looker. A soft, beautiful face, big tits (of course) and a smile that was truly delightful.

He hopped in.

She leaned across him, and hit the levers at the side of the passenger seat The seat laid back into a sleeping position, and she climbed on.

“I’ve been looking for you.” She slid down his shaft and plopped onto his sensitive balls. She grabbed his face and kissed him. She felt his tits.

Jason was almost overwhelmed by her hunger, but only almost. He quickly recovered and began thrusting into her, for about five minutes they screwed, a little rougher than usual, and Jason felt funny, but…it was all just sex, and he felt that familiar urgency in his balls, and he kept fucking, and then…then he felt something rising up inside him. Something savage and dark.

He didn’t have his male muscles any more, but for a moment he was adrenaline driven, and imbued with extra strength. He managed to grab her and twist her, his arm hit the door and he would have a bruise. Her hip hit the center console and she yelped. But it was a good yelp. The woman, as did other women, wanted a manly fuck. She had expected a female fuck, soft and gentle and caring, but suddenly Jason was exhibiting man strength.

She was on her back  and he was driving into her. Deep. His hips were manic, moving up and down, driving his spike into her just like he was a man.

And not just a man, but a desperate, urgent, frantic maniac of a man.

Jason felt the trigger in his groin finally click. He felt the semen finally start to boil. And if he could just fuck the woman hard enough…if he could just drive his cock into her so hard that…and he put his weight into it, and he began shaking her.

She grew scared. This was more than a man fuck. This was a maniac fuck.

He screwed her, his hands squeezed her so hard he broke a couple of nails, and he pounded into her again, and again, and…and he started to spew. His seed rushed up his shaft and boiled out. Big squirts and chunks. Much more than a measly teaspoon full, which was all most men were capable of. He had a month of desperate, urgent seed stored up, and he let it all out, and he screamed, and the white light took over his brain and kept him fucking..fucking…fucking…

And she hit him with a Coke bottle that was half empty and sitting in the cup holder in the center console.

It was a good hit, and he crumpled. Laid on her, and his semen kept squirting.

She screamed, and pushed and shoved, and his still erupting penis fell out of her. She crawled out from under him, pushed the door open and fell into the street. She ran up the street to the police station.

Jason woke up. His eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling of the cell. He was in the cell? What had happened? How had he gotten there?

“How you feeling, Jason?”

He groaned, felt his head, and sat up, and he felt really funny.

His whole body felt…weird.

“Wow. Did I get drunk, or something? What’s this bump on my head.”

“Do you remember what happened?”

He looked up and realized he was talking to Tammi.

“I was…I was with a woman in a car. We were making love and…did somebody mug us?”

Tammi didn’t answer. The front door closed and Roberta stuck her head into the cell area. “Judge Landis. Is he ready?”

“I think so.”

Roberta’s head disappeared and she could be heard speaking to Judge Landis.

“Just relax and tell her what you remember. It’ll be all right.”

“But what happened?”

Tammi didn’t answer, and Judge Landis entered the cell area.

“Hi, Jason, how are you?”

“I’m confused. And I feel really funny. Something is wrong with me. Do you have a doctor in town?”

“What do you remember?”

Jason looked at Tammi, then at the judge. “I was with a woman. she pulled up and wanted to do it. We were doing it, then…I guess somebody hit me on the head. Is the woman okay? Did you catch anybody?” The last directed to Tammi.

“I’ve moved the court date up to tomorrow. Ten o’clock. You’ll have him ready?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“All right. I’ll see you tomorrow, Jason.”

“Oh, okay.” He felt his head again. Where had he gotten that bump on the noggin?

“Come on, Jason, let’s go home.”

She helped him up and escorted him out of the cell. She helped him down the back steps and walked him to her house.

He thought: home. And it was a good thought. Better than a hot Mustang.

They entered the house and Tammi sat him down and poured him a drink.

“You got clonked, but I don’t think a drink will hurt. But you’re not supposed to go to sleep for awhile.

He yawned.

He drank, and Tammi sat with him. She held his hand for the most part. After a half hour she took him into the living room and they sat down and watched TV. They didn’t really see what was on.

Finally, Tammi turned to him. “Do you remember anything else about what happened?”

“Not really.” He was thinking clearer now, but he still didn’t have much recall about what had happened. “I was making love, she was a nice person, and then…everything…it just sort of…”

“It’s okay.” She sighed. “Jason, you apparently had your last cum. Do you remember that?”

He blinked. “I did?” Which was answer enough for Tammi.

“Well, sorry for you. You had your last orgasm as a man, and that conk on the head, that must have blasted it out of you.”

“I really came?”

She grinned ruefully. “Man, did you cum. There was sperm all in the car, all over the woman, you came a carload.”

“Wow. And I missed it.”

She watched him think about it, then she said, “Jason, you’ve gone through your last change.”

“What?”

“Take off your dress and panties. Undress for me.”

Made curious by her attitude, Jason pulled off his dress. He started to pull down his tummy shaper and stopped. “What the fuck?”

His dick was gone. His balls were gone. Oddly, he still felt like he had them, but it felt like they were pushed up into him like…like ovaries.

In place of his dick was a thin slit.

His mouth opened and he just froze, staring at his groin.

“That’s right, Jason. Your balls have ascended into your body and become female balls. Ovaries, they’re called. Your penis has shrunk and been pulled back into you, it’s now called a clitoris. You have a pussy. You’re now officially a woman.”

Jason raised his head and looked at her. His mind stuttered to a stop, the world began to white out, and he fall back on the couch.

She brought him around with a damp towel to the forehead. He blinked, realized his head was in her lap, and remembered what he was.

“I’m a woman.”

“A pretty sexy one, too,” Tammi responded.

He lay there for a long minute. He didn’t know whether he should celebrate or cry.

Finally, he struggled to sit up. Tammi helped him. She was quiet and watched him.

“Wow.”

“Yep. And there are several things we have to do before you see the judge tomorrow.

“What?”

His mind was going in several directions, but he was tracking her.

“First, we have to make love. Second, we have to finish your make over. Third, you have to make a choice.”

He focused on the first thing. “Make love?” A tinge of bitterness was in his voice. “How do we do that? I seem to have misplaced my cock.

“Come on, I’ll show you.” She lifted his hand as she stood up, and he stood up with her.

He was even shorter now. He was still a couple of inches taller than her, but in the beginning he had been six inches taller. Now…maybe two inches.

She turned him to her, put her hands on his arms and spoke into his face. She spoke with a fierce attitude and determination. “Listen. We have to do this. You’re going to have strange feelings about it, but you can’t give me any shit. You have to do this, Do you understand?”

He nodded.

She pulled him into the bedroom and they undressed.

Naked, he stared at his body again. He felt faint seeing the lack of a package, but he was able to stay relatively focused.

Tammi opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out a strap on. She stepped into it, adjusted it, and Jason stared at the dildo sticking out from her junction.

“Are you serious?”

“I’m sorry, Jason. I know this is rough. But we absolutely, positively, have to do this.”

“You have to stick a dick up my…” and he couldn’t say it.

“Your pussy,” she threw it in his face.

“What if I say no?”

“Jason. Believe me, you have no choice in the matter. I will be as gentle as possible. But this has to happen.”

“But—“

She put a finger to his lips. His curvy, sexy, female lips. “Jason. You have to trust me. I have done nothing but play straight with you. As straight as I could. And I guarantee, this is very important. Now, I want you to lay down on the bed. We can kiss and make out and have fun, and then I have to screw you.”

He tried a joke. “Well, this isn’t how I imagined my marriage night.”

She laughed, but she had a trace of moisture in her eyes.

She helped him, got him onto the bed. She crawled up next to him, and she began to make love to him. She took her time, kissed him, felt his tits, even put a finger to his pussy and rubbed it around.

When she slipped that finger into him he gasped.

It didn’t hurt, it felt good, but it was invasive, it intruded, and he had an instinctive feeling that something was wrong.

But it was only sex, without him being a man…but…as a woman.

She moved in between his legs. His shapely, sexy, female legs, and pushing them apart.

She took her time, leaning over him, her breasts on his as they kissed, and she held her penis and touched it to his slit.

He almost didn’t make it. He almost pushed her off, but, for whatever reason, he trusted her. He had been living with her over a week. He liked her. Maybe even loved her, and he held himself back, bit his lip, and she pushed into him.

His mouth opened in surprise. His eyes opened wide. He had a dick in his pussy. It didn’t hurt. It was…wondrous. It opened him, stretched his pussy as it was meant to be spread.

All those years as a man, and now…now he understood what he had done to women.

He understood the amazement in their souls, because he was amazed in his soul.

He understood the passion of humanity that was behind the act of sex.

Oddly, as a man, obsessed with power and taking and fucking for a little pop of an orgasm, he didn’t understand it.

But as a woman, his soul opened up. The universe was female, and he had female apparatus down there, and he accepted. He laid back and let it happen.

Tammi began to move in and out.

Jason began to cry, virginity gone, but something bigger, better, in its place.

She drove in and out, her penis rubbing his walls, stimulating his pussy, making him feel like he was in heaven.

“Oh, fuck!” he gulped. “Fuck…fuck!”

“Yes, honey. And now you know.  Life can be bigger and better, but you have to give up something to get something.”

And he knew: he was going to have to give up being a man. There was no way he could go back to being a man after this.

And in this heady state of mind, he began to climb the mountain. It was different than a male orgasm. A male cum was like a hit on the head with a mallet. You thought it was good, but it was just a bonk on the noggin.

As he fell off the mountain and into a pool of sublime Godliness, Goddessliness, he understood how big the universe was…and he came and he came…
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PART Five

Jason awoke instantly.

It was morning, and he was going to court, and he had a lot of things to do before that occurrence happened.

“Come on, honey. Time to rock and roll.” Tammi pushed him and he rolled out of bed. He stood next to the bed in his new body, his boobs large, almost as large as Tammi’s now. His cock was gone and while he missed the feeling of nuts banging between his legs, he liked the way his thighs slid together when walking.

“Okay, what do we—“ he put his hand to his mouth in shock.

Tammi half opened her mouth, then grinned.

“My voice has changed!”

And it had. It was an octave higher, and very girl like.

“Oh, that’s sexy!”

Jason forced himself to continue, “What…what do we do first?”

“You get dressed and fix breakfast, I’m going to make some calls.”

Jason put on a bra and panties, then his dress. The dress was a bit messed up from his adventure in the car the day previous, but it was all he had. So he put it on, brushed his hair, slipped into his heels, and headed for the kitchen. He prepared a plate of bacon and was just sliding eggs from the skillet onto a plate when Tammi sauntered in.

“Okay. We eat, we go. Reece is opening the shop for you, and Gloria will be ready for your make over.”

Jason blinked. “Wow. That was fast.”

“Remember what I said about building up some goodwill and stuff?”

He nodded. “Man, you were right.”

“More than right. I think those girls are in love with you.”

He smiled.

She tilted her head and looked at him with a fake suspicious look.

He raised his hands in surrender, and they both laughed.

A half hour later Jason walked into Reece’s dress shop.

“Hey, beautiful, I hear you’re going to face the music today.”

“Guilty.”

“Oh, don’t say that!” She was grinning, and she laid out the underwear she had picked out for him.

He put on a half bra, one that emphasized his bosoms, and his nipples poked out salaciously.

He pulled up a thong. It fit perfectly,  and the feel of the string in the back made him give a little squeal.

She tossed him a garter and he pulled it on, then unrolled some nylons up his curvy legs.

“Okay. Practice walking in these. If you can’t do it I’ll give you some shorter ones.” She handed him four inch heels. Black. Very sleek and professional.

“Wow!” he said when he first stood up. He realized that as a man he wouldn’t have been able to wear these, but his female body was more flexible, and he was closer to the ground, which helped with balance. “Do they have to be this high?”

“The higher the better. Landis is a sucker for good fashion, and you want to knock her out.”

“If I don’t fall and knock myself out.”

Reece chuckled, “Listen, that Judge Landis wants to see you at all is not good, so you have to go in there loaded for bear.”

“Why is it bad?”

She frowned. “Once women have gone through the change they are almost automatically accepted. But there was violence involved when you changed, that means she wants to make sure you don’t have some hidden violence in your personality.”

“But I don’t know what happened! I never got violent when I was a guy!”

“Good. Tell her that. But it’s going to help your case if she can see that you’ve accepted your female persona.

Underwear on, Jason looked at himself in a mirror and was amazed. He had seen himself changing over the week, but it was like the last piece of the puzzle had been figured out.

He was five foot six, his breasts were quite voluptuous, his lips were ‘kiss me’ beautiful, and he was a beautiful woman. He had all the charms, and even exuded a certain sexuality.

“Okay, kiddo. Try this on.”

She handed him a dress.

He held it out and looked at it, and his mouth opened. He looked at Reece.

“Put it on,” she reassured him.

He did so. It was a perfect fit. The hem reached down to his knees and it hugged his hips. It had thin straps and the chest arrowed down a foot. On his chest it showed a lot of cleavage. Yet, it was in a conservative style.

“This is too wild,” he shook his head at himself in the mirror.

Reece leaned on his shoulder and smiled happily. “What’s in men’s magazines, you know, like Hustler and Playboy?”

“Naked women.”

“I prefer scantily clad women, but if they wore clothes they would look something like you do right now.”

“But I’m going to be in a courtroom!”

“Have you ever looked at a ladies’ fashion magazines?”

“Not really.”

“The models wear revealing clothes. As if for horny men.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. Playboy shows scantily clad women, so do the women’s fashion magazines.”

“What does that prove?”

“It proves several things. First and foremost is that sex sells. But more important to your situation, you are going to look like a model to the one person who needs to see you as something more than a converted man.”

“I don’t know…”

“Well, know or not, you’re going to have to trust me. I have been outfitting women in this town for a decade. I know the judge. I’ve even outfitted the judge, and I know what she likes. When you walk into that courtroom her eyes are going to light up and she is going to want you.”

“She’s already had me.”

“All the better. Okay. Now get out here. Practice walking down the street in those heels. I’ll be ready if you need shorter heels, but I think these will work.” She kissed Jason on the lips, smiled, and said, “God I loved it when you were a man. Now, shoo!” She slapped his ass out the door.

Jason walked down the street slowly. And he staggered and it felt like he was going to break his ankle. As he passed the Rocking Horse Cafe Rhonda came out. She hissed. “Walk faster. Don’t struggle with balance. Just roll over it.”

He tried, and it worked. He gave her a thumbs up and strode, now looking more confidently, down the street.

He tapped on the window of the police station as he passed it and gave a thumbs up to Tammi and Roberta.

A half a minute later he turned into the Hairport. Gloria was waiting.

“Oh, girlfriend, let’s get started.” She pushed Jason into a chair and checked his nails. “Good…good.” All we really need to worry about is your face. Lean your head back a little. Yes. that’s it.”

Gloria worked quickly but like the professional she was. She cleansed his face with little sponges, and he was amazed at how much dirt she got out of the pores.

“Okay, primer,” Gloria muttered. She quickly hid any blemishes on Jason’s face. When she was working on the foundation she muttered, “We’ve been talking…”
“Who’s we?”

“Me and some of the girls in town. And we think you should choose a more feminine name before you go see the judge.”

“How come?”

“You’ve got to convince her that you’ve really changed, that there’s no hidden meanness in you. Choosing a girl name will help that.”

“So what should my name be?”

Tammi entered the salon and sat down. Gloria acknowledged her with a smile.

“I don’t know. Alyce, Sally, what sounds like a good name to you?”

“Uh…”

“Choosing a name?” asked Tammi.

“Yes.”

“It might help it it incorporates your old name. Easier to remember, to respond to, that sort of thing.”

“Good idea. Okay, Jason, what sounds like Jason to you?”

“I don’t know. Jasmine?”

“Gah,” snapped Tammi, and Gloria chuckled.

“Try again.”

“Janice? Janet? Jane?”

“Do any of those three sound good to you?”

“Jane,” he answered promptly.

“Excellent. You’re now Jane Stroutmire.”

She working on Jason’s…Jane’s…eyes. She used a light charcoal and gave them a dusky look. Very conservative, yet possessing a certain mysteriousness.

“And I want you to stop thinking Jason, or even of yourself as a he, or him. Think of yourself as a she. The sooner you accept yourself as a woman the sooner everybody else will.”

“Okay.”

Gloria put on red lipstick, the same shade as Jane’s nails, and she was done.

Almost.

“She needs earrings.”

“You’re right.”

A minute later Jane gave a couple of ‘Ows,’ and she had pierced ears.

Tammi picked out a couple of short, sparkly strings, and Jane suddenly had a face that not only looked beautiful, but elegant.”

“Perfect,” Tammi nodded. “What about her hair?”

“I’m going to put it up, French style. Wisps here and there, very sexy, but very conservative.”

A half hour later Jane was done. She looked at herself in the mirror behind the sink and was astounded. Before she had been a girl, regular, ordinary, beautiful but ordinary.

Now she was a dish. And a dish which displayed sex without being overwhelming. She looked like a real woman.

“Okay, Tammi, she’s all yours.”

Jane faced Gloria, once her lover, now her friend. “Thank you.”

“Thank me afterwards. For right now, go knock ‘em dead.”

Tammi took Jane’s hand and lead her out of the Hairport.

Up the street, and Jane was getting quite adept with the taller heels. Into the courtroom, and they stopped.

The courtroom was packed. Reece was by the door, a shoebox in hand and a smile of encouragement on her lips. Rhonda was there, Shirley, Sandy, and…and near everybody Jane had made love to when she was Jason.

At the head of the room Judge Landis sat. She was wearing black robes and her mouth was pursed in displeasure.

Tammi nudged Jane and they walked up the center aisle.

Judge Landis watched them and her eyes narrowed a bit.

“You’re two minutes late.”

“My fault entirely, your honor. Please don’t hold Jane responsible for my tardiness.”

They could see it in Judge Landis’s eyes. Jane. The name impacted. The judge blinked, and she really inspected Jane.

Jane was about ready to drop dead of nervousness.

Judge Landis cleared her throat.

“Do you have a report, officer Brown?”

Tammi spoke concisely and described how the woman, Miss Alyssa Smith, had come into the police station in a high state of excitement and claimed that she had been raped. She then told of taking Jason into custody.

“Mr. Stroutmire was unconscious, and we transported him to the jail.”

When Tammi was done Judge Landis excused her and called on Alyssa Smith.

Alyssa was nervous, and she tried to backpedal a bit in her testimony. She admitted that she had picked up Jason and that the act of sex had been purely consensual. She stated that the sex had merely turned a bit rough, and that she had panicked.

When the testimony was done Judge Landis called on Jason, and Jane stepped forward.

“Her name is Jane, Your honor.”

Judge Landis accepted the comment without any emotion.

“Please tell your version of events…Jane.”

Jane described what had happened, and even managed to put in an apology for anything he might have said or done.

Finally, all the evidence had been presented.

Judge Landis began to speak. “As a leader of this community, one holding judicial position, it is my duty to protect the citizenry from any possible threat. While I am moved by the testimony given, and while I have even experienced Jane’s character in my own life, I must remind everybody that an act of violence was performed on a lady of this community. I understand the defendant was at a fragile point in her life, but my duty is clear in this matter. It is for this reason that I—“

“Your Honor!”

Judge Landis blinked. Rhonda was standing in the middle of the aisle.

For a moment it looked like Judge Landis was going to tell Rhonda to sit down, then she asked, “Did you have something to say, Rhonda?”

“As a friend of the court I would like to make the court aware of the defendant’s generous and kind personality.”

“Thank you, Rhonda, as I was—“

“Your Honor!”

Reece was on her feet, moving down the aisle, shoe box under her arm. “As a friend of this court I would like to add that Jane has been quite kind. She is a friend who should not be abandoned.

“Your Honor!”

It was Gloria.

“I have had personal contact with Jane, and I would like to testify that…”

“Your Honor!”

“Your Honor!”

Woman after woman stood up and began talking.

Judge Landis sat back and listened as the hub bub grew. After a minute, she pounded the gavel on her desk a few times and the room grew silent. Drily, she said, “Jane Stroutmire will face the court for sentencing.”

Now there was not a whisper. If a mouse had farted on the next block everybody would have heard it.

Jane stepped forward.

“Jane, it appears that you have made some friends. Yet you are still guilty of an act of violence against women, and I find that I must impose a harsh sentence.”

A few cries rose up in the courtroom, but Judge Landis lowered her gavel quickly and said, “You have all had your say, now I’m going to have mine.”

She glared at the courtroom, and except for a few cleared throats, it was silent.

Judge Landis turned to Jane.

“Jane Stroutmire, being guilty of the heinous crime of violence against a woman, I sentence you to immediate castration.”             

Jane gasped. She was shocked. There was enough male left in her, the memory of having balls and penis was so fresh, that she almost fainted. Then she realized something. Somebody was laughing. Then somebody else was laughing. Then everybody was laughing.

Jane turned to Tammi, “But…I’m going to be castrated!”

“Yep. And I’ll volunteer to do it myself.” She was grinning.

Jane got it. She had no testicles anymore. She had no penis.

The courtroom was laughing hysterically now, and Jane turned to judge Landis.

Judge Landis had the trace of a smirk on her face.

Jane said, “Thank you.”

She was not heard in the uproar, but Judge Landis acknowledged her with a slight pursing of her lips. She blow a subtle kiss, then stood up and left the courtroom.


PART SIX

TEN YEARS LATER

Jane arose early and made breakfast. Tammi had worked the late shift and she needed an extra hour of sleep. Jane prepared bacon and eggs and French toast, then woke her lover.

Tammi stretched, smiled, and tried to pull Jane back into bed. Jane leaped back, almost tripped over the strap on which she had dropped on the floor the night previous.

The strap on had a very big dildo, and had been well used by both women.

In the kitchen the women ate quietly and chatted.

“Have you ever met the founders of Femville?”

“Never, answered Tammi. Ten years had been kind to Tammi. She still had her svelte figure and large breasts, and her face had matured without losing its sex appeal.

Jane, too, had not suffered for having spent the last ten years in Femville. She was one of the most voluptuous women in town, and often called upon for a booty call.

“So why are they suddenly paying us a visit? I don’t know anybody who has ever met them, so why now?”

Tammi shrugged. “I’ve heard rumors, but rumors are usually BS.”

Finishing breakfast they put on their holsters, adjusted their tunics, and headed out for a day of law enforcement.

Usually being a cop in Femville just meant patrolling for the occasional male who found the town and didn’t move on, and arresting the rare male who met the psychological profile of a man who could change into a woman.

Not every person could change. It required a hardy individual with a healthy body and a stable personality.

In the last ten years the town had only grown by 67 men…ladies. Not many, but enough to justify an extra cop on the police force. Tammi had immediately requested Jane when that position had opened, and Jane proved amenable and perfectly suited to a life of easy chat and quick arrests.

At the station they greeted Roberta, who kissed Jane profoundly and pouted when Tammi said, “None of that. We have VIPs to take care of.”

They checked the town over, put up a couple of barricades on one street, and hung banners and American flags. At ten o’clock the first gunships began roaring overhead.

Jane watched the gunships with awe. An amazing amount of firepower for a small town in the sticks.

Tammi came up next to her. “So we finally find out the real truth behind Femville.”

“At first I always thought it was some mad scientist thing.”

“If you read Grace Mansfield books you’ll start believing in female supremacy and a secret society of women bent on ruling the whole world.

“But doesn’t everybody want to rule the world?”

Tammi sang softly:

Nothing ever lasts forever

Everybody wants to rule the world

It was the old Tears for Fears anthem, and Jane hummed along.

High above they could make out stealth fighters making large circles, then a V of five helicopters soared overhead. One of them descended to a field just outside of town. The field was originally built for football, but then the town had been taken over and the men expelled. Football had become less than interesting for the women remaining.

At the football field several Humvees were waiting, machine guns manned atop the vehicles. There was also a long limousine.

Tammi and Jane couldn’t see the field from their position at the bottom of the street, but they could see the streets above them fill with women. The roaring of the choppers, and expecting the visit, every woman was out and looking classy. No bathrobes for these VIPs, nothing but high heels, full make up and the sexiest dresses they had.

Down at the football field two men got out of the helicopter, ducked under the blades, and entered the limousine. The Humvees scurried to lead and follow, and about twenty men in suits, with little coils leading to their ears, began walking up the slight hill to the bottom of the street.

Tammi and Jane waited. They could see glimpses of the cavalcade coming up the incline.

“So, here we go.”

“Yep.”

The first Humvee came in sight and the first of the walking suits entered the town.

Jane and Tammi were taken note of, but left alone. They were recognized as law enforcement. The two women began walking up Main Street. Shortly the limousine entered town, and caught up to them just as they arrived at the courthouse.

The courthouse had been expanded in ten years, and it provided the largest room in town.

The limousine stopped next to the curb and the women of Femville pushed forward to get the first glimpse of the benefactors of their town. A line of suits formed in front of the limos and the first VIP stepped out. Tammie and Jane both gasped. The second VIP exited the vehicle, stretched, and waved to the gathered women. The third VIP stepped from the limo and the crowd cheered even louder.

The three men stepped onto the sidewalk, heading for the door to the courthouse. One of them stopped, beckoned to one of the cheering women. When she came close he put his nose to her hair and sniffed, one of the other men took the hair sniffer’s arm and pulled him into the building.

Jane and Tammi were allowed into the building and went up to a dais where the three men were seated. The suits recognized them and they were seated in two chairs right behind the three men. Next to them Roberta watched the proceedings with a smile.

One of the men, the one who hadn’t sniffed the woman’s hair, leaned over and whispered something into the other man’s ear. Since the hair sniffer was hard of hearing he had to speak loud enough that Jane heard him.

“…when you're a star, they let you do it. You can do anything. ... Grab 'em by the pussy. You can do anything.”

The hair sniffer laughed, then wiped a bit of drool off his chin. The third VIP adjusted the bra straps under this suit.

The courtroom quickly filled up, until women were standing in the aisles and peering in through windows.

Judge Landis stepped up to the podium.

“I know there have been many questions as to how Femville came into existence, and why, and the answer is simple. The direction of the world was hazardous. Nothing but wars, food shortages, diseases. The powers that were in charge at the time decided drastic measures were going to be needed to save the human race. They funded the research that resulted in the ‘super estrogen’ that we use to this very day. They established Femville, and have watched over us these many years. That Femville is a success is obvious. We have the happiest citizens, engaged in useful and worthwhile work, that the world has ever seen. But let me step aside so that you can hear it direct from the representatives of the powers that currently be. I present, she stepped aside and made a flourishing wave with her hand, “Bill, Donald and Joe.”

Bill stood up and waved and moved to the podium. He was the one wearing a bra and panties under his suit. Several woman fainted from sheer desire. He was old, white-haired, but his affairs were legend.

“My fellow Americans,” he began. “I was apprised of the existence of Femville on January 20th of 1993. I was told that women make better workers, that they can follow directions, and they were superior to men in every way. The scientists have told me that Femville bears this out, and I congratulate you. The world needs ladies like you, and we have great plans for Femville. Before we go into those plans I would like to let Joe say a few words.

Joe, the hair sniffer, stood up. He said a few words. Well, everybody thought it was words. It was hard to tell the way he was drooling, and it didn’t help that his false teeth popped out after a couple of words. But everybody cheered and he grinned, opened the front of his shirt to show white hair, then sat down.

“Thank you, Joe. Don? Would you like to say something?”

Don stood up. He was a big man with orange hair, and he frowned at everybody. “I just want to congratulate you ladies. You’re going to make America great again. Now let me tell you of a few of my accomplishments…”

An hour later Don sat down, and Bill stepped back in front of the audience. “You can speak to Joe or Don later, but right now I want to give you a capsule view of Femville and its importance to the world.

“Femville was created so we could make happier men. And it has worked. Man come here, they change, and they become sexy and more useful to our world.

“As we enter the future we will be making more Femvilles. More and more men will change and become useful. Soon our entire country will be changing. War will become a thing of the past. Except of course, for those silly men who refuse to change.

“There will still be men allowed. We do have breeding programs in place, and Washington will administer those plans, making sure that every woman gets enough loving. I assume that you ladies would like a little loving?”

The women in the courthouse clapped and stamped their feet.

Bill nodded and smiled. “Excellent. Then rest assured that we will be sending you more recruits for womanhood, and that you will have visitors that will require only your love. And that being said, it is time for us to stop all this hot air and get down the meet and greet of this here little confab.”

Bill left the podium to cheers. He stepped down and was quickly engulfed by sexy women. Manicured hands grasped for his pants. In seconds he was pulled through the room and into a side room where a bed had been set up.

Don stood up, and women charged the dais. They clawed at him with their red fingernails and kissed his very clothes. It wasn’t but a minute until Don was in another room. That room, too had been prepared with a big, heavy duty bed.

That left Joe, who sat in front of Tammi and Jane and Roberta and tilted his head to sniff the air.

Taking pity, Tammi and Jane moved up and lifted his arms. He managed to stand up, though his legs shook a bit.

He looked at each of them and grinned. “Are you here for me?”

“You bet, Joe,” said Tammi.

They escorted him off the dais to a third room. They threw him on the big heavy duty bed, and behind them Roberta clsoed the door. No men in suits now present, they took out their tasers and zapped Joe.

Joe shook for a while, but he was old, and fragile, and he succumbed to the tremendous voltage coursing through his body.

Jane looked at Tammi. “One down and two to go.”

“Then we can get going with the real work.”

Judge Landis entered the room, looked down on Joe’s corpse and smiled. “To think that they thought they could enslave women. Well, they’ll learn the hard way.”

“That we would conquer the world and still let a few old men be in charge…stupid.” Tammi snorted.

“And they think we’d be satisfied with who they choose for our loving. They must think we’re idiots!”

Judge Landis looked at Tammi and Jane, “Are you guys ready to take over the world?”

Tammi grinned. “Just say the word, boss.”

Jane said, “Just let me straighten my garters first.”

The three women chuckled, and the war was begun.

END

Author’s note: Oops, me bad, I made fun of politicians. But, sheesh, can’t those guys stop making wars and start fixing the economy? Don’t they know how expensive vibrators are getting? I don’t care who’s in charge, just do something right for a change, or I’ll keep making fun of you! ~ Gracie
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Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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Big
Sizzling

novel!

Slaves of Love (The Book)!
Feminized and enslaved

in a paranormal love story!
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Three
Complete
Novels!

Feminization by Grace!

Three red hot 1s of
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