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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Man, we got it all this time! From crossdressers to lesbians! From horror to enlightenment,  and men totally out of control!

This brings me to a question. If you feminize a man are you engaging in BDSM?

Some people claim not.

As an aficionado I say yes.

Of course there’s some hazy middle ground here, but to transform a body is a serious step. Change it enough and there is no going back.

I guess it really depends on the person being transformed. After all, some people can handle it, and others…not.

Can you handle it? Could you take one step, crossdressing, and not want to take the next step (perhaps hormones), and not take the next step (perhaps surgery), and finally lose your apples?

Hmmm.

Can you?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


In the Pillory at Femtown!

Feminization, pegged, and…castrated?

Let the punishment fit the crime!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love pillories. The guy is all locked up and nowhere to go. More important, his thingie has no place to go.

My delicate hands go exploring. I search for places where a man has never gone before.

He becomes drenched with perspiration. He keeps gulping. He begs.

And, when his begging has reached a certain point I…walk out laughing.

Oh, those silly men!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“What kind of a name is ‘Femtown?’

Ed was five foot six, a slender man, but wiry strong. He wore his hair long and had soft, brown eyes.

Amy was the same height, but weighed less. Her face was oval with red lips and long, blonde hair. She had a very large set of boobs.

“It’s a town run by lesbians,” she said. Any man entering town is spanked on the weenie.”

He glanced her sourly.

“Of course I’m joking,” she laughed. “But if you want to go to the next town to get our tires fixed that’s okay with me.”

They listened to the FLOP! FLOP! FLOP! of their tires on the pavement.

They had had the misfortune to run over a branch, and it took out their two front tires. Ed had replaced one with the spare, and moved the other front tire to the rear, and they were limping down the country road.

“What a way to start our vacation,” he grunted. “A day in Bumfuck, America.”

“Oh, it won’t be so bad. It’s a small town, they’re supposed to be having some kind of celebration, what could go wrong?”

Amy was looking at her cell phone, reading the write up on the small town.

“What, hunh! Well, as long as I can score some bourbon and Coke…I guess I can handle it.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll make sure you’re well lubricated.”

Ed grunted again, and tried to relax. They had a month off, and it was only a quick stop, so…what the heck.

The road curved slowly to the right, and within a quarter mile they passed a sign saying, ‘Welcome to Femtown!’

They passed a couple of houses, the road turned hard right, and they were on Main Street.

It was a quaint town. It had the old feel of Americana, with some buildings fronted by wood sidewalks. The buildings themselves were mostly vertical wood planks, large windows with shutters, and women in older style dresses.

“What’s with the wild west?” muttered Ed.

“It must be part of their celebration,” Amy smiled. “It’s very nice, really.”

Ed pulled into a gas station.It had a couple of self-service pumps, but the single car bay had the door down.

A young girl came out of the station and sauntered up to the car. She was pretty-faced and wore a pair of overalls. With no shirt. Her rather large boobs barely covered. She glanced at his flat tire and said, “Station’s closed, mister. ‘Less you want just gas.”

“Does it look like I want just gas?” seethed Ed.

Amy glanced at him in disapproval. You don’t take your disappointment out on the hired help.

His manner didn’t bother the girl, however. She just said, “You can park right next to the station and When Edna gets back she’ll fix your tires.”

“And when will ‘Edna’ get back?”

“Don’t rightly know. Festival just started, goes a week, but she’ll check on the station every once in a while.

“Where’s another gas station?”

“Five miles down the interstate.”

“Oh, piss!” Ed turned away in aggravation.

Amy moved in. “Is there a place we can stay until our car is fixed?”

“Oh, yeah. Couple of places. BNB on the next block. Then there’s the big motel at the other end of town, just beyond the park. Few other places, too, if they don’t work out. Might be full now that the festival is starting up.”

The girl went back inside after she had Amy’s cell phone number, and Ed and Amy were left to their own devices.

“Well, I guess we should head on down the street and find a place to stay,” said Ed.

They walked down the street and found the ‘Better Life BNB.’

“This is cute!” exclaimed Amy, inspecting the yellow painted building. It had three stories and had been built a hundred years ago.

“All the modern conveniences,” scoffed Ed.

Amy picked up a leaflet just inside the lobby and examined it. “They’ve got a hot tub and a pool in the back. And look at this breakfast menu!”

“Whoop ti doo.” Ed was in a surly mood, and growing surlier.

He hit the bell on the front desk and it dinged loudly.

“Just a moment,” came a voice from the rear.

They waited two moments, then a tall woman entered the room. She was wearing the old west dress, but showing much more bosom—and she had a lot of bosom to show—than women of the west had.

“Hi, folks. What can I do for you.” She appraised Ed with a hard glance, then focused her smile on Amy.

“We’ve got a flat tire, got to wait for it to be fixed.”

“Oh, lordy. That might take a day or three. Edna’s the mayor and she’s got lots of duties to attend to, with the festival and all.”

“Well, do you have a spare room?” Ed didn’t even try to control his attitude.

“We have one, but it’s small. Real small. I don’t usually rent it out, but I can see you folks are in dire straits.”

“No, we’re in Femtown,” Ed muttered under his breath.

The woman behind the counter gave him another hard glance. Then, politely, to Amy, “I can bring up a mattress for the floor, but that’s all I’ve got.”

“Is there any other place in town?”

The woman picked up the phone, conducted a couple of conversations, then gave Ed a flinty smile. “Sorry. Everybody else is filled up. The celebration, you know.”

Ed sulked, turned around and stared out the front window.

Amy moved in, glad to replace Ed as the one negotiating. “This is such a lovely town. What is the celebration for?”

The woman visibly preened. “We were founded some thirty years ago. Our founders, of which Edna is one, decided they didn’t like the discrimination they were experiencing in the big towns, so they started their own town.”

“So you’re celebrating the founding of Femtown?”

“We sure are. Women living in peace and harmony. We wrote our own town charter, and some fellows don’t much like it, but we make sure everybody’s got a voice.”

And there was an unstated addendum to her words, Or move on!

“A town for women,” Ed glanced at Amy, and it was obvious what he was thinking. She had made that statement about being a town of lesbians who spanked weenies.

Amy smirked. It was sort of funny.

“My name is Gerty, incidentally.”

“I’m Amy, and Mr. Grumpy over there is my husband, Ed.”

“I’m glad to meet you folks. Would you like the room?”

“How much?” asked Ed.

“Well, for the little lady, a dollar.”

Amy’s eyes opened up in delight.

“But for Mr. Grumpy there it’ll be $99.”

Ed was outraged, but Amy started laughing. At a hundred bucks it was in keeping with the pricing structures of the motels they had seen.

“We’ll take it. Any extra for the mattress?”

Now Gerty was grinning. “Naw. Let me just spray it for bed bugs…”

It was obvious she was joking, and Amy and her seemed to be on the same wave length.

“Hardee har har,” stated Ed.

Then Gerty reduced her smile and said, “During the celebration men folks have to abide by certain rules.”

Ed glanced sourly at her.

“What rules?”

“Well, you know those towns that have ‘Cowboy Days’ type celebrations?”

“Yes.”

“The men have to wear mustaches, look like they are real cowboys, that sort of thing.”

“So I’ll have to paste on a mustache?”

“Not exactly.”

“Well, what do I have to do?”

“This is a town for ladies, so you’ll have to look the part.”

“What? Wear a dress?” Now he was really angry.

“Nope.”

A pause, and Ed frowned.

“Boobs.”

Ed blinked, neither Ed nor Amy figured they had heard right.

“You’ll have to wear a pair of boobs. They’ve got to be big so there is no mistaking them, but…” she shrugged.

“I’m not wearing boobs! I’m a man, dammit!”

“Suit yourself, but if you’re caught without boobs you’ll be in trouble.”

“This is stupid.” Ed turned and walked outside.

Amy spoke nervously, “I hope you’re not offended.”

“Oh, Lord, no! That’s the way some men are. He’ll figure it out, but…I’ll tell you now, the Town Mothers won’t be wasting words with your man when they get a hold of him.”

“Well, I’ll try to talk to him, but…”

“I know. Men. Hunh!”

With that Amy signed the register, handed over the plastic, and went out to where Ed was sitting on the sidewalk.

Their room was on the third floor, and it was small. There was a very comfy and bouncy spring bed with a feather mattress.

The mattress Gerty brought up was an inch thick and hard packed. It was more like a thick piece of plywood than a mattress.

“Oh, jeez,” said Ed, feeling the toughness of the mattress.

“Make sure you read the rules,” smiled Gerty. She seemed to enjoy Ed’s irritation.

Amy sat on the mattress and bounced, and then lay back and sighed. “Oh, Ed. I’m sorry you have to sleep on the floor, but this mattress is heavenly.”

They changed their clothes, moving around each other and watching out for knees and elbows, then Ed read the rules.

“No smoking. Good. No chewing tobacco. All right. No pets…” he turned to Amy. “So far so good.”

But when he reached the last rule he stopped talking. “What the fuck?”

Amy stepped over to him and read the last rule.

“No poking during the day,” she read, then she giggled.

“What’s so funny?”

“You. No poking. How are you going to be able to stand it?”

“I’ll poke if I feel like it!”

She pulled him around and kissed him deeply, then giggled again. “Sorry, bozo, I like to follow the rules.”

“What? We can’t make love because some dried up old prune says so?”

Amy lowered herself and unzipped him.

Ed groaned as she took him in her mouth. She only sucked him for a minute, though. Just long enough to make him want to squirt, then she rose up.

“Sorry, honey. I think sucking is like poking.” She laughed and dodged out the door. Ed, of course, cursed.

Ed was in a foul mood when they took a walk through town. He was in such a foul that when he and Amy went downstairs Gerty started to warn him about the boobs then shut up. She looked at Amy and cupped her hands under her own sizables, then pointed her chin Ed.

All Amy could do was shrug.

So Gerty shrugged her shoulders back, and Ed and Amy went out the door.

It had been early when they had arrived, and the town had been fair vacant of people. It was later now, and people were out on the streets, going through the little shops, chatting on corners, and generally having a good time.

“Oh, look, isn’t this beautiful?” Amy was looking through the window of a millinery shop.

“You want to start wearing a hat?”

She turned to her hubby. “Now, Ed, you really are being a pill.”

She eyed him, and no matter that he was grumpy, he knew he had pushed it far enough. He would remain grumpy, but do so in the confines of his own mind.

“Sorry. You want to go in and look around?”

Amy smiled and patted his arm. “I want to walk and find a place to have breakfast.”

“Now you’re talking.”

So arm in arm they strolled.

They passed a dress shop, a shoe store, and various other businesses aimed at women.

But no shops aimed towards men. If there were places Ed could buy a suit or hunting gear, it wasn’t on this little street.

At the end of the block, right before the big circle around a park, they entered Sophie’s diner.

It was wood floored and all polished and clean. The tables were wood, round and had one pillar with claw feet built into them. The chairs were sort of an Amish style, but with bent wood backs.

“Two?” chirped the happy girl behind the counter.

“Two,” affirmed Amy.

Ed was look behind the counter. On the wall was a bra with two funky. looking breast forms. The sign under them: For Gentlemen ~ $5 a day.

Ed blinked. His mouth opened to say something, but the chirpy girl was already heading for a table in a corner.

Amy sat down, Ed being the gentleman and sliding her chair under her. Then he sat down, and blinked.

The chairs were slightly undersized. Nothing drastic, but he sure noticed.

And the table was a little low.

“Do you have more, uh, regular sized chairs and tables?” he asked as the girl placed menus before them.

“Sorry, sir,” she showed all her happy teeth, “but our chairs are designed for women. Would you like coffee?”

Amy did. Ed wanted a Coke, and he felt the table, his mind slowly trying to figure it all out.

“Femtown?” he hissed. “Wearing boobs? Undersized furniture?”

The waitress came with their coffee and Coke. “My name is Marnie and I’ll be serving you. Would you like some time? Or I can answer any questions.”

Amy ordered Eggs Benedict, with bacon just crisp, toast buttered just so, orange juice freshly squeezed, and on and on.

Ed was getting impatient. He usually did when women started giving their orders with their endless variations.

When his turn came he said, “Bacon and eggs over hard home fires biscuit.”

“A manly meal,” grinned the waitress. This gained a few brownie points from Ed, he liked being recognized as a man, and he asked, “How come the tables are all under-sized?

The waitress nodded, and said, “When Femtown was founded it was decided that all structures will be designed with the woman in mind. Doorways are smaller, you may have noticed that you had to duck your head when you came in.”

Ed had noticed.

“All furniture, all buildings, in the outside world are designed to the specifications, the height and weight and reach and so on, for a man. Here you will notice that a top shelf is never out of a woman’s reach. The Town Mothers have even requested that cars be constructed with the female body in mind, but we haven’t had much luck with that one. Maybe when women own the car companies,” and she grinned as if she was making a joke.

Amy had a funny feeling that it wasn’t a joke, that this woman, under her smiles, was a diehard zealot.

“And, I certainly don’t mean to offend you, but I would be remiss if I didn’t mention that men do get tickets if they aren’t properly accoutered.

Ed’s brows dipped.

Amy: “She’s talking about boobies, Ed.”

“Thank you,” said Marnie. “We do rent them, and you can get a custom fit at any dress shop, should you wish to go full en femme.”

“Full en…” Ed stared at her.

“Down at the doctor’s office they’ll even give you vacation boobs.”

“Vaca…what are vacation boobs?”

“They inject a temporary solution into your pectorals, lasts a month.”

“And men get these?” Ed was astonished.

“You’d be surprised. Or, well, you won’t be once the day gets started and you see the men.”

“Do men actually live here?”

“Oh, yes. Many men actually enjoy the Femtown lifestyle. It’s not for everyone, of course, but anyone who experiences being a woman, even for a little while, gains a good understanding of life.”

Ed just shook his head, and Marnie went to get their order started.

“Ed?”

“What?”

“I see that look in your eyes. Why don’t you just go along and get along.”

“Wear boobs?” The disgust in his voice was palpable.

“It wouldn’t hurt. It’s just a laugh. But I can see you’re boiling under the surface, and…you know…”

“I know…I know.” But his anger didn’t subside.

A town built for women, and men were the second class citizens. Having to wear boobs. This place was fucking crazy!

But he tried to keep these thoughts to himself.

The fact of the matter was that Ed, in normal circumstances, was a terrifically nice guy. But starting his vacation so poorly, getting the flat tires and experiencing Femtown, he was not himself.

The breakfast was delicious, which helped, but Ed was still a little tight-lipped when they left the diner.

The waitress looked at Amy and glanced up at the boobs on the wall. All Amy could do was shrug. The girl behind the counter shrugged, too. Men will be men, after all.

They crossed the street and entered the park.

For a city park it was larger than the town. Main Street split around it, and for the length of the park traffic was one way on each side.

Inside the park were a hundred trees, all lush and green. There was a maze on one side, an extra large playground for children, and booths were being set up for the celebration.

“Isn’t this wonderful?” cooed Amy for the umpteenth time. She was examining artwork that was predominately female.

The artists were female, the subject matter was female, and most of the onlookers were female.

There were a few men wandering through the park, and they all had boobs under their shirts…or blouses.

Yes, a few men had gone whole hog feminine and were wearing dresses and blouses and such. And it even looked like they were wearing female type lingerie under their clothes.

“Yeah, it’s fine.”

He turned to look at a couple strolling by. The man had the hugest tits Ed had ever seen, and they looked real. Were these some of those ‘vacation boobs’ he had been told about?

“Stop staring, honey.”

Ed stopped, for the moment, but the place was so bizarre he couldn’t help himself. Chairs that only women could sit in, and he had to stand. Men with boobs. This place was a nuthouse!”

“Sir?”

Ed turned.

The woman wore a town mounty outfit, complete with bulging breasts. Her Smokey hat was tilted, but didn’t hide her long, blonde tresses. She was sexy and smiling, but she was also no nonsense.

“Hi,” said Amy.

“Hi, ma’am. Sir, I have to let you know that you are in violation of town ordinance 1403c. All men must be properly accoutered, including the wearing of breasts.”

She had a ticket book in her hand.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Ed snapped. He had reached his breaking point.

“You may leave the park, and the town, if you wish. If you choose to stay you must be properly accoutered, or I shall have to give you a ticket.”

“Give me a—are you kidding me?”

“Ed?” Amy tried to wind him down.

“I’m not wearing tits! Not for nobody no how!”

“Sir, city ordinance requires—”

“Write me a fucking ticket then!”

The city cop licked her lips, which were plump and red and normally would have excited Ed, and began writing in her ticket book. She murmured, “Language, sir.”

“Ed, just put on some tits, or let’s just leave.”

“I’m in America! Dammit!”

The woman handed Ed the ticket.

“No, sir. You’re in Femtown, and the laws have been carefully considered so that—“

Ed ripped up the ticket.

The ticket didn’t even have his data on it. It could never be enforced. He hadn’t even signed it. It was just a friendly warning, a way to get men in the spirit of things. But it was having the opposite effect on Ed.

He ripped it up and threw the pieces on the ground.

The Femtown cop’s blue eyes turned icy.

She stepped back and put a hand on the butt of her pistol. “Sir. I’m going to have to give you a ticket, a real ticket, for littering.”

“Fuck your ticket and fuck your littering!”

The women had a whistle around her neck. She lifted it and blew it three times. Loud.

Ed frowned.

Amy tried to sooth him down and touched his arm.

He shrugged Amy’s arm off. No bitch cop was going to give him some phony, damn ticket!

Suddenly two more cops came through the crowd that was gathering. They were, like the first, official looking and quite busty.

“Come on,” said Ed. He turned, which spun Amy a little.

“Sir, halt.”

“Fuck you!”

One of the women stepped in front of him. She touched his arm and he shrugged it off. But he shrugged it off too hard, and the woman fell to a knee.

That was the moment some semblance of sanity reappeared in Ed’s mind. It was, of course, too late.

“Sorry, but—“ he would have bent and helped the cop to her. feet, but he couldn’t.

ZZZZZT! A pain in his left buttocks. The smell of burning flesh, then the whole world was shivering and shaking and the ground was coming up to meet him in the face.

He had only the one dim thought: They tasered me!

Ed was dazed after that. He was aware that he was helped to his feet, handcuffed, and staggered down the street. He heard people—women—talking. Amy was crying. Doors opening and closing, but not just doors, cell doors. A final ‘clank,’ then he was sitting on a hard bench, all alone, and wondering what had happened.

Ed didn’t spend a lot of time in jail. Within the hour court had been convened and two lady cops were standing outside his cell.

Now Ed was chastened. He was back to being himself, and he realized how stupid he had been. All along he had had choices. He could have taken the ticket, paid the ticket, even worn boobs. Heck, he could have driven through town on his flat tire and headed for the next gas station. Instead he had caused a scene, and he was all too aware that he might be charged with a serious crime, like resisting arrest, or battery on a police officer.

“Ed, we’re going to take you across the street to the courthouse. Stand up and back up to the door so we can cuff you.”

“You don’t have to cuff me. I’ll be nice. And I’m sorry for what happened.”

“Sorry, Ed. These are the rules.”

Ed backed up to the cell door and they reached through the bars and cuffed him, then opened the door.

Ed crossed the street between the two lady cops. He could feel their breasts on his arms as they transported him, and he was surprised to find that it was sort of exciting. At least, his dick thought so. It rose up a bit and made itself felt.

The courthouse was a standard courthouse. It wasn’t big, but it had the polished stone floors, good, exotic wood on the walls, a flag and everything.

They went upstairs and entered the courtroom.

“Ed!” Amy was standing to one side and would have come to him, but the lady officers wouldn’t allow it.

“Amy! I’m sorry.”

Then he was moved through the swinging gates and placed behind a table.

“All rise!”

The courtroom was filled with people, mostly women, and they all rose in respect.

A woman came through a door at the side of the court and ascended to the judge’s position. She was wearing a black gown, which gown protruded quite a bit in the chest. Her hair was long and flowed down the back of the gown. She was older, maybe fifty, but she was quite beautiful.

A bailiff spoke for a half a minute, ended with “Judge Edna Sands presiding. Be seated.”

Ed sat, then stood up and the charges were read:

1403c ~ Failure to be properly accoutered.

1698b ~ Failure to comply with an officer of the law’s proper instructions.

504 ~ Littering.

798f, subsection 14 ~ striking a police officer.

798f, subsection 14 ~ interfering with a police officer in the performance of her duties.

And on and on.

They were officially throwing the book at him.

Finally, Judge Edna addressed Ed. “Well, Mr. Johnson, you seem to have gotten yourself in a mess. Is that your car down by the gas station? The one with a flat tire?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She nodded.

For a moment Ed thought she might just kick him out of town. Tell him to get in his car, flat tires and all, and get out.

No such luck.

“Pity I didn’t have a chance to fix your car. That would have eliminated all this nonsense.”

“Ma’am? Can I say something?”

“It’s your trial, Mr. Johnson. Of course you can.”

“Well, I want to apologize. I really don’t know what possessed me. My wife is in court and she’ll testify that I have never done anything like this. And the officer that I struck, I just turned too hard and didn’t realize it. I do apologize to her and her fellow officers. I really didn’t mean to hit a lady. I would never…well, all I can do is ask for mercy. I was a fool and I’m sorry. It’ll never happen again.

Judge Edna nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Johnson. I appreciate your candor. Officer Smith?”

The cop that had first approached Ed stood up. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Were the actions that happened in the park as Mr. Johnson described them?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“So you don’t think he meant to strike anybody?”

“No, ma’am. And he did apologize, somewhat profusely, while in the jail cell.”

Ed didn’t remember that, he had been out of it, but he was glad to see that being tasered had returned him to some semblance of good sense.

The judge spoke to the other officers there, and even called on some of the citizens. In Ed’s favor, they pretty much to a woman agreed that it was a case of a man who didn’t show good sense; there had been no malicious behavior.

Still, Ed was guilty.

“Well, Ed, you have put me in a quandary.”

“I’m sorry. I—“

“It’s okay. We’ve heard the evidence, and I think I understand your frame of mind. I do believe that you didn’t demonstrate malicious intent, but you have broken several laws, and so I’m going to find you guilty, and pronounce sentence.

Ed’s heart was pounding, but there was nothing he could do.

He heard Amy sobbing behind him, and he turned and his eyes spoke of his sorrow.

“I’m sorry.”

Then the judge was speaking.

“Ed Johnson, being found guilty of the charges presented in this court I am sentencing you to $500 and five days in jail for littering. For striking a police officer Five years. For disturbing the peace…”

On and on it went, and Ed’s mouth opened. His life was ruined. He was receiving over ten years in jail! Over $10,000 in fines. He would lose his job, be a convicted felon, and…and…could he really expect Amy to wait for him?

Then, through the daze of his self-pity he heard the judge say: “All sentences to be put aside should Mr. Johnson accept the alternate punishment of enduring the public pillory for five days. He will receive fifty strokes each night. He will be properly accoutered with temporary implants. Punishment to take place during the evening when the children are not about.During the day he will be held in jail. Do you accept these conditions, Mr. Johnson?”

“I won’t have to go to jail?”

“Except for the daylight hours, no.”

“And the fines?”

“They will be dismissed upon completion of your sentence.”

Ed’s mouth was open in shock. His life had been destroyed, and now it was being given back to him. Of course he would have to endure a public pillory, and this fifty strokes a night thing…that sounded ominous.

“But you’re going to whip me?”

Judge Edna smiled. “Actually, due to Eighth Amendment considerations, no cruel and unusual punishment, your strokes will be applied with a rubber band. Indeed, by the end of your sentence you may even find that you like the strokes.”

Her voice was calm, her manner downright insouciant, but with a hidden humor.

“Would you like to have your sentencing put aside for public pillory and the conditions surrounding such punishment?”

“Oh, yes! Yes, your honor. And thank you. Thank you.”

Ed was turning grateful to all.

In the back of the courtroom Amy was smiling through tears as she wrung her hands.

“Very well, punishment is so amended. Are there any other matters to be taken up?”

There weren’t, and Judge Edna smacked her gavel down. “Court dismissed!


PART TWO

Ed was taken back to the jail, and he was a much relieved man. He was also very willing to do anything he could to appear as a nice fellow who had just made a mistake.

“So when does all this stuff start with the stocks and everything?”

The lady cops just smiled. “This afternoon. We have to make arrangements. Just be patient.”

Ed was patient, but it helped when Amy was allowed in to see him. They sat in the cell, and the cell door was open, and they talked and Ed apologized.

“Do you understand everything about your punishment, Ed?”

“I think so.”

“You’re going to have to get temporary boobs, those ‘vacation boob’ things.”

Ed gulped. “Oh, man. I know.”

“And I don’t know how far this ‘accouterments’ thing goes. It might mean make up and dresses, they could do a whole number on you.”

Ed hung his head. “I know.”

“Well, okay.”

The rest of the morning passed, then one of the cops came in, “We don’t have any arrangements of lunch. You want to go out and come back on your own recognizance?”

“You mean…just leave?”

The cop grinned a lopsided grin. “And come back.”

“Well, sure. I mean…and I’ll come back.”

The female officer nodded, turned serious, and said, “You know, you could just leave town and nobody would care.”

“What? But…”

“Your car’s been fixed. No bill. You can just hop in and drive.”

“But what about all the crimes I’ve committed?”

“We’re never going to follow up on that. Time and trouble, and for what? Some schmuck who got carried away.”

Amy was staring at Ed.

“So I could just leave.”

“Of course you could never come back to Femtown. But, yes. Just head on out and never look back.”

Ed sat on the bench, Amy holding his hand, and his mind was traveling a mile a minute.

He had broken the law. Sure, the law was stupid. But the punishment was stupid, too. Talk about your Eighth Amendment and cruel and unusual stuff…

He could just leave. He wouldn’t have to put on the stupid boobs thing, or wear a dress or any of the other crap.

Of course he wouldn’t be allowed to return to Femtown…but he didn’t really want to. The sooner he saw the dust of this town in his rear view mirror the better.

Amy was watching him with inscrutable eyes.

“Well, I just wanted you to be aware of that option. Femtown isn’t a mean place. It’s a place that exists through the kindness and honor of its citizens. The truth of the matter is that we don’t want to inflict a punishment on somebody who doesn’t want it, doesn’t agree with it…” she shrugged. “But why don’t you step out for lunch, and I’ll see you later…or not. Your choice.”

Ed and Amy walked out of the cell, walked past an officer sitting at a desk who smiled at them, and headed for the restaurant.

“Hi, Ed, Amy.” Marnie placed a couple of menus before them. “Coffee and Coke?”

They nodded, and Marnie headed for the counter.

“What are you thinking, Ed?”

“I guess it’s pretty obvious what I’m thinking. The real question is what are you thinking?”

Amy sighed. “I don’t know. I know you want to just hop in the car and leave.”

“And what would you think if we did that?”

“I’d be sad. But I’d get over it.”

“Why sad?”

“Because you screwed up, and you get a chance to pay the consequences.”

“Pay the consequences,” he repeated dully, thinking about her words, feeling them have an effect in the deep down.

“You always talk about people who live without consequences, how empty their lives must be. How this world would be a better place if people understood the consequences.”

Ed was silent. She was hitting him right where he lived.

“But, aside from that, the decision is yours. I love you, I’ll understand if you feel that you can’t do this. Whatever you decide is fine with me.”

They ate lunch. Amy had a chicken salad. Ed had a hamburger, and barely nibbled at it.

Consequences.

What he had done, and he was trying to get out from the consequences.

Yes, the punishment was cruel and unusual, but…was it? Being made to have boobs and wear stuff for a few days? What was the big deal?

Yes, he was a manly man, but shouldn’t manly men keep their word?

Amy watched him, watched how he was a million miles away, dealing with his own conscience.

Ed finished his lunch.

He paid and stood up, and walked out.

Amy held his hand and wondered which way he would turn. Left towards the jail? Or right towards his car.

He turned left and they walked slowly back to the jail.

He stepped into the structure and the two cops looked up. Then they both smiled quirky, happy smiles. And one of them said, “Welcome back, Ed.”

An hour later Ed was handcuffed and taken outside.

“How come the cuffs?”

“So you don’t escape.”

“But I didn’t escape at lunch.”

“Nope. You didn’t, and that was good. But now we’re getting official, and it’s my duty to make sure you adhere to your decision.”

Ed nodded.

“Of course, if you want to escape, I’ll take them off. Last chance, Ed.”

Ed sighed. “No. I guess you better leave them on.”

He was walked up the street to a medical building. He was walked in, through reception, and into an exam room in the back of the building. A doctor and a nurse were waiting, as was a tray of syringes and some large bottles of some kind of syrupy liquid.

“Hello, Ed. I’m Doctor Johansen. Why don’t you climb up on this table and lay on your back.”

The cuffs were taken off and Ed lay down. He knew that Amy was out in the reception area, waiting, but he was alone for this.

The doctor took out a grease pencil and began measuring and making marks around his pectorals.

He knew she was outlining boobs, marking places for injections.

“How long does this stuff last?”

“It’ll become hard—not really hard, but soft and bouncy hard—within seconds. After a month your body will break it down.”

“Oh.” Then: “Are they going to be big.”

The doctor glanced at him. “Yes. I’ve got orders to give you big boobs. Any problem with that?”

Ed swallowed loudly. “I guess not.”

 Doctor Johansen kept making marks on his flesh, going around his pecs, then she started injecting a solution into his chest. She went around and around, and Ed lay back and closed his eyes.

He was afraid to look. He was afraid he might suddenly start fighting.

“Almost done,” said the doc after an hour. “And I should tell you that I put a bit extra behind the nipples. You will be very erect.”

For a second Ed thought about erect, and translated it as an erect cock. Then he realized she was talking about his nipples. “Oh.”

“And,” she said, “you’ll have to wear a bra. Not when you’re in the stocks, of course. Your boobs hanging in that position won’t be a problem. But if you don’t wear a bra while standing or sitting your skin will stretch and you would get stretch marks. Okay, officer Davis. Take him out the back.”

Ed sat up and the nurse helped him put on a bra.

His chest was, to his eyes, mammoth. And even not to his eyes. The doctor had certainly delivered. His chest was a forty, and his boobs were triple Fs, or maybe bigger.

Yet, because of his male body, they weren’t out of proportion. He just looked a little…stacked.

The nurse helped him into a gown, one of the ones that opened in the back, and Officer Davis took over.

“We’re going to go out the back and down an alley. Rosie’s Dress Shop.”

“Could you tell my wife?”

“I’ll tell her,” offered the nurse.

Ed was taken out the back door of the medical building. As he walked he was stunned.

“How you doing, Ed?”

“I’m…off balance. And I’m…I can’t believe this…I’m jiggling, and bouncing. Are all girls like this?”

“You know they are, if their boobs are big enough,” Officer Davis chuckled.

“I didn’t even know your name.”

“Just Officer Davis to you, convict.”

Ed had to laugh, she had delivered the line perfectly.

And, he felt happy.

He was embarrassed, his face was redder than a monkey’s butt, but…he felt happy.

In a way, he felt proud. He had big tits, and he never expected to feel this way.

They entered the back of the dress shop, and a moment later Amy entered through the front door.

“You must be Ed Johnson,” said the woman in the store. “And you must be Amy. I’m Shiela.”

They both gave wan smiles, and the woman went straight to work.

“While you’re not in the stocks you’ll be wanting to be 100% female. That means your lingerie, your dress, and make up, of course.”

“Of course,” murmured Ed, wondering what he had gotten himself into.

“First things first, we’re going to have to get rid of your manly hair.”

Ed touched his head in panic.

“No,” grinned Shiela. “Just your body hair. Let’s go in the bathroom and Nair you.”

In the bathroom Shiela told him to take off his gown, and Ed was extra embarrassed. “I’ve got…I’ve got…”

“I know. A boner. Almost every man does when he starts dressing up. In fact, I’d be a little worried if you weren’t erect. But don’t worry. I’ve got a couple of things that will reduce you.”

“You do?”

Shiela had his gown off and began coating his body with Nair. She smiled up at him when she coated his groin. “Like that?” She stroked his cock.

“Oh, fuck!”

“No fuck, just a little play. You’ll get used to it,” she chuckled.

She stroked him until he almost came, then stopped and pushed him into the shower.

Ed watched with mixed feelings as his hair swirled down the drain. His cock area was now totally bald, and it felt incredible. And it made him look bigger.

Shiela dried him off and gave him a bra. The new one was a shelf bra, and his nipples, so very erect, peeked over the lip of the bra.

“What are you going to do about…about…”

“Your weenie?” She chuckled at the look on his embarrassed face.

“There’s hard core, you take a shot and are chemically castrated for a month. You’d be surprised at how many men choose that. Then there’s a gaffe. That’s tight fitting underwear that will pull your cock between your legs and out of sight. Most men don’t like that one. The most preferred method, we put you in a chastity tube.”

Ed blinked.

“Well, you think about it.” She completed putting the bra on him, and stroked his hair.

“You’ve got lovely hair. I’ll call Georgette at the salon so she knows what she’ll be working with. Now then, let’s talk about garters and nylons…

An hour later Ed walked out of the dress shop. His hands were no longer cuffed, but where was he going to run to while wearing a dress and high heels?

“You looked beautiful,” whispered Amy, holding his hand.

“Well, I feel…something.”

“Part embarrassed and part horny, if I can make my guess,” offered Officer Davis.

Ed blushed, and was guided into a salon.

For an old town, the salon was high tech. There were stations and sinks and curlers and hoods and…just about everything a woman wanting to be beautiful needed.

“Ed Johnson!” exclaimed a pert brunette. “My name is Georgette!

Georgette put Ed in a chair and had him lean back. “We’re going to wash your hair, then, while it’s drying, we’ll make you up.”

Ed lay back and felt the wonderful feeling of his body being taken care of. Then he jerked.

“What are you doing?”

A girl was holding his hand on a tray. “Doing your nails. Is that okay?”

Was it okay? Ed was, under it all, sort of terrified. But what could he do? “Oh, uh. Yeah.”

Amy sat down in a chair opposite him and picked up a fashion magazine. She kept glancing up every once in a while to check on his progress.

His hair was washed and large curlers were put in it. He was going to have waves down to his shoulders.

His toes were painted, then he received long, sharp nails. Also painted a bright red.

Ed lay there, and he was so very aware that his cock was hard. Shiela had told him about the methods for making the cock go down, but none of them had been done to him. Then Georgette stepped in front of him.

“Ed, I see that you’ve got a problem. Would you like to be chemically castrated, wear a gaffe? Or a chastity tube?”

“He’d like to be castrated,” Amy interjected.

Ed’s mouth dropped open. “But…you don’t want me to be able to get hard?”

“Ed, you have thoroughly embarrassed me. The judge may have let you off, but I’m not so kind. I want you soft for a month, and I’m going to play with you every day for that month. By the time you’re able to squirt again you will be a properly chastised man.”

“Uh,” said Georgette. They both looked at her.

“While I appreciate the byplay here, the fact of the matter is that it is Ed’s choice.”

“Well, Ed?” Amy asked.

Ed looked at his wife. He looked at Georgette. He looked at the ladies in the salon who were all watching with big grins. He looked at Amy again, and he could see the thin line of her lips. She was serious.

He gulped and said, “I’ll take the chemical castration.”

Amy smiled. “We’re going to have so much fun.”

“Okay,” Georgette spoke briskly. “After you leave here head back to the doctor’s office and she’ll take care of you.”

Ed was very sober now. He had saved his marriage, but…a month of no boners?

Ed sat and Georgette worked on his face.

She explained what she was doing, cleansing him, priming him, and doing the various other things that would make him pretty.

To Ed it felt like the hairs on his head were standing up. And it made him even harder. At this point he was almost looking forward to the  temporary castration.

Finally he was done.

He stood up and Officer Davis moved up next to him. “You’re very pretty, Ed. Downright gorgeous, but, sorry to say, you’re going to have to wait to get castrated.”

“What?”

Ed was spinning a bit in the mind. Everything was getting to be too much, and he was breaking with reality.

“It’s getting too late. Time for your punishment, and you can get your castration tomorrow.”

“Oh,” he muttered.

Officer Davis, with Amy following, walked Ed down the street towards the park. Ed held a purse in front of himself so his boner wouldn’t bulge in his dress.

Oddly, no one seemed to take notice of him.

He was just another guy in a dress. One with big boobs, but still just a guy.

They walked into the park, across the sward, and into a medium sized tent.

Ed stopped and looked at the pillory.

It was a plank with three holes in it. One for the neck and two for the hands.

“Please take your clothes off.”

“I…really?”

“Part of the rules.”

Ed moved stiffly as he removed the dress.

“Lingerie, too.”

Ed took off his garters and nylons and high heels. Now he was just in a bra.

“Bra, too.”

Ed took off his bra, Amy needed to help him, and stood shivering. It wasn’t cold, but he couldn’t stop.

Officer Davis lifted the top plank. “Place your head and hands in the holes..”

Ed placed his neck in the hole and his two hands in the holes next to it.

Officer Davis lowered the plank gently and locked it.

Ed was naked, and his cock was really hard now. It pointed down from behind the bar. His balls were shiny.

“Okay, Ed, I’ll be outside. ”

“When will this be over?”

“Usually two o’clock. This being a weekend it may stay open later.” She turned to Amy. “Amy, if he needs to relieve himself there is a can over there, and feel free to feed him or give him drink.”

“Whiskey,” croaked Ed. His eyes were rolling around in panic. He was having a rough time.

“Sure. Whatever you want.” To Amy: “Not too much, though. We don’t want to tack on a public drunkenness charge.”

Then Officer Davis left.

Ed stood in the stocks. He wasn’t uncomfortable, He knew he would get sore after a while, but he was okay. Except for the panic in his mind.

“Can you cover me up down there?”

Amy smiled. “They undressed you for a reason.”

“Oh.”

“Do you really want me chemically castrated?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Did I really embarrass you that much?”

“You certainly did. In fact, if it was my choice I’d ask that you be soft for a year.”

She started to laugh. “Oh, Ed. You should see your face. I have never seen you look so sad in my life.”

“Well, yeah.” A little moisture built in the corners of his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled.

Amy laughed some more, then said, “I’ll go get you a bourbon and Coke. Will that be all right?”

“Yes. Please.”

Still chuckling Amy left the tent.

Ed stood silently. How had he ever gotten himself in this mess?

Suddenly he heard a child pipe up, “Mommy! Can we go in there?”

“Sorry, ma’am, this exhibit won’t open until the park goes adults only.”

The child complained, but the mother walked her away, and Ed sighed in relief.

Officer Davis looked in and grinned. “Saved your ass again, convict.”

Ed just groaned.

Amy came back. She had a bottle of bourbon, a six pack of Coke, a bag of ice and a small package of red solo cups.

“Oh, thank you.”

Amy smirked while she poured, then produced a package of straws. She held the cup for Ed, and he sipped greedily.

Then Amy offered Officer Davis a drink.

“Sure.”

“Aren’t you on duty?” asked Ed.

“Oh, this is just volunteer work. It doesn’t count. Say, this is good bourbon.”

“Whistlepig. Piggyback. Ed loves it.”

“Convicts do have such good taste,” and both women laughed and did some more sipping.

An hour passed, the sounds from outside the tent changed. The giggle and chatter of little voices left, and the flaps of the tent were suddenly pulled back and tied.

Ed stared out as a crowd gathered.

Women. With a few men with tits.

One of the onlookers looked up at the top of the tent. “The sign says dangerous? Does he bite?”

Laughter, and Ed felt mortification sink to his bones.

Amy stepped and said, “Naw. Except for maybe a little cunnilingus.”

Ed stared at his wife. Officer Davis laughed.

Two women came in. “He certainly doesn’t look dangerous. Are you his wife?”

Then commenced a conversation about how men were such slobs and what did Ed do to deserve his punishment and…could they feel him?

“I certainly don’t mind, though I would be careful, he might spit.”

The two women giggled, and there were a few guffaws from the crowd looking into the tent. Then the two women moved forward.

“He’s so cute,” said one of the women. “Does he dress up at home?”

“This is his first time.”

Ed jumped as a hand encircled his penis.

“My, he’s a hard one, isn’t he.”

“Only until they give him a shot of Lupron,” explained Officer Davis.

Then commenced a conversation about chemical castration and how it could be tailored for one month, three, six or a year.

“How do you feel about that, big dick?” One of the women asked Ed.

“Not too good,” he managed to say.

The woman began stroking. “So if I get him off right now…it’ll be his last cum for a month?”

“That’s right,” agreed Officer Davis.

“Then I should be very careful,” she said slowly, “to not let him cum!” She let go and everybody cackled.

Ed’s dick throbbed and bounced.

There was more talk, usually to Ed’s detriment, then the other woman wanted to stroke him.

“Oh, God!” moaned Ed.

When the woman had him just about ready to cum she let go. “That’ll teach you, you naughty boy.”

Again a gale of laughter.

Ed’s cock was red and starting to drip now.

Another woman came into the tent, this one with her husband.

The woman went right for his weenie. Her husband was only interested in his tits.

“Look at it drip!”

“Are your nipple always so stiff?”

Amy answered, “The doctor gave him a shot right behind the nipple, really made it erect.”

“Well, it’s beautiful. I’ll have to see this doctor. Does this most dangerous man like to take it from behind?”

“Hey!” objected Ed. He was totally helpless if somebody wanted to do that to him.

“Only if he asks for it,” pronounced Officer Davis.

“Oh, that’s something he should ask for,” said the women. She kept stroking his penis and used her other hand to touch his brown button.

“Hey!” Ed wiggled.

There were a lot of laughs, but the woman didn’t do anything more than touch him.

The problem was, it felt good. It made Ed’s peeny stiffer, and drip harder, and even when she stopped touching him it felt good.

“Better just give in, Ed,” said Officer Davis. “The more you resist the more they’ll want it. And I’ll tell you, having your back hole played with can be excruciating. After a while you’ll be begging for it.”

“You women are all perverted!” Ed half yelled.

Which caused a lot of laughter.

One of the women leaned down and nibbled on his ear and said, “Of course we are, Ed. And so are you, if you’d just relax a bit.

“You know,” said one of the men, fondling Ed’s breasts, “when he takes the Lupron he’ll wish he had a boner.”

The ladies looked at him. “My point is that if you could get them to wait a bit to administer it, everybody could enjoy his dingus more. At least, he’d feel it better and it would make his punishment all the sweeter.”

There was much discussion concerning this, and Officer Davis finally said, “You could petition the judge. She might like that idea.”

Ed blathered a bit, but it was getting hard to talk. His dick was throbbing and his head was getting a sex buzz.

And a petition was started. One of the ladies had a spiral ring book in her purse, which she donated, and people began signing the petition.

Ed groaned. Half from the idea of what they were doing to him, and half from the idea of having his castration put off. By now, so many women playing with him, even getting under him and sucking his breasts, he thought maybe castration would be beneficial. Maybe it was the only way he could withstand the next few nights.

The petition grew. More and more signatures. Whether the people lived in the town, or were just there for the festival, they all wanted to put off Ed’s castration. Many people thought it quite hilarious to bring him to the edge again and again, to get him so horny he couldn’t stand it, then deny him, completely, for a month.

And a second petition was started this one for making his time of castration last a year.

Officer Davis pulled Amy to the side and whispered, “Don’t worry, the judge won’t be wanting to do that.” Then she paused, considered, and said, “Unless maybe you wanted it. As an interested party your voice would certainly be heard.

Amy thought about that.

She loved Ed.

But she loved sex.

But…what if she could spend a year with him wearing a strap on? Wouldn’t that be punishment enough for what he had done?

The truth was she was still angry about how he had embarrassed her. It was something to think about.

And so the night went.

Ed was stroked, and stopped, till his peeny was purple and oozing a continuous stream of pre-cum.

Men and women admired his large breasts, and there were lots of jokes about when was he going to lactate.

Women leaned forward and kissed him on the lips.

His balls were played with…a lot.

But the worst, for Ed, was how many women couldn’t keep their hands off his backside. They petted his ass, traced his crack, and stuck their fingers into him.

It seemed that the longer he was there the more he was desired.

Every once in a while Amy would feed Ed some bourbon and Coke, and that was probably the only thing that saved him.

Finally, the night ended.

Ed was unlocked to cheers. He stood and wavered, then Amy and Officer Davis helped him out of the park.

They helped him up to the bedroom in the BNB, and he collapsed on the thin mattress.

Then, him instantly snoring, Officer Davis turned to Amy. “Would you like some company?”

Amy was already starting to take off her clothes, and she stopped. “Do you mean…?”

“I do,” and Officer Davis moved in slowly, making sure it was all right with Amy. Their lips met and they rolled onto the bed.

Beside the bed Ed slept.

Interestingly, Ed woke up and felt great. He had a surfeit of sexual energy, his cock was totally bonered, and…he couldn’t stop thinking about the hundreds of hands that had pleasured him, teased him, stroked him, and kept him on the edge all night long.

He sat up on the mattress and yawned, and blinked. Officer Davis’s belt and holster, and the rest of her clothes, and her lingerie, were hanging on the bedpost.

Ed turned his head and opened his mouth.

Officer Davis lay entwined with his wife. She was sleeping and giving light snores.

Amy was looking over the cop’s shoulder at him. Question was in her eyes. Is it okay?

Ed said, “Oh. Oh…wow.”

He got up and got dressed. It took a while. He was trying to be silent, and he was unfamiliar with how to put his lingerie and dress on.

Amy got up and helped him.

They tip toed down the steps, Ed’s boner leading the way.

Gerty was sitting behind the counter when they reached the ground floor, and she looked up and smiled. Then she looked down at Ed’s bulge. She handed him a sweater. “Tie it around your waist and nobody will notice.”

He did, they thanked her, and headed for the diner.

Marnie greeted them, brought them Coke and coffee and they ordered breakfast.

“How was it last night?” she asked Ed.

“I’ll never recover,” he said, stripping the paper off the straw.

Then Ed and Amy sat and ate.

“What are you thinking about,” asked Amy.

“I’m thinking that if things keep going, I’m going to be begging for a little anal action.”

Amy smiled. “And what do you think about waiting until the end to get castrated?”

“Yeah,” he said. In his answer was agreement, and apprehension, and an understanding of just how horny he was going to get.

“You know, Ed. When you get castrated you’re going to be horny, and they tell me that you’re going to stay horny. You’ll be all juiced up, but no way to release that juice.”

“I’ll be spermed up,” he said.

“Yes. Spermed up. So what do you think about getting a shot so you can be horny longer? Wouldn’t you like to be horny for a year?”

Ed was silent. The thought was intriguing. After a long moment he said, “I don’t know. Let’s see how the next couple of nights go. I have a feeling the judge is going to make me wait for that shot, anyway.”

Amy smiled.


EPILOGUE

The week of Ed’s punishment passed. Every night it got worse. He got harder and dripped more, and more and more women crowded into the tent. It was almost as if they knew something was happening with him, and they wanted to be part of it.

On the last night Judge Edna came by. She cleared the tent and looked at Ed. She asked him serious questions about what he wanted. She had received petitions, but she wanted to talk to Ed and make sure that what he got was what he wanted.

Finally, satisfied, she left the tent.

A few minutes passed, and Amy came in. She was wearing a strap on, which was only right because she should be the one to deflower her hubby.

But after she was done they lined up, and Ed was treated to a ‘honeymoon’ the likes of which no one had ever seen.

All night the women lined up, along with a few men, and Ed paid the price for his crimes.

And, finally, when the night was over and the dawn was approaching, Doctor Johansen entered. She had her black bag and she took out a syringe.

“Now, Ed, remember, this is for a year. And I’ll be glad to give you implants when your vacation boobs wear off. Are you sure this is what you want?”

Ed looked at Amy, who nodded and smiled, and he smiled…and he nodded.

Doctor Johansen pushed the needle into his butt, pressed the plunger, then withdrew the needle.

“Okay, Ed. Anything else I can do for you?”

Ed gave a last smile. The Lupron was surging through his veins. In a short time his boners would be done for the year. He would be a woman for a year, and make love the way a woman does, except for the times when he would be wearing the strap on.

He said, “Do you know a good realtor?”

Doctor Johansen patted his back and said to Officer Davis. “His punishment is over. You can unlock him now.”

Officer Davis produced the key to the pillory and said, “Heck, doc, his punishment is just started.

Then Ed was loose and Amy was holding him.

His cock was dripping. It would go down, become limp, but it wouldn't stop dripping. Not for a year.

END
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The Crossdresser and the Lesbians!

Chastity provides a severe adjustment!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I’ve always wondered. I’m not a lesbian, but I know lots of lesbians, and they are fascinating.

I know lots of crossdressers. More than most people. Very interesting people.

Would a man who was a crossdresser be considered a lesbian if he loved women?

Lesbian refers to women, and no matter how much make up a man puts on, he’s still got a penis.

Now if he went trans, and had his junk removed…hmmm. Maybe then you could call him a lesbian, but…I don’t know.

I do know that most women want their men to have peenys. And even lesbians own a lot of strap ons.

Just thinking, you know?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“I’m sorry, honey. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone!”

“It’s okay,” Johnny sympathized. “I know your mother hasn’t been feeling well, and it’s only right that you help take care of her.

Johnny, in spite of his consoling manner, was exulting on the inside. Weeks, maybe months, all by himself. His boner was already growing.

“”That’s so understanding of you.”

Nancy was shoving lingerie and clothes into a couple of suitcases, and Johnny stared surreptitiously at her figure.

She was stacked, with a thin waist.Her face was classic, with red, lips and deep, blue eyes. Her hair was a sleek shine of blonde.

Sometimes Johnny wondered why he was so perverted. Why did he harbor such secret desires when he had a loving wife who looked so gorgeous.

But he was. And there was nothing he could do but live with it.

“Honey? Can you grab me the black heels and my good running shoes?”

Johnny popped into the closet, found the desired items and popped right out. He put the shoes on the bed and Nancy tucked them into the suitcase. “I’m going to drive in my regular shoes.”

She stood and mused, an elbow in one hand, as she figured out what she was going to need.

“Don’t forget the kitchen sink.”

“Oh, shut up,” she laughed.

She put make up in a small kit and placed that on the chair next to the door.

“What else…what else?” she asked herself. She went into the bathroom and looked for anything she might have forgotten.

Johnny went to the dresser drawer and opened it. He took out a vibrator and snuck it into her suitcase. He closed the suitcase and locked it just in time.

“Oh, thank you. Do you want to take it out to the car?”

Johnny picked up the suitcase and took it out to the car. He put it in the trunk and went back into the house for the other suitcase. Then he retrieved her make up case.

Nancy went through the closet, checked in her purse, made sure she had a charger, her tooth brush, everything and anything she might need for an extended visit to her mother.

Finally, she was ready. The car was packed and she couldn’t find anything else that she might need.

They were standing in the kitchen when Johnny said, “Don’t worry. If there’s anything else you need I can send it to you.”

Nancy hugged her hubby, then kissed him a good one.

“Woo!” he muttered.

“And we haven’t even made love these last few days!”

“I’ve been abused,” agreed Johnny.

With that, Nancy hugged him again, and reached into his pants. She kissed him and stroked him.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Johnny when they broke.

“That’s just a reminder,” grinned Nancy. “Think about that in the long years to come.”

“Years?” he yelped.

“Maybe a decade or two.”

“Oh, no!”

She jacked him some more, then knelt and took him in her mouth.

Now Johnny really was sorry that she was leaving.

But, he couldn’t stifle the excitement building in his chest at the thought of being left alone for a while.

Nancy let go of him and he nearly fell over. Her mouth had been that heady.

“Well, got to go,” she giggled.

They went out to the car and Nancy slid behind the wheel. “I love you, Johnny. Thank you for understanding.”

“Hey. Your Mom is family, and you have to take care of your family.”

Nancy sighed. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

She backed out of the car and into the street. With a final wave she zoomed the car down the road.

Johnny waved from the edge of the street, then, her tail lights disappearing around a corner, he sighed, and smiled, and headed back into the house.

He closed the garage door and locked it.

He went through the house and closed all the doors and locked them.

He secured all the windows and drew all the drapes.

He went back into the garage, climbed on top of the washing machine and reached up to the crawl space.

Smiling, his fingers snagged a cardboard box. He lifted it down and headed back to his room.

He went into the bathroom and got down the bottle of Nair. He spread the goop over his body, making sure he had a thick coating in his groin and under his arms.

While the depilating formula did its work he walked, naked and covered with goop, into the kitchen. He got down a glass and filled it with ice. He poured some Horse Soldier Small Batch Bourbon into a glass, added some Coke, and took a sip.

“Oh, yeah!” he wheezed. Then he headed back to the bathroom and into the shower.

His hair came off smooth as silk. His skin felt so fine and sensitive, and his nipples were erect.

He shivered and dried himself off, then slathered body cream over his body. It smelled like roses, and his skin felt so alive.

Then he set to work on his nails.

It had taken him a good while to figure nails out, especially the fake nails, but now he was good at it.

He held his body in position and stroked red paint on his toes. then he shaped and fitted long ovals onto his fingers and painted them.

He admired his hands and feet briefly, then began working on his face.

Again, practice had made perfect, and he cleansed and primed and did all the things to make his face a perfect canvas.

He shaped his eyebrows, being careful not to go overboard. He wanted a unisex look that would not alarm his wife when she got back home.

He colored his lids, lengthened his eyelashes, and use eyeliner.

Finally, his face feminine looking, the angles softened, his eyes looking big and brown, he applied lipstick.

He sat and looked at himself for a long minute. He loved this look, and often wondered why men didn’t use make up, or even why he hadn’t been born a woman.

He put stretch tape on his skin, pulled his pecs inward so that they gave him a slight bit of cleavage. He used make up to shadow the cleavage and make it appear bigger.

Finally, he put on a bra that compressed his chest and forced his pecs up and out. It looked like he had A cups, or maybe even bigger.

Now came the tough part. Fortunately, he had been drinking, and that helped.

He got out his chastity tube and forced his rod into it.

It was tough, in spite of the booze he tended to stay large.

But he made it. And he locked the tube, then pulled it back between his legs and used a bit of tape to secure it. Now he would have no boner bump in his dress.

He took out his prostate massager and lubed it, then inserted it. It always made him gasp when he felt himself get full.

Panties. Thongs, actually, and the string up his butt totally excited him. Especially the way it rubbed on his massager.

He looked in the mirror. A boyish body, but the slight boobs made it girlish.

He wished he could have real tits. Big ones, like his wife.

Oh, well. If wishes were fishes all sharks would be stacked.

He giggled, and went into the kitchen to pour another drink.

Returning to the bedroom he put on a garter belt and nylons. He had to sit on the bed to do this, and he loved the way his body weight forced the massager deeper into him.

He chose a mulberry silk slip dress. It fit his form perfectly, and he had just enough cleavage showing, and legs, that it made him even more feminine.

High heels. It had taken him a while to be able to navigate in them, but he was not pretty good at it. On those rare occasions that he got to practice he could make his heel slick pretty good. He loved that powerful sensation of clicking heels.

He was almost done. All that was left was to brush his hair. He sat at Nancy’s vanity and began pulling a brush through his tangles. He wet the brush a bit, gave the handle a twist every once in a while, and styled the hair so it curled along his chin line.

And, finally, he was done.

He poured himself another drink, turned on the music in the dining room, pushed chairs back and began to sway with the music.

He pretended he was a woman. He pretended he had no cock. He pretended the world was his oyster, and he was hungry.

He moved his hips, inside the chastity tube his cock tried to get hard, but all it could do was try.

He rubbed his nipples and humped the door jamb.

He wanted this. He was in the excitation phase of sex, and he loved it. He wanted to stay like this forever.

He drank some more. He danced. He went out the garage door and stood in the shadows and imagined he was free to walk, to drive his car, to go anywhere. A woman.

If only…if only.

Finally, he went back into the house. It was getting late, and he wanted to watch a little porn.

He called up Findtubes and went to top right to Our Network. He was presented with almost 45 different sites. Anything he wanted. From Lesbians to Old Matures to…whatever.

Now his true horniness started. Watching the models do their thing made him hornier and hornier, but there was no way he could touch his dingus. It was locked up for the night.

As he got hornier and hornier he played with his nipples and rocked back and forth on the edge of his swivel, it pushed the prostate massager around and he honestly felt like he could cum that way.

He drank a little more, watched a little more, rocked a little more, and he felt dizzy.

He thought about removing the chastity tube and jacking off, but he knew he had pushed it too far. No, better to just stagger back into the bedroom, enjoy his state of mind, his state of body, his potentially enormous boner that was hiding in his chastity tube.

Tomorrow he would masturbate. He would continue his crossdressing and self edging.

Tomorrow.

He lay down on the bed.

He flopped onto his stomach and listened to his breathing, felt his peeny squirming in frustration. Felt his heinie throbbing, his prostate so excited, he wanted to cum, but…not now…not….

It was a four hour trip to Nancy’s mother’s house. It wasn’t a bad four hours, just a boring four hours. Fortunately for Nancy, she wasn’t going to her mother’s house. Instead, she went over to her best friend’s house. Charlene Peters, ‘Char’ for short, lived on the other side of town.

Fifteen minutes after she left her house Nancy pulled into Char’s garage. Her friend closed the garage door, then went to the driver’s door and opened it.

Nancy got out and hugged her friend.

After a moment Char invited her into the house.

They sat at a table and Char poured them a couple of wine coolers. They sipped and sat and Nancy thought.

“So you’re really going to leave him.”

Nancy nodded.

“Well, you know I think it’s a mistake.”

Nancy looked up. She was in a weird state of mind. on hand she was happy she had finally made a decision. On the other hand…it was the death of a marriage.

“Tell me why it’s a mistake.”

“I’ve told you before.”

“Tell me again. I really need to think this through.”

Char sipped her cooler, sat back, and proceeded to pontificate.

“The main reason is that you haven’t talked to him. You haven’t sat down and spoken your mind, let him know what he’s doing that’s driving you away.

Nancy grunted. It was true.

“And let’s look at why you want to leave him.”

“He doesn’t like sex.”

“That’s not a great reason.”

“Sure it is. I’m a woman. I want to be loved. There’s even times I want him to throw me down and do me.”

“And the other side of that,” Char observed, “is that there’s probably times when he would like you to throw him down and do you.”

Nancy sighed.

“Come on, girl friend. Talk to me.”

For hours they talked. Slowly Char chipped away at her friend’s reasoning. And emotions rose and Nancy had a good cry. And, in the end, she decided to go home and confront her husband.

“Will you come with me?”

“What for?”

“To be my conscience. To provide moral support. To make sure I don’t go off my rocker.”

“Okay.”

So the two friends, now a little soused, but not too much, giggled and got into Nancy’s car. Nancy drove, making sure she avoided cops and obeyed all laws. She pulled into her driveway at four in the morning.

The two girls stepped out of the car, swayed a little, and went to the front door.

Nancy was giggling, but it was a forced sort of giggle, a drunken chortle as she contemplated what was about to happen.

She turned the knob, except it didn’t turn.

She frowned, “That’s funny,” she whispered. “We never lock the door.

“I think the garage door was open an inch.”

They went back to the front of the garage and, sure enough, the door was open an inch.

Johnny had stepped outside, into the shadows, and while he had made sure everything was locked up tight, he had forgotten to lock the garage door again when he went back inside the house.

The door was a bit heavy, so Nancy only opened it a few inches, just enough to slide into the garage. Not enough to make a racket that would have awakened Johnny.

The girls entered the kitchen. It was dark, no lights but the clock on the stove and the microwave, the door of which had been left ajar.

Now they tip toed, careful not to make a sound.

Why they tip toed wasn’t exactly clear to them. Nancy should have been making regular noises, hoping to awake Johnny without surprising him.

Not that Johnny would awake. He was slumbering the deep sleep. One could have pounded on a drum and he would have simply turned over and snored.

They went down the hall and Nancy stopped at the computer room. The computer was on, the bright light of the screen illuminating the room.

Puzzled, Nancy stepped into the room and looked at the screen.

“Holy shit!” whispered Char behind her.

On the screen was a picture of a woman sucking…another woman!

But…not a woman!

Nancy and Char blinked, figured it out, then saw the caption at the top of the screen.

Lady Boys with Big Cocks

Stunned, they looked at each other in the light of the computer screen.

“What the fuck?” whispered Nancy.

“Is the sound down?” asked Char in a low voice.

Nancy turned the sound down and clicked on the image on the screen.

The faces of the lady boys were feminine. They looked like women.

Their bodies were slender, but they had boobs. Not hug boobs, but…boobs.

And they were fucking! One of the lady boys had the other one bent over and they moaned and groaned and committed sodomy.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Shh. Hit the back button.”

Nancy did so, and they went back through a seemingly endless saga of men and women. They had picked up on lady boys as the last site Johnny had visited, but he had varied tastes. There were big boobs, Asian BDSM, and something utterly amazing—Dominatrix April stapling a man’s peeny. Making it short. Click, click. OW! Click. And the old fellow on the screen suddenly had a one inch pecker.

Char whispered, “This doesn’t look like a man who doesn’t like sex.”

“It looks like somebody who likes sex a little too much.”

Char giggled, “How much is too much?”

Slowly, ever so slowly, Nancy smiled.

“This changes things, yes?”

Nancy nodded. Then: I still might leave him, but not until I find out more.”

“Well, shut it down and let’s go wake up Mr. Bozo Butt.”

Nancy turned the computer off and the two girls went back to the hall and headed for the master bedroom.

Nancy turned on the light and her mouth was open to say ‘Wake up, Johnny!”

But she said nothing. Instead, her eyes opened and she stared in stunned shock.

Char moved in behind her, wondering what the hold up was, but when she Johnny on the bed she didn’t say anything, either.

A woman lay on the bed. A sexy woman. She was half turned at the waist, her lower body facing down on the mattress.

She was wearing some kind of butt plug, and below that was the tip of something silvery.

Nancy was torn. She was shivering. She was about to come loose, to scream, to throw things at the woman in her bed.

Char moved around the bed, looked at the woman’s face, and suddenly grinned.

Nancy’s mouth was open, the scream building, but then Char was motioning to her, grinning like a fool, actually laughing in a silent manner.

“Come here! Get over here!” Char hissed.

Still, Nancy wanted to scream.

Char came back around the bed and grabbed her arm and pulled her. “You won’t believe it.”

Nancy allowed herself to be pulled around the side of the bed, tears were starting to fill her eyes. Now she knew she was going to leave Johnny. Not wanting sex, but being a pervert, and now this…another woman in their bed.

And where was Johnny? Where was…and everything stopped.

She saw where Johnny was; she knew who the woman was. She staggered backwards, her mouth and eyes open in shock, and Char snagged her and managed to keep her upright.

It was Johnny! Johnny was the woman!

Thoughts flashed through Nancy’s mind.

He had watched ‘Lady Boys.’ He was a crossdresser. He didn’t want sex because…because he wanted his sex in other ways.

He wanted to dress up and masturbate. Although, he was wearing something over his cock, she knew it would come off and he would masturbate.

And, he had been lying to her for their whole marriage.

She knew it had been their whole marriage because something like this doesn’t happen over night.

Char pulled her sleeve and guided her out of the room. They tip toed down to the kitchen, where they stood and gasped, and giggled and held on to each other.

“Is he gay?” asked Nancy.

“Naw. He’s just…over sexed.”

“My, God! What am I going to do?”

“What are you going to do? Are you serious? Don’t you realize what this means?”

“Not really.”

“Honey, you have got Johnny exactly where you want him. You can mold him, shape him, make him into a slave if you wish.”

Nancy was sober now, thinking through what her friend was explaining.

“Come with me,” and Nancy held her cell phone and returned to the bedroom. She turned on the lights, which stunned Nancy.

“Don’t worry. Did you see the bottle of bourbon? It’s near empty.”

The lights shone down on sleeping Johnny, and Nancy started taking pictures.

She clicked pictures from every angle. She actually touched Johnny, spread his legs and snapped pictures of his butt plug, or whatever it was, and the chastity tube. As she took the pictures she spoke in a normal tone of voice.

“He isn’t going to wake up, and so what if he did?”

“But…what am I going to do?” Nancy was still in a state of shock.

“Oh, I don’t know. Whatever you want? Hey, if you want to go visit your mother this would be a great time.”

“What?” Nancy was confused.

“Leave Bozo Butt to me. Go take a vacation. I guarantee when you come home he’ll be…amenable.”

“But I…”

Nancy turned Johnny over, just grabbed him and flipped him. Now his chastity tube was visible through panties. She pulled his panties down and snapped pictures. She made sure she had a lot of pictures with his face showing.

Finally, enough photos in her cell, Nancy tapped the face of her phone a few times. “There. I sent it to my computer. And…there. It’s in the cloud.”

For a second the two women looked down on Nancy’s drunken, perverted husband.

Finding out that he did like sex, Nancy was sort of relieved. And it was sort of cute, him dressing up.

“He did a good job,” said Char.

“Apparently he’s had some practice,” agreed Nancy.

Then Char said, “Aha!”

She walked to the side table and picked up a small key. She held it to his chastity tube. It was the key to his happiness, and now Char was holding it.

Grinning wider than a Cheshire cat, Char turned off the lights and the two women left the room.

They sat down in the kitchen to discuss the matter.

“So, are you going to do this? Or do you want me to handle him?”

Nancy considered her friend. “What would you do to him?”

“Tease him. Touch him. Drive him crazy. I’ll mount a couple of cameras so you can watch. You can go to your mother’s and have a nice visit, and I’ll handle Bozo butt.

“So he won’t even know that I know.”

“I can use that to blackmail him, force him to my will.”

“It’ll probably be a bigger shock than if I did it.”

“Absolutely. He’s used to you, your normal dynamic, your ways of behaving with each other, will reassert. But this way…” she shrugged.

They finished off the bottle of bourbon as they talked, and Nancy was liking the idea more and more. Then Nancy asked, “Are you going to fuck him?”

Char blinked. “Actually, honestly, I hadn’t thought about it. Should I? Do you want me to? Or should I say, do you care?”

“Right now…not really. I’m still trying to wrap my head around this whole thing.”

“Well, we can talk about it. I certainly don’t mind contributing my pussy for a good cause.”

Nancy giggled. “A good cause.”

“Can you think of a better cause? Bending a man to a woman’s will?”

Nancy frowned. “But is he really a man?”

“That’s an interesting thought. Is he?”

The two women stared at each other.

Char: “He’s got a dick, officially he’s a man.”

Nancy: “But what does he want, deep down inside?”

Char: “Maybe that’s something we’ll find out.”

And the two women pondered.

Several hours later Johnny stirred. His mouth was dry, and tasted like lipstick.

He blinked his eyes, and realized he still had long eyelashes.

Oh, fuck, and his dick hurt.

He rolled out of bed and wobbled across the floor. He was hungover, still a little drunk, and wearing high heels.

What the fuck? He thought he had taken his heels off. This was weird.

He made it to the bathroom and sat on the porcelain throne. Ahhh. Relief. He listened to the tinkle of water in the bowl. Heysoos, that felt good.

He dabbed at his chastity tube with toilet paper and stood up. Damn. He wasn’t supposed to sleep in make up.

He went out to his wife’s vanity table. He felt gamey. He needed to get undressed and clean himself off. And he really needed to let his dick out. After a night of being all scrunched up it was ready to pop.

Not that he would pop it right now. He’d wait a few hours, enjoy the feeling of his peeny stretching out and swaying back and forth and bobbing up and down. Then maybe he’d get dressed up again, but no chastity tube now. Now he was ready to squirt. Then take a day off and do it all over.

He sat in his wife’s chair at her vanity table and dabbed a finger into the cold cream. He scooped a bit out and applied it to his face.

He loved this part, taking off his make up, almost as much as he loved putting it on.

He wiped away color, cleaned his eyelids and mascara, and returned his face to his maleness.

His dress felt a little gamey, having slept in it. And his nylons were skewed, and his bra felt a little tight.

He sighed happily. God, he loved this life.

Of course, he felt a little guilty. He had a big secret from his wife, and he knew he needed to make love to her more.

It was just that he liked making love to himself a little more.

His face clean, he slipped out of the dress. He would wash it this evening, maybe wear it tomorrow. Heck, he needed to order a few more dresses, some more lingerie. He should order some stuff off Amazon while Nancy was gone.

He glanced at the clock on the side table. It was almost time to call her. He had slept a little too late, and he had to get moving.

Oddly, he suddenly felt something was wrong. Something…he looked back at the side table, and nothing registered.

He took off his lingerie. Unrolled his nylons, took off his bra, and it was when he was bending his arms to unfastened the back strap on the bra that it hit him.

It was a wordless realization. It was a moment of understanding something without all the verbalization.

He turned and looked at the side table.

The lamp on it. The clock. But nothing else.

And there should have been something else.

The key.

The key to his chastity tube.

The key should have been there.

His hand went down to his groin and he held the chastity tube. The chastity tube was still on him, but where was the key?”

He dove to his hands and knees and searched the carpet around the side table.

He lay on his belly, feeling the tube on his cock pressing into the rug.

His cock was stirring, it had been stirring since he had woken up. But it couldn’t get hard.

He got up on the bed and searched through the covers. He lifted pillows, dug his hand down between the mattress and the headboard.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he mumbled.

He picked up the mattress and pulled it off the bed. He moved the bed and searched the floor minutely.

He staggered back to the vanity chair and plopped down heavily.

What the fuck? Where was it? He always put the key on the side table when he locked himself up! Where could it have gone?

For a long minute he sat, immersed in black confusion, then he perked up.

What did it matter? He could cut it off! It was time for him to buy a new one anyway. This one was old, generic, maybe he should order something from Lori, or something. Or at least get one that would hold him tighter, keep him prisoner better.

So thinking, he started to smile. He stood up. He stepped into the shower and cleaned himself off. He soaped his tube up and chuckled.

Who the fuck cared? It just put his program back a day. He could order over night and have a new chastity tube within a day.

He dried himself off, used his wife’s spare hair dryer to make sure his cock and tube were dry.

Then, naked and loving it, he walked down the hallway. Time for a little breakfast. Time to make plans for the day. He still had a lot of sex to do. Sure, Nancy might be gone for a couple of months, but those months would travel fast, and this was his golden opportunity.

He walked past the foyer, on the left, and the living room on the right.

He stepped into the kitchen, and that’s when it hit him.

The same way the absence of the key had hit him.

Something was wrong. Something was really wrong. He turned and stepped back and looked to the left. Into the living room.

Then he jerked and grabbed the door and his nice, clean body broke out in massive amounts of terrified sweat.

“Hi, Johnny.”

Char, Nancy’s best friend, was sitting on the couch, watching him. Her lips were pursed and she held in laughter.

And Johnny fainted.


PART TWO

Johnny came to. His face was wet and somebody was patting his cheek. Sort of hard, but not striking him.

He made a sound, and opened his eyes.

His head was in Char’s lap and she was patting his face with a wet wash cloth.

“There he is,” said Char.

Johnny sat up. His face was red, his mind was stuttering, he was caught.

Char stood up, brushed her skirt, and said, “You really went out like a light.”

Johnny sat on his butt, his hands supporting him behind his back. His legs splayed, but the knees slightly bent. The chastity tube was plain to see. And he realized something else. He was still wearing the prostate massager.

He scrambled to his feet, nearly falling, grabbing for the edge of the couch. Then he was on his feet, shaking and trembling, and looking at Char.

“Don’t bother trying to hide it. I know you’re wearing a chastity tube, but what’s that thing up your butt?”

“I…I…uh…”

Johnny started backing up, he was waving his hands, he was trying to think, but panic had him. He turned and ran for the bedroom.

A look of pure delight on her face, Char followed him.

Johnny closed the door and locked it.

“Open up, Johnny.” Char rattled the doorknob.

No sound.

Char sighed and bent at the knee. She slid her cell phone under the door.

“Look at my photos, Johnny.”

Johnny looked down at the phone. Looked at photos. Oh, no!

He bent and picked up the phone. He looked at the photos, and felt faint.

Him. On the bed. Full en femme. Make up and…and butt plug and chastity tube.

“Now open up the door, Johnny. Or I’ll go home and put all those photos on Facebutt.”

Johnny felt like he wasn’t even in his body. He stared at himself in image.

“Johnny. Last chance. Once I leave you’ll have my cell phone and you won’t be able to call me. I’ll go straight home and onto Facebutt. No…open the door.

Johnny was muttering, mumbling, trying to figure everything out, but the only recourse he had was to open the door.

“Okay, Johnny. See you later.”

Click, click, click.

Johnny heard her heels on the wood floor. She was going to do it. She was going to…

“Wait!” he yelped.

He grabbed a robe and wrapped it around himself. He pulled out the prostate massager and threw it on the bed. He opened the door.

Char was at the end of the hallway, turned around and waiting. When she saw Johnny she smiled, and returned.

“Wait..uh…please…”

His voice was breaking.

She stopped in front of him and placed a hand on his chest. “Wow. Your heart is beating hard.”

Johnny looked down at her slender fingers, felt the tips of her nails on his flesh.

“Please…I…”

But he still couldn’t think.

“Lose the robe.”

Johnny hugged it around his body.

“I mean it.”

He couldn’t move, but she could. She reached out and pulled the robe down, over his shoulders, down his arms, and let it drop on the floor.

Johnny shivered, his eyes were like the thousand yard stare of men just out of combat.

“Nice,” Char said, gripping his chastity tube and giving it a shake.

Johnny groaned.

“We’re going to leave this on. That okay with you, Johnny?”

“How…how…did you get in?”

“I’m an evil witch. I turned myself into smoke and slid under the door.”

Johnny was gulping now, swallowing hard. “Nu…nu…”

“No? Well, you’re right. The garage door was open and I just walked in.”

Johnny’s mind turned over the events of the night previous. He had stepped out of the garage, into the shadows, and he had forgotten to lock the door when he came back in.

“Now turn around and bend over.”

“Wha…what?”

“I want to see that butt plug thingie.”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Nonsense. Oh, you must have pulled it out. Probably jerked it out while the door was closed. Is that right?”

Johnny nodded, his head moving a bit frantically.

“Well, get it and put it back in. I want you chastised and fucked at all times.”

“But I…you…”

“Now. Or I call your wife.”

Now Johnny had two items to worry about. Being posted on Facebutt, and his wife finding out. He turned and stumbled to the bed. He picked up the prostate massager and said his first intelligible words. “I have to…wash it. Wash it off.”

“Well hop to it, Bozo Butt.”

Johnny went into the bathroom, He soaped the plug and looked at it. He couldn’t. Not in front of Char.

But char had followed him. “Don’t you have to lube it or something?”

Johnny nodded.

“Well?”

Sobbing, Johnny got out the lube and greased the massager up. Then he bent over and inserted it. He felt the thing expand his ring, and it hurt a little. He realized that his anus was all puckered from his panic.

“Wow. Stand up.”

Johnny straightened up and turned to her. His eyes were looking down.

“Look at me.”

Johnny had a hard time, but he managed to raise his face.

Char stepped closer to him. He felt her large breasts press against him.

She reached up and wiped his tears off his cheeks. “You’ll have to stop crying, Johnny Boy. It will mess up your make up.”

“But, I…you…”

“Now sit down over here, and let me do you proper.”

But…I…”

She guided him to the chair at the vanity table and sat him down.

Johnny stared at himself.

“I’m going to fix your nails. You didn’t do badly, but pay attention. Then we’ll work on your make up, so you have until I’m done with your nails to stop crying.”

“Bu…bu…” he was shivering.

“Calm down. Take deep breaths. Watch what I do so you can learn.”

And Johnny watched.

Across town Nancy was sitting in Char’s house staring at the computer. She couldn’t wait to see what was happening. She fixed herself a drink and sat and sipped.

Char finished his nails and stood up. “Okay, I want you to learn from this, so I’m going to call up a few programs on my laptop. You just sit there.”

Char went out to the living room and retrieved her laptop. She tapped a few keys and grinned at the computer.

Across town Nancy finally saw Char’s face appear. Nancy wished she could have seen Johnny’s initial reactions, but at least she would be able to watch from now on. The computer on Char’s end was set to stream whatever the camera saw to Nancy’s laptop. She settled back and grinned.

Char set the laptop down on the vanity table. It had a perfect view of Johnny, and when he moved it would show the bed. Perfect.

First Char called up a couple of Youtube videos on make up, then she set to work.

Across town Nancy held her breath and watched.

Char took her time, explained everything, and Johnny sat motionless in the chair.

He had managed to stop crying, but he was still panicked.

“You did a god job, Johnny Boy, but there’s some tricks that will help you do a better job.

Char cleaned his face, did basically the same things that Johnny had done the night before, but better. When she was done Johnny was absolutely breath taking.

She had him stand up and pirouette, and the camera in the laptop transmitted everything.

“Very nice, Johnny. Now, let’s order you some goodies.

Johnny pulled up another chair and Char scrolled and tapped through Amazon and other sites, and picked out lingerie, a new wardrobe, make up, even jewelry.

“But my ears aren’t pierced!” Johnny was starting to be able to talk.

“They will be.”

“But Nancy will find out!”

“Nah. How long is she gone for?”

“Well, uh…”

“She told me two months. So you can wear jewelry. We take it out when the second month starts and the holes will close up. Now let me ask you a question.”

“What?”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“I just did it this time. I was curious. I…” he babbled on, and Char smiled.

When he was done she said, “Bullshit. Now tell me the truth.”

And Johnny fessed up. He described his fascination with women’s clothes when he was in grade school, how that interest grew and grew. How he wore girl’s clothes in college, how he had never been caught, how he was afraid everybody would laugh at him.

“Johnny, Johnny,” said Char when Johnny was done babbling. “Don’t you know that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery? Don’t you know that, except for a few bitches who are just that, bitches, most women would be impressed by you?”

“No.”

“Well, it’s true. But, here’s the sad news, for you, not me.”

Johnny watched her.

“I’m going to use you. I’ve got your secret now, and it’s safe with me, as long as you do what I say. In fact, I’ll even help you out.”

“You will? But what about Nancy?”

“You’ve been keeping your secret from her, so why not continue. Although, I’ll bet she wouldn’t be as upset as you might think she would be.”

Johnny was silent. He was aware that he had a secret, and sometimes he felt guilty about it, but he couldn’t stop what he was.

He was a pervert, and that was wrong, and somehow he lived with that knowledge.

And now he was going to have even more to conceal from his wife.

“How do feel about keeping secrets from Nancy.”

“I feel terrible. I always want to tell her, but…I can’t.”

Char nodded.

On the other end of the computer Nancy was startled. She had been about to divorce him, but now she was finding out his true feelings, and the torture and torment he was going through.

On the computer Char said, “Well, like I say, your secret is safe, but there will be a price.”

“What price?”

“Better to show you, than tell you.”

Char stood up and took off her blouse.

Johnny stared at her big boobs. Her nipples were stiff and pointing at him.

“What are you doing?”

Char took off her skirt, then her panties. Her landing strip was a a thin patch of light hair. She sat on the bed and said, “Eat me, Johnny. “Eat me till I get off. Get me off.”

Johnny stood up, but more from shock than compliance.

“I can’t…I can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

“I’m married! I don’t want to fuck you! I love my wife.”

Across town Nancy bit her knuckles and tears seeped from her eyes.

“Who said anything about fucking. Yet. I just want a little cunnilingus. And I’ll tell you the truth, Johnny…I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a lesbian eat me out.”

“But I’m not a lesbian!”

“Aren’t you? Look at yourself. Go ahead, look in the mirror.”

Johnny turned and saw himself, red lips and beautiful eyes. She had brushed his hair out and curled it under, and he looked….like a woman.

“I…I can’t…”

“Come here, Johnny. Think of all the bad things that will happen if I post you on Facebutt, if I send all the videos and pictures to Nancy. How long do you think she’ll stay with you then?”

“Please…” But his foot had taken another step.

Char watched him break, one foot at a time.

“Come here, Johnny. My pussy needs your mouth.”

“No…no…” another step, another…

He went to his knees when he reached the bed, and his eyes were truly tortured.

Across town Nancy watched, and she would have felt bad, except that she knew, in his heart of hearts, Johnny was a pervert, and he had secrets, and he wanted this.

Nancy lay back and held his head in her groin. She felt his mouth go to work, and it was delicious, exciting, and made her hornier than she had ever been.

Johnny gobbled, and licked, and sucked, and—in spite of his protests—he did a good job. A really good job.

The days passed slowly. Rapturous but torturous at the same time. Johnny was in full en femme at all times. He was forced to do the laundry, vacuum, everything.

His heels clicked at all times, and new outfits arrived, and lingerie, and Johnny became totally immersed in his new existence.

He was conflicted, that was obvious, and it was what Char, and Nancy, desired.

Teach him to have secrets. Hunh!

By the third day, however, Char, and Nancy, were ready to up the game.

“I want you to have real boobs.”

Johnny stared at her. He had become calm, resigned to his situation. And he even enjoyed, with caveat, his predicament. But… “Real boobs?”

“Well, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ Some doctor back east created them so women could see what they would look like before getting real implants.”

“But I can’t have tits!”

“Why not?” Char drew him out, enjoying the fact that he was most embarrassed when he was admitting things.

“Because Nancy will eventually come home.”

“That’s the glory of vacation boobs. They only last a month. No plastic bags. And they are absorbed into the body and just disappear.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. And I’ve made an appointment for you. Tomorrow we’re going to see the doctor.”

Johnny protested mightily. Even though the idea of actually having tits was so heady he thought his dick would break his chastity tube, he was scared.

Char pulled out the big guns. “Maybe I’ll just post on Facebutt and let Nancy see on her own. She won’t suspect me, we’ll be great friends, and you…well, maybe you can get a job in the fast food industry.”

Char!” begged Johnny. “You can’t do this to me!”

“Heck, Johnny Boy, I’m doing it for you. Heck, when you finally experience having your own boobs, you’ll never be the same.”

And  that was exactly what Johnny was scared of.

But, no matter how much he resisted, Char held all the cards, and on the following day she took Johnny down to a clinic.

“Hello, Johnny. I’m Doctor Sanderson. I’ll be performing your procedure today.”

Johnny was alone in the room with the doctor.

“Now, this is an outpatient procedure. Did you bring a bra with…of course you did. You know, even though I’ve got your records, I didn’t realize you were a man.”

“Oh,” his voice was small.

“It’s not very many men that are brave enough to transition.”

“But, I’m not…” he stopped talking because he didn’t know how much Nancy had told the doctor.

“Not transitioning? Maybe not now. But when men get breasts it’s only a matter of time.

“Oh.” A dull thud in his mind that was curiously exhilarating.

“Now, lay back and let me take some measurements.”

Johnny lay back and felt the doctor make grease pencil marks around his pectorals.

“Char said you wanted very big ones, and, I have to admit, the male chest is a bit wider. You’re going to need large ones to pull this off. That’s okay with you?”

That was the moment Johnny could have protested, stopped the whole thing. Oddly, it wasn’t the threat of being revealed, to the world and his wife, that stopped him from protesting. There was some little niggle of a thought way back in the cranium.

And he realized: I want this!

It was small, but savage. And he said. “Yes.”

“Okly Dokely.”

And the doctor went to work.

Johnny exited the clinic with a large chest. He didn’t say a word, just got in the car and stared straight ahead.

His chest felt heavy.

His chastity tube felt full. His cock was awake this morning.

Char drove him home, and they got out and went into the kitchen.

Johnny took down the bourbon and poured himself a drink.

“Me, too.” said Char.

Johnny was so silent she wasn’t sure how he was taking it.

She sipped, and watched him.

He poured another one, drank it quick, then suddenly put the glass down and grabbed his new tits. They were massive, but his hands were able to cup and lift them.

“DAMN!” he yelled. “FUCKING DAMN!”

And there was, on his face, a look indescribable.

Char knew what it was, though.

She had created the monster, and now the monster liked it.

“How’s he doing?” asked Nancy on the phone.

“He’s doing good. There are times when he doesn’t talk, and when he drinks, but…he’s adapting.”

“I watch you guys on the laptop, and…he is having fun.”

“That’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“What?”

“I’m getting horny. Seeing his body, feeling his body as he eats me, feeling his tits, I’m getting horny.”

Nancy was silent.

“So, we talked about this earlier…what do you think?”

“You want to screw him.”

“I do.”

Nancy retreated into her mind. On one hand, Char was training Johnny wonderfully. He was going to be amazing when she was done with him.

On the other hand, she was having all the fun.

Truth, Nancy was jealous. But she knew she couldn’t have done what Char had done. She owed her friend, but how much?

“Do you think Johnny would fuck you?”

“If I take that chastity tube off him he’d fuck a hornet’s nest. He’s dripping all the time. His eyes, you should see how haunted his eyes are.”

“Okay, I have my considerations…”

“Then I won’t do it.”

“No, I want you to, under certain conditions.”

Char waited.

“I want you to fuck him, but tell him not to cum. If he can screw you without cumming then it’s not really screwing, right?”

“Yeah,” Char drew the word out, thinking about what Nancy was saying.

“And if he does cum, then…” Nancy explained her plot and Char smiled on the other end of the line.

“Girlfriend, you are devious.”

“I’m also in love with you.”

Silence. Stark silence. The kind of silence that can’t even be broken by a shrill scream.

“What?”

“If you do this, and if he cums, then I get to do what I said, and then I get to do it to you.”

Char’s mind was whirling. Now she was on the other end, receiving mind blowing information, and not really knowing what to do about it.

“Well? Or are you chicken?”

“I’ve never been a lesbian,” said Char nervously.

“Me, neither. But what does it take? Two people who love each other, a certain adjustment of attitudes concerning sex organs and what to do with them…”

It took a moment, but Char thought about it, went through all sorts of possibilities, and in the end she whispered, “I’ll try it.”

Char was in a position. If she made Johnny Cum then…dominoes would fall. If she didn’t…well, the dominoes might fall anyway.

That night she called Johnny to her. She poured a couple of drinks and sat down facing him.

“It’s time to put up or shut up,” said Char.

“What?” Johnny was actually having trouble thinking these days. He was so horny all the time that his thought process was a bit addled.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Fuck you?”

Char was a little irritated by his dopiness. “Fuck me. With your dick.”

“You’re going to let me out?”

Char sighed. It was no use explaining things to Johnny. He was too far gone. He was fucked stupid, and that by not getting fucked.

“The thing is…I don’t want you to cum.”

“Oh, okay.” but he was stupid and she wondered if he understood at all.

She stood up, quaffed her drink, poured him another one, he was going to need it, and walked him down the hallway.

Johnny listened to his heels clicking. His cock stirred yet again in his tube. His asshole felt so good. He had been wearing the prostate massager almost continuously, and he was sexually stimulated beyond what he had ever thought possible.

Char had him take out his plug and sit on the bed. Not having the plug in place would reduce a certain amount of stimulation.

She fit the key to the lock and took off his chastity tube.

His cock sprang out in all its glory. It throbbed, and bits of pre-cum were flicked off it.

Char bent over him and placed her mouth on his cock. She sucked him as she took off her clothes.

Johnny was overloaded. His cock was ready to squirt. His whole body felt like a penis about to erupt. He felt like he was on the threshold of heaven, if he could just fall forward an inch…

Now naked, Char climbed on top of Johnny. Behind here the laptop was recording everything.

She slid down onto him. He was big, and his juices, combined with her juices, made for the juiciest fuck ever.

She gripped her nipples and groaned and rocked on him.

Johnny gripped his nipples and groaned, and was the rocking horse.

For a long minute they moved back and forth, then it was obvious that Johnny couldn’t control himself.

In fact, from this moment on he was going to have to wear a tube. He was so out of control he would never be back in control for the rest of his life.

He grunted, the trigger clicked, the semen shot up his shaft, and his brains went to la la land.

He was in a rapturous state of mind. Everything was golden white and he rode a crest and emptied himself into Char.

Char groaned. She had failed. He had cum. But what had she expected.

Then she smiled, she was going to have to make love to Nancy. Oh, fuck! Why did that make her so happy?

Done creaming, Johnny passed out. What could you expect from a man so tortured?

Char lay there, cuddled with him, and wondered at the future.

A few minutes later, about fifteen, she heard a sound. She blinked. Who…

She sat up and pushed on Johnny.

Johnny opened his eyes. He was dazed and dumb, and not fully awake.

Char heard slithering sounds, tapping sounds.

“Who’s that?”

Nancy appeared in the doorway. Her clothes were half off and she was fastening a strap on around her hips. “Hey, honey.”

To whom she was talking wasn’t clear.

Johnny sat up and stared in confusion.

“Get off that bed,” said Nancy, and she pulled Char off the side of the bed.

“Honey?” Johnny was fully waking up now, and he really didn’t understand.

“Turn over, bitch boy.”

She pulled on Johnny and forced him over.

She stuffed a pillow under him and spread his legs.

“What are you…”

She had slathered her dick with lube and she pushed it into him.

“GURK!” Johnny arched his back and his eyes opened.

“Yeah, baby,’ cooed Nancy. She began to move back and forth.

Johnny was trapped. He was between a dick and a mattress, and the dick was winning.

As he felt the monster thrusts take away his manhood his mind seemed disconnected.

He had wanted to be a woman. He had dressed like a woman. And now…he was being taken like a woman.

And it felt good.

There was a purity of sex that was beyond his former life.

Then he had been confused, but now he wasn’t. Now he was being taken, like he should be, and there was no confusion in his mind.

This was what he was designed for.

For a long minute Nancy plunged into her husband, but he had already cum.

She, however, was in a fever pitch.

She withdrew from him, pushed him over and turned to Char. “Your turn.”

Char sat on the bed, maybe thinking of false modesty, maybe even thinking of refusing, but Nancy wasn’t to be denied.

Nancy grabbed her friend and pulled her over. She held her face in her hands and kissed her. She nibbled on her tits. Her hands went down to her junction and began rubbing fiercely.

“Was it good? Getting fucked by Johnny?”

“Oh…oh…”

It was, but it wasn't as good as what was happening right then.

Nancy spread her friends legs. Johnny’s seed provided lubrication, and she plunged.

It was a mad moment of mashing, bouncing tits, asses that rose and fell.

Char groaned, feeling the hard plastic assault her in the most heavenly manner.

Next to them Johnny stared. He was caught between the bed and the wall, and all he could do was bounce, fall down the crack a little more, and absorb the man, wild, manic fucking.

Then, without having her own pussy abused, Nancy came. She came not from getting fucked, but from fucking with a dick she couldn’t feel.

It was an impossibility, until one realized just how horny Nancy had become.


epilogue

They lay in bed, the three of them, and were happy.

Johnny got to be a girl. The two girls got to be lesbians.

Johnny was going to get all the kinky sex he wanted, and maybe no sex at all.

Nancy now trusted her husband. She understood what drove him, and she was prepared to answer the call.

And Char had Johnny, and was possessed by Nancy.

What could be better?

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

The Feminization Games


Hyde Feminizes Jekyll!

An accidental drug

feminizes a college professor!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note!

I love those old monster movies. Frankenstein, Dracula, the werewolf. And I have a special place in my heart for Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.

Imagine being changed into a monster, not being able to control it, committing your perversions without care or worry.

That’s sort of the idea behind this story.

And what could be more monstrous than being forced to turn into a sex hungry woman?

I mean, it’s the guys who are suppose to be crazy, right?

Anyway, this story is a little raunchy, so make sure you’re ready for a little overkill in the ding dong department. Heh!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Jesse, you have got to help me!”

Jesse Jekyll looked at his student.

Amanda Hyde, even in a lab coat, was the bomb. Her face was so sweet, an oval of beauty with chocolate eyes and long, brunette hair. Her boobs pushed the lab coat out almost to the chest of his own lab coat.

“Amanda, my dear. I would love to help you, but this is your doctoral thesis. As your advisor I am limited in how much I may assist you.

Amanda sniffed, then threw herself into the arms of her mentor. “But I’m so close. I’ve done all the paperwork, all that’s left is a simple lab test, then…then…”

Jesse was a bit put out by her throwing herself at him like this. He had professional ethics, after all. But professional ethics are something not so strong when it comes to the morality of the flesh.

Jesse held her and tried to think of a way out of this dilemma. He didn’t want to compromise his professional integrity.

Amanda intuited this. She knew if she poured on the waterworks he would come around. He was, after all, a man. And never was a man who could resist charms such as hers.

“Please, Jesse.”

“But…I can’t!” he was almost begging, his inner back bone warping under the pleas of this most desirable girl.

“Well, can I at least explain what I’m doing? And you can…you can…offer advice!”

Jesse shouldn’t, and he knew it, but his boner boning, his backbone weakening, he nodded. “I can do that, my dear.”

They walked across the campus to the labs. Amanda held Jesse’s hand, hugged his biceps, and let him feel her breasts against his arm.

Jesse put aside his misgivings. Aside from how help he could actually give a student, there was the moral dilemma of spending time alone in a lab after hours. Definitely something he wasn’t supposed to do.

They walked over the quad, under the shadow of spreading branches. There was a hint of snow in the air, and by the time they reached the labs Jekyll was sheltering the girl with his great coat. She was under his arm, taking advantage of his body warmth, and he justified it as his duty to protect the young girl.

They entered the labs, passed a lone janitor swabbing the floor, and made their way up to the third floor. Jesse unlocked the lab door, drew the blinds, and turned on the lights. They were at the back of the building so even the dim slits of light wouldn’t be obvious.

“Okay, my dear,” Jesse tried to be authoritative and even grandfatherly in his attitude. He knew being with this girl at such late hour would be hazardous.

“Well, my thesis is simple. As you know males have XY chromosomes. Females have XX chromosomes. If I could eliminate the Y, and duplicate the X, I could change the DNA. It would then be possible, through simple injections, to change men from men to women, and back again.”

Jesse nodded. “Okay, present your DNA sequence and relate it to the actual chemicals you wish to use.

For an hour Amanda explained her thesis. She took Jesse down the various strands of DNA involved, pointed out how chemicals could change them, and even got out the specific chemicals she planned to use in her experiments.

Jesse listened patiently, asked questions occasionally.

Amanda’s reasoning seemed pretty sound.

He stood beside her at the table and moved chemicals around. “If you use potassium in conjunction with palladium it will cause a reaction later in the chain when you heat up the noble gases.”

He moved bottles in the sequence to demonstrate.

“But the inherent instability of Erbium will be reduced by the inclusion of…” she moved bottles.

“But then…”

How it happened they weren’t quite sure, but one of the bottles tipped, collided with another, and both bottles broke.

“Damn!” whispered Jesse. He held his breath even as the fumes rose up. But he was too late. The mere fact of in drawing his breath prior to holding it caused him to ingest the sweet smelling cloud, and he fell to the floor.

Amanda jumped back as she drew in her breath prior to holding it, and jumping back saved her bacon. But she watched in panic as Jesse crumpled to the vinyl floor.

Quickly, holding her breath, she turned opened the windows. She turned on the ceiling fans and they blew the deadly mixture out the windows.

Amanda gasped, then bent to her professor’s slumped form.

“Jesse! Jesse!”

Jesse opened his eyes. “Wha…what happened?”

His eyes were dazed, his pupils large, and muscles in his face were quivering.

“You broke a couple of bottles and took in the fumes. Are you all right?”

Jesse felt fine. In fact, he felt right as rain. But he had several tics in his face. Whole bunches of muscles were twitching as he was helped to his feet.

“Come, sit over here,” Amanda led him to a chair and he sat down. Oddly, his muscles were twitching, his legs felt like…like dancing!

“Oh,” he said. Calibrating the effect of the fumes, whatever they were, on his frame.

“Here, drink some water.”

Amanda held the water to him and he sipped. Then he spat the water on the floor.

“PEW! What are trying to do, kill me?”

“No…no!”

“Then get me some whiskey!”

Amanda stepped back. Whiskey? But he was the professor, and he did know the antidotes for various chemicals. “But where do I—“

“There’s a bottle in Professor McGonigles desk. Bottom drawer.

McGonicle had a desk in a side room. Amanda ran into the room and tried to open it.

“It’s locked!”

Jesse walked into the room. For a man who had been poisoned he looked pretty spry. And his face, it was twisting and turning. It was almost as if his face was reshaping.

“Break the damned thing. I need a drink!”

He grabbed the handle of the bottom drawer and gave it a jerk. It was an old desk, made of metal, and should not have been able to be opened, but Jesse felt very strong, and he pulled the drawer out of the desk. A bottle of amber liquid rose up in the air and would have smashed against the wall, but Jesse was too quick. He snatched the bottle out of the air. Grinned, and twisted the top off.

“Remember this as a lesson, Amanda. Only the cheapest of whiskeys have screw on caps. Real bourbon will be corked.”

He tilted the bottle and drank greedily. Liquor poured down his throat as if from a spigot. Half the bottle, then he lowered it and heaved a 100 proof breath. “Damn! Now that’s good for what ails you.”

He handed the bottle to Amanda. “Have a sip.”

Amanda took the bottle, but would have passed it back. She wasn’t much of a drinker, but Jesse lifted her hand, guided the neck of the bottle to her mouth. “Go on. Put a little hair on your chest.”

She drank, and choked, and wiped her mouth. “I don’t think I need hair on my chest, Jesse.”

Jesse guffawed. “And you know why you don’t have hair on your chest, my dear? His eyes seemed to be growing larger, softer, and his nose, which was a honker, suddenly didn’t seem so honking big.

“Why?”

“Because grass never grows on playgrounds.” HAW HAW HAW! He laughed uproariously, slapping his thigh. Then he took the bottle and drank some more. In under a minute he had drunk 3/4s of a bottle of cheap bourbon.

Amanda stared at him.

He was shorter, and his clothes seemed to hang on him. Except for his chest, which seemed to bulge over his pectoral muscles. Oddly, his hair was looking a little long and unkempt. A college type, he did have longish hair, but not this long.

“Now, which bottles broke? I want to know what mystical potion I have been victim to.”

Amanda and he resurrected what they had been doing. They had the remains of the broken bottles, and it was fairly easy to replicate what had happened, though not in the proper proportions.

“Liquid to vapor does present some challenges, but I think, if we consider the mathematics involved in the mishap then…”

He blathered on, as if his mind was turned into overdrive, and described various intense formula. And all the while he seemed to grow shorter. His pants hung on him, except for a certain bulge at the zipper level.

And his chest seemed larger, almost like he was growing female parts. But how could he be growing both an erection and boobs?

“Damn,” he said, at one point, reached a hand into his pants and stroking himself. “Take note of side effects. Breasts, enlarged penis. A desire for sex.”

Amanda took note, but she was growing frightened.

Jesse now had unmistakeable boobs. And his cock was pressing outward. And his whole body seemed to have shrunk.

She hesitated, then blurted, “Your body is smaller.”

“So?” he seemed puzzled. He could analyze the world in logical formula, but he couldn’t analyze himself.

“So maybe your dick isn’t getting bigger than in comparison to your body, which is getting smaller.”

“My body is getting smaller?”

“Yes.”

Jesse was now officially confused. His mind was turning over chemical formulas at a frantic pace, but his real world logic was…dissipating.

“And you have breasts. And—“

Jesse now considered himself. His sense of himself hadn’t changed, but he had never had a real good sense of himself.

But now he looked at his chest, and his penis was throbbing. Big or small, it was urging him, and he was suddenly aware of how Amanda was shaped. Big breasts. Red lips.  Everything a man could want.

Not that he felt a like a man, not with the changes he was undergoing, but…he felt an urge. A horniness, a sexual drive.

He unbuckled his pants, and undid his zipper, causing Amanda to gasp in surprise.

“Professor!”

Jesse pulled down his pants, leaning forward to do so, and he noted two things. His chest leaned forward with him.

And his penis, though amazingly hard, was…shrinking.

“Oh, my Lord!” he blurted.

Amanda watched in amazement, her mouth open in surprise, as his dick seemed to grow even smaller.

Jesse looked up at her, saw her open mouth, and like any horny male, he saw the target.

“Ms Hyde!” He grabbed her hair and pulled her towards his waiting cock.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” Amanda protested.

She was a tease, and she had had a cock or two in her mouth during her lifetime, but never in such flagrant and fierce manner. Still, her mouth was open, the cock went in. She reacted in her normal manner and proceeded to suck.

But his cock was shrinking so fast that by the time she closed her mouth…it was too small.

It was a button. It was more like a clitoris than a cock. And his balls had shrunk to almost nothing.

And his skin was no longer was baggy saggy in the ball department. In fact, it looked more like a landing strip.

She pushed Professor Jekyll away. Damn! She wanted real dick. Not this little shrimp!”

But Jesse was now in full attack mode.

Like a male he pulled her lab coat off, ripped her dress off, and tried to fuck her.

But, like a female, he no longer had anything to fuck with.

He had a hole, but no dingus.

He had driven Amanda to the floor, but now he was on his knees, between her legs, inspecting his groin and finding nothing but a cunt.

Amanda experienced a flash of frustration. If she was going to go on her back and spread her legs she expected a little something for her effort. But this was a little nothing.

Jesse took off his lab coat. He had already divested himself of his pants, and now he took off his shirt.

He had boobs. Large, double D boobs. He wasn’t a big man, rather skinny, actually, and his boobs looked gigantic on his slender chest.

He stood up, looking at himself, making logical conclusions in his dazed mind.

He wasn’t a man anymore.

He was horny.

He couldn’t fuck like a man, so…he was going to have to fuck like a woman.

“Excuse me, my dear,” he spoke in a higher pitched voice. “But I need to go.”

He turned and started for the door.

“Wait!”

He turned. “What?”

“You’re naked!”

“So what? I mean, I am? Good Lord, I am! What will I do?”

Amanda was on her feet now, pulling her ripped clothes over herself. Then she realized they were too ripped. She plucked a lab coat off a rack and pulled it around herself.

Jesse, seeing how she was draping herself, followed suit.

They looked like two girls with tight, wrap around coats. This emphasized their boobs.

Jesse started to leave.

“Wait?”

He turned around again. “What?”

“You can’t go out like that!”

“Like what?”

“You’re a mess!”

Amanda moved to him, opened her purse and brushed his face, added color, rolled on lipstick.

Jesse was stunned, but the logical part of him knew that he had to look the part. Whatever that part was.

Then Amanda made herself up.

Jesse kept looking at the door. He was impatient. Amanda cautioned him. “We need to go somewhere. To hide. We need to figure this out.”

“Figure what out?” Jesse asked, and that should have given Amanda the clue: Jesse wasn’t interested in hiding, he wanted to sate his hunger. He was a gorgeous women with a male’s drive for sex.

“Never mind. Come with me.”

Amanda took Jesse by the arm. She wanted to get back to her dorm. She wanted to examine some of her chemistry books. She wanted to find out how and why Jesse had transformed.

She held his arm tightly, feeling his large boobs with her arm, and guided him down the stairs.

The janitor was in the same place. He was mopping a floor, and it seemed as if he might have fallen asleep leaning on his mop.

They walked around him and into the night air.

They walked across the quad, and as they walked Jesse’s mind was spinning.

He was a girl. A buxom girl. A girl with…needs!

He wanted to examine his pussy. On the surface, scientifically, but underneath he had an itch. He wanted to touch it, feel it, explore it.

His dazed mind wondered what women did with their pussies.

They always walked around so sexy, and as a professor he could only lust a little. But now…now he could find out.

“Let’s go somewhere,” he blurted.

Amanda looked at him. She was terrified of what had happened, and she was holding tight to Jesse.

Where had his dick gone? She had played with the idea of fucking him for a grade, that sure would have made her college career easier. And she might have, except that other women would know, women always knew. they had a sixth sense about such things.

“We need to go to my dormitory and figure things out.”

Jesse pushed on Amanda’s arm and slicked his arm out of her grasp.

“Hey!”

“I want to go somewhere.”

Jesse started walking towards Third Street. That was a place that had pizza parlors, bars, and the night life was wild.

Amanda hurried after Jesse. “Wait a minute!”

But Jesse wouldn’t wait. He had places to go, people to see. His body was young and fresh and…hungry. He needed to satisfy it.

He reached the lights of Third Street and hurried into the first place she came to. It was a pizza parlor.

Amanda came in and grabbed his arm. “Come on!”

“Not until we’ve had some pizza. I’m hungry.”

Amanda had used boys like this, gone somewhere and just demanded, and the boys always caved in. Of course they did, they wanted to get into her panties.

Knowing this, seeing how Jesse was going to be, she sighed. “Okay. One pizza. Then we go home.

Jesse smiled and looked around the place.

It was carnivalesque. The Doors were singing ‘Who do you love,’ over an obnoxious sound system. Half the tables were filled with chattering boys and girls. The smell of pizza and beer filled the joint.

“May I help you?” asked the counter girl.

“A pizza with meat and two pitchers of beer.”

“Wait…” started Amanda, but Jesse already had his wallet out and was passing bills across the counter. She hissed to him, “You can’t drink a whole pitcher of beer!”

“I know. That’s why I ordered two.”

Jesse grabbed her hand and dragged her to a back table.

“Professor Jekyll! What are you doing?”

“Scientific research, dear.”

They sat in a wooden booth with red padding on the benches, and a moment later a large pizza, dripping with juices and laden with meat arrived. As did two pitchers of beer.

Amanda picked up a knife and fork and cut a little piece of pizza off and put it in her mouth.

Jesse folded a quarter of the pizza and jammed it in his mouth. He drank half a pitcher.

“Man, this stuff is good!” He belched.

The next table over had four hulking football players. They were eyeballing Jesse and Amanda and now one of them slid over. “Hey, girls. How’s it going?”

“Please leave, neanderthal!” Amanda snapped.

She knew what college boys wanted.

But Jesse grabbed the boy’s arm and pulled him closer.

As a man he didn’t want men. Not at all. But as a woman, his juices were flowing.

“Have a seat, big dick.”

The kid’s mouth opened, then he grinned.

The other three boys slid over and now Amanda was jammed up against the wall.

Jesse reached down and grabbed the boy’s dick. “Hmm. Feels a bit bigger than average. Definitely bigger than mine, should I still have one. What do you think of my tits?”

“Uh…uh…” the boy was dumfounded by how forward Jesse was.

“Gentlemen,” stated Jesse, as authoritative as a professor, which made sense because under his too tight lab coat and his beautiful face and big boobs he was one, “I would like to see your penis’s. Strictly research, you know.”

Now four boys’ mouths were hanging open in stupefaction. Girls played hard to get, but this one was playing easy to get.

“Well?” Jesse asked when, after a moment, none of the boys had dropped their pants.

“We can’t show you here!” stuttered one.

Jesse blinked, his long lashes fluttering. “Well, where?”

“In the bathroom?” asked one.

“Very well.” Jesse pushed his way out of the booth and dragged two of the boys by their hands. They entered the bathroom, closed the door and Jesse smiled.

The boys were helpless under the onslaught of his sexual rage. He gripped their buckles and undid them. He undid their zippers. He pulled out their weenies and examined them.

One was about six inches, the other was about eight inches. Both of them throbbed, and the eight incher had a bit of pre-cum dripping.

“Well, this is certainly delightful, said the professor, dropping to his knees. He took the six incher in his mouth and sampled it. He made sure the eight incher stayed close by by holding onto his balls and squeezing.

Jesse had never sucked a cock before in his life, but it wasn’t hard.

And he wasn't bothered by the thought of being a gay. He was a woman now, and women were supposed to do such things as suck cock.

The six inch boy groaned, then Jesse moved to the eight incher. He sucked voraciously, figuring out new tricks and methods in the moment.

The eight inch boy’s knees started to give way.

Jesse, whole holding the six incher boy’s ball, used his other hand to reach under the eight incher boy’s balls. He snaked his hand up and stuck a finger into the eight incher boy’s anus.

“AIIIEE!” The eight incher boy, a slender digit wiggling up his ass, squeaked. His legs straightened right out.

Jesse angled his finger and explored the prostate.

“ACCK!” The eight incher let loose with a full load. A big stream of baby batter filled Jesse’s mouth. He had to swallow quickly so as not to drool.

When the boy was done Jesse extracted his digit and said, “Tasty. Not as sweet as I would expect, but…definitely packed with vitamins and minerals.”

He turned to the other boy. “Would you like to ejaculate in my mouth?”

“Uh…yeah!”

So Jesse attended to the other boy, sucking and inserting his finger and pressing on the prostate. Shortly the six inch boy was spewing his load into Jesse’s curvy, plump-lipped mouth.

Jesse absorbed the load, smacked his lips, and said, “Interesting. One would think the larger the cock the larger the load, but it isn’t so. Further, the speed of ejaculate is quite a bit faster than I would have expected.”

Jesse returned to the table, smiled at the two remaining boys, and finished off his pitcher of beer. He folded another corner of pizza and ate it, drank half of the second pitcher, and turned to the remaining boys. “What with all the semen, would you mind if I fucked you?”

Amanda: “Professor! You can’t…”

“Sure she can, honey,” one of the boys said. He wanted to get off, and Jesse’s ‘wing man’ wasn’t going to get in the way.

Jesse once again led the way to the bathroom.

The bathroom was sort of stinky, and it looked like somebody might have barfed in one of the stalls, but Jesse didn’t mind. He was hungry, and this was all for science, so he opened up his lab coat, sat on the counter and spread his legs.

Jesse hadn’t ever fucked as a woman, but his body had taken over. He knew what to do and when to do it.

The first boy whipped out his schlong and stepped up to the plate.

Jesse moaned as his pussy was opened up. He was, as a woman, a virgin, and it felt so fucking good he couldn’t believe it.

Better than when he was a man putting his own penis in a girl.

“Oh, yeah! Baby!” The boy was big and hairy and his lips were a bit red and slobbery. Fine with Jesse, he pulled the boy’s head down and the boy began to suck on Jesse’s amazing nipples.

It took longer than when Jesse massaged the prostate, but it wasn’t a bad long. It was a good long, and Jesse sort of wished he could have made the boy last longer, but shortly the boy was surging forward, thrusting his hips and filling Jesse’s snatch with white goo.

“Oh, God! God!” muttered the boy.

“Don’t bring religion into this,” said Jesse. “I’ve a scientific mind.”

The boy stepped back and Jesse reached down and scooped a bit of his semen with a finger. He tasted the semen. “Hmm. Perhaps it is my imagination, but there seems to be a slightly different taste. Obviously, this needs looking into. You,” he motioned to the other boy. “Hurry up, sloppy seconds for you.”

The boy didn’t care, and he rammed and jammed, and he had a nine incher, so it was particularly delicious to Jesse, who grunted and worked his muscles and took everything the boy had to offer, including a big spurt of baby batter.

Back in the eating area, Jesse finished off the pizza, and even ate some of the pizza the boys’ had ordered.

And he quaffed the rest of the pitcher of beer.

But he was growing restless. He had had the four boys, he understood the glory of cock sucking and fucking now, and he was still curious. He simply had a driving desire to explore more sex. Strictly for science, of course.

“Well, guys, I thank you, but it’s time for me to be going.”

The guys were pretty well fucked out, so they waved their hands, moved aside so Jesse and Amanda could get out, then, like men everywhere after sex, they put their heads down and went to sleep.

“Come on,” said Amanda, as they exited the pizza parlor.

Jesse, however, had other plans. He slipped his hand out of Amanda’s and turned in the other direction.

“Hey!”

Jesse walked twenty feet and turned into a bar.

Technically, he looked a little young to be going into bars, but what old man is going to kick a voluptuous babe out of his establishment?

Jesse stepped up to the bar, elbowed two men aside and said, “I’ll have a Blue Jacket, and the fellow on the right will pay for it. And a White Lady, and this other gentlemen will pay for that.”

The bartender looked at the two men. They were big fellows, one looked like a wrestler and the other looked like a firefighter. They had butch haircuts, tats, the wrestler had a mustache, and the firefighter had a rough looking beard.

The cop guy said, “And why would I buy you a drink, missy?”

“Because as soon as I’ve drunk enough I’m going to scientifically asses the quality of your semen.”

The two men blinked, and smiled.

“Furthermore, one of you, if you promise to be respectful, can screw my ass.”

Smiles became grins.

“And what if we both want your ass?”

“Oh, Lord. Be still my aching heart. Where are my drinks?”

The bartender, now moving fast, and maybe hoping to get in on the action, threw together gin and Curacao, dashed in some bitters, stirred and added a wedge of leman.

Jesse drank the Blue Jacket down. Behind him, watching with an open mouth, Amanda shook her head.

The bartender then mixed gin, lemon juice and Cointreau. He shook the concoction, added a maraschino and placed the glass before Jesse.

Gulp. It was gone.

Jesse belched. He then linked arms with both men and smiled up at them. “Do you guys mind splitting me?”

They didn’t, and they escorted Jesse back to a store room. Shortly the sounds of grunts and groans could be heard. Then a small scream as Jesse discovered that men weren’t always gentle when they skewered a girl in the ass.

And, later, Jesse staggered out, got another drink from the bartender, and drank it down.

He then treated the barkeep to his special anal massaging blow job, and the customer all leaned over the bar and cheered when the young man blew his load.

Jesse was drunk. It was obvious. And he wasn’t finished. Not by a long shot. But Amanda grabbed his arm and pulled, hard, and took him out of the bar.

“Bye, big hunks! See you tomorrow!”

The patrons all cheered, and made mental notes to come back on the following night.

Amanda pulled Jesse down the walk.

Then Jesse slipped out of her grasp again. He stepped over to the curb where two cops were sitting in a car. “Hey, fuzz!”

They jerked in surprise and looked at him.

“You could arrest me, take me into the park, fuck me, and let me go. What do you think about that!”

The cops didn’t think much. They just held in their smiles, got out of their cruiser, and handcuffed Jesse. In being handcuffed Jesse lost control of his lab coat, and it opened up to reveal his buxom charms.

The cops pulled the lapels closed, their hands moving around to make sure everything was secure.

On the curb, Amanda was frightened. She wasn’t a fan of the police. But she followed the cruiser as it turned around and headed for a far edge of the quad.

She ran as fast as she could, and arrived just as the cops got into their car and zoomed away.

Jesse was laying on a bench, his coat opened and his body, all semen smeared, on display.

He looked over at Amanda and sighed. “Isn’t it glorious?”

Then he was up and heading back to Third Street. The night had just begun!


PART TWO

It was morning on campus. The sun rose over the ivy shrouded, brick buildings.

Birds sang in the trees. Early risers jogged, headed to Starpuke’s for coffee, or otherwise started the day.

On the edge of the quad was a three story structure. The sign attached to the building over the porch read, ‘Pi Pi Pi.’

It was ‘triple Pi,. the most notorious sorority on campus. These were the wild girls, the ones who went too far, the ones who ordered birth control by the case.

Inside the sorority house it was silent. A few snores, the slither of bed sheets as the girls got their first masturbation of the day into gear.

One of the girls was in the kitchen, trying to figure out whether she wanted flapjacks or pancakes. Such is the college education.

Upstairs, on the third floor, Jesse groaned. He was sleeping on the floor, naked, his sperm smeared lab coat for a pillow.

He felt like shit that had been stepped on with golf shoes. His belly groaned for all the pizza and other things, including semen, that he had eaten.

He had barfed at some point, deliberately so he could empty himself of alcohol so he could imbibe some more.

“Oh, God!” he mumbled, and he opened his eyes.

He didn’t know where he was. There were girl’s clothes hanging on chairs and closet doors. There was a bed with a pink, frilly cover. There were pillows all over the place.

“Fuck,” he whispered as his agony swallowed him.

“Are you okay?”

Jesse jerked, and his whole body hurt, but he was suddenly scared. Looking over the edge of the frilly, pink bed was one of his students, Amanda Hyde.

She was naked, her large chest plain to see hanging over the edge of the bed.

He sat up, his head feeling like he had just slammed it into the ceiling, and tried to arrange his lab coat around him. It was the only thing he had, and he dimly remembered wearing it.

Then he began remembering other things. He remembered the pizza parlor, and drinking, and sucking and fucking and taking it up the…

“Take it easy, Professor. You’re in Tri Pi. Nothing to worry about.

But Jesse couldn’t help the panic flooding through his mind.

He was in Tri Pi? The most degraded whorehouse on campus?

“But…but…”

“Oh, relax. Nobody cares if a man sleeps over.”

“But I’m a professor!”

“So?” Her eyebrows knit in confusion. Whether an overnighter was a freshman or a dean didn’t matter.

“But…what time is it? I’ve got to go home! I’ve got to get ready for class!”

Amanda giggled. “That’s not what you were saying last night.”

Holding his lab coat around him Jesse looked around. He had to get out of there.

“Okay, take it easy. Let me get you some pants and you can head out.”

“Pants? You have pants?”

“We have pants from every kind of man there is. You would be surprised at how many men panic and jump out a window without their pants.”

Jesse cowered in a corner of the room, and Amanda retrieved a pair of jeans. A few minutes later, turning down an invitation for breakfast, Jesse left by the back door. He was bare foot, and he held the lab coat tightly so as not to expose his hairy chest.

And he wondered.

He had been a woman. And now he wasn’t. Now he was back to being himself. But how had that happened?

And he turned over the events of the night previous in his head. He had had sex, a. lot of sex. And he had drunk and smoked cigars and celebrated until the dawn was breaking.

Now he was tired, as well he should be, but he was also awake, and he had duties as a professor. He had to teach classes.

He shuffled across campus and headed for his own apartment. When he finally entered his abode he sighed and put his back to the door. He had made it.

But…he had to teach.

Sighing, he showered, cold water to brace himself, and got dressed.

Then he headed for class. He was only a few minutes late, but even that was out of character for him.

He was a professor, dammit!

And so the day went. Jesse yawned and taught, and dreaded every mouthful of chemical formula that left his mouth.

Students snickered at his slowness of intellect, but he didn’t care.

Not only was he tired, he was hung over, and he kept remembering things he had done the night before.

What had possessed him?

But he knew. His lust for sex had driven him, made him do all those terrible things.

Things that were terrible, but which, even hung over and tired, excited him.

A couple of times he had to lecture sitting down behind his desk, his dick was so hard.

But, regardless of his inner turmoil, the day passed. He was quite relieved when the day ended and the last student left his class.

Then Amanda stepped through the doorway.

“Oh, uh…hi.” He was red-faced, his mind swirling with recriminations and guilt.

“Hi, Jesse.”

“Professor Jekyll, if you don’t mind.”

“God, you’re so funny. After what you did last night?”

“Please, don’t mention that. Not ever.”

Amanda smirked a little bit. She enjoyed having a bit of sway over Jesse.

“So I need to talk about my thesis, and what happened last night.”

“I think you’d better look into getting another advisor.”

“Not a chance! You’re the best!” And besides, now I’ve got something on you, she thought.

Jesse groaned, put papers and files into his briefcase.

“So I figure we should go out to dinner tonight and talk over what happened.”             

“It really wouldn’t be appropriate.”

“Tough. I want to talk, and it’s my paper that’s at stake. So we’re going to go to a steakhouse sand have a bite, and then we’re going to work on my paper.”

Jesse sighed. He was, in essence, being blackmailed. He really had no choice.

“Very well. I need to go change.”

“Into a dress?” Amanda snickered.

“No!” blurted Jesse.

“Well, I’ll come with you. You can change and then we can go to dinner.”

So they walked over to Jesse’s apartment. Amanda sat on the couch and waited, and Jesse went into his closet and selected some casual clothes.

Suddenly Amanda heard a ‘clonk!’

“Professor?” she called.

“Oh, fuck…not…not…” His voice was soft, but even from the other room Amanda could detect the panic in it.

“Professor?” She stood up and went to the door of his bedroom.

“Unh…fuck! Unh…ow!”

Amanda walked into the bedroom. She looked into the walk in closet.

Jesse was writhing on the floor, naked, and his dick was shrinking.

And his tits were growing.

His hair was getting longer. Even his nails were longer.

“Jesse! What are you doing?”

“I’m not…doing anything…it’s being done to me!”

His pecker turned into a clit and his snatched deepened. His face was soft and smooth and round. His eyes were bigger, and panic filled them.

“But…why?”

“The formula…last night…I thought I was okay, but…”

“But you’re changing again!”

“Oh, God!”

The change happened faster this time. It still hurt a little, but Jesse was learning to change pain into pleasure. Shortly he was writhing and pulling on his tits and fingering himself off.

Amanda was once again fearful. How could this be happening?

Jesse stood up. Naked, he was a babe. “Are you ready to go to dinner?” he asked with a lascivious grin.

“But…wait…” then Amanda realized what she was going to have to do. “You need to get dressed. And we need…we need…”

Jesse wanted to rock and roll, but it was still early, the sun had barely set, and his desires were only just beginning.

Amanda called a few of her sisters at the sorority and asked for their help.

Fifteen minutes later the girls of Tri Pi were working over Jesse. Sandy was doing his nails, Shirley was doing his hair, Laverne did his make up, and girls showed up with lingerie and clothes.

Jesse sat in his kitchen, the object of their attention, and he was feeling good.

It felt wonderful to be pampered and fawned over.

Although he was having surges of urges. He sighed, “I wish some of you girls had dicks. I’m starting to need it in a big way.”

The girls all laughed, except for one.

Bertha had shown up with a bag, and something in the bag, but as the girls worked over Jesse and brought out their make up and such, she just watched. When Jesse talked about dicks, however, she had an evil smile. She reached into her bag and brought out…a strap on!

“Oh, my God!” breathed Amanda.

Yet, it was a solution. Maybe she could keep Jesse from running through town and fucking everything with a dick. Maybe.

Bertha was a chunky girl, a lesbian, and she eyed Jesse with glee. She strapped on her dick and advanced on Jesse.

“Here you go, girlfriend.”

The other girls, while not lesbian, but a few of which were bi, stood back and grinned. By now they all knew that this ravishing woman they had been working on was actually Professor Jesse Jekyll, a stodgy, old fart kind of a guy.

Some girls dream of fucking their teachers. Some have to fuck their teachers for a good grade. But this…seeing the innocent professor bend over…this was good.

Bertha grabbed Jesse by a nipple and pulled.

“OW!”

She threw him over the end of the couch and moved between his legs.

This Jesse was ready for. And he craved. He lifted his butt and spread his legs and Bertha moved in with a wicked grin.

“Oh…yes!” howled Jesse.

Jesse had thought that getting fucked by men was the ultimate. It had been better than his small experiences as a man fucking a woman. But when Bertha socked it to him, when she plunged to his depths, he knew he had found the Mt. Everest of fucks.

As a woman, Bertha knew what women wanted, and she delivered.

Some of the other girls decided to get in on the act, and now Jesse was engulfed in a tsunami of sexy bodies. They held him down and filled his orifices with fingers and tongues. They licked and sucked hi breasts, and he dissolved into an hour of intense life where he experienced nothing else, could think of nothing else, then sex.

But, at last, all the girls cummed out, and they did get off on screwing him, everybody was laying around, sated.

Jesse, however, wasn’t sated. He wanted more. He wanted to go out to the pizza parlor and the bar and…he sat up. “I’ve got to get out of here.”

The girls all looked at him. “Heysoos,” said Bertha. “Don’t you ever give up?”

“Nope.”

He stood up and gathered his pants and lab coat.

“Hey, wait a minute, you’re not going out like that!”

Jesse looked at himself. All he saw was monumental boobs, a face in the mirror that was a dream and…what else was there?

But the girls knew what else there was. They sat him down, and broke out the make up. They fixed his nails, made up his face, brushed his hair, and by the time they were done girls had gone to the sorority house and brought back lingerie and dresses.

Jesse tried a few things on, and was amazed at the difference. He was no longer a woman in heat, he was a beautiful woman in heat.

He preened in front of the mirror and felt himself getting even hotter. Hell, he wished he was somebody else so he could fuck himself.

The girls smiled and nodded. They had done for one of their own. Then the whole crowd of them exited the apartment and headed for Third Street.

As soon as Jesse hit Third Street he became wildly wanton. He walked up to men, even took them away from other girls, and dragged them into alleys, behind dumpsters.

He bent over and let them take him.

He unzipped them and climbed on them for a little monkey love.

The men, of course, couldn’t say no.

All night he fucked, and by dawn there was an unfortunate aspect to his sexual endeavors.

Many of the men he had fucked were of the married variety.

The girls of Tri Pi didn’t care. They were sluts, they didn’t care if they fucked a married man.

But Jesse didn’t just fuck an occasional married man, he fucked them all. And he left them wanting him more and more.

What married man, putting up with his wife’s nagging, wouldn’t want some sexy vixen doing him mercilessly, and only wanting more.

Thus, by dawn, when Jesse was taken back to his apartment, where he changed into himself and slept for a couple of minutes, the women of the town were in high dudgeon.

And while Jesse woke up and became a man and went to teach classes, the women of the town networked. They spoke on Facebutt. They coffee klatched. They discussed this wild harlot that was fucking all their men.

One woman in particular, Charity Smith, was particularly upset. She was a drab sort, a little heavy, skanky hair, tiny boobies, and she didn’t even have a man.

Truth, she would have been upset if a man kissed a woman. She was just that dried up, prune-y kind of person.

At noon she met with her knitting circle and they discussed the terrible woman who was shattering public morals and making a fool of all married women.

“I tell you,” said Charity, picking a hair off her chin., “If we don’t do something that who will?”

The women all nodded. A few of them were married, and they were upset. But the ones who weren’t married were really upset.

“Well, first, we’re going to have to find out who this evil woman is.”

And, again, the ladies all nodded righteously.

That night Jesse woke up just as the sun went down.

Amanda was snuggling against him. She had actually screwed his cock that afternoon, and had found it quite delightful.

Jesse stirred and moaned, and the change started. He groaned, and Amanda held him, and his dick shrunk and became a clitoris. She placed her hands on his chest and his tits grew into her cupped palms. His waist thinned and his hips flared. His face softened, fat was redistributed and his manly features faded into more feminine features.

Finally, he was changed. He was woman, and he was ready to roar.

Amanda got up and helped prepare him. A few of the Tri Pi girls came over, and they assisted, and then he was ready to go. He walked out the door, crossed the quad, and was unaware that a crowd of stern faced women were waiting for him.

Jesse headed for the bar. He needed to get his itch scratched, and that was the place. He walked in, pushed up to the bar, and asked for a drink.

The bartender grinned. He had been blown every night, and he loved it, and so what it if cost him a drink? Let the boss consider it overhead, the price of doing business.

Several other men moved in and surrounded Jesse.

A few minutes later, having sucked down three drinks, Jesse headed for the bathroom. Men followed him, and shortly he was doing them. He fucked and he sucked, and he was fucked and sucked, and more men passed through the bathroom.

Finally, Jesse was ready to move on. He exited the bathroom and a hand went over his mouth. The hand held a handkerchief, and it had been soaked in chloroform.

Jesse knew the smell well, and he struggled.

Men in the bar, seeing what was happening, tried to get back into the hallway, but large women with big thighs and large, flabby biceps stopped them. Women with round bellies pushed them back, and Jesse was pulled out the back door. He was semi-conscious, flailing his arms helplessly, then he was unconscious and knew no more.

Jesse awoke in a warehouse. He was hanging from the rafter by two ropes. One on each arm.

His legs were tied and the ropes went to the sides.

He was standing, spread-eagled, and a dozen hard-faced women sat in chairs and watched him.

“What…what…” He was dazed, but he knew he still had an hour or two before he changed back. He had to get free before then.

“Who are you?” asked Charity. “What’s your name?”

Charity was wearing a print dress, rather drab, over a corset.

Why the corset? Because she had read up on how to interrogate people, and this was as close as she could come to the dominatrix look.

She snapped a belt. She hadn’t had time to go get a whip, so this would have to do.

“My name is…is Amanda.” He chose the first name that popped into his mind.

“Okay, Amanda, tell us why you’re fucking all the men in town?”

“I…I didn’t mean to…” Jesse was blathering, confused, not sure what to say. That these women were hard core feminists he understood. But how hard core? How far were they going to take him?”

SMACK! Charity hit him on the buns with her belt.

Then began an hour of torment. Of pain. Of women shouting questions and hitting him no matter what he answered.

Jesse howled, and cried, and begged, but to no avail. Not only is woman the more vicious of the species, but these were scorned women. Their wrath had bounds, and certainly no reason.

Then the sun began to come up.

Jesse groaned, his body was striped, and his clitoris began to grow.

the women had stripped him naked to punish him, but now they were shocked to see a nub appear between his legs, and get bigger and bigger. His chest began to shrink, and manly hair began to grow.

The women stepped back and stared in horror.

Jessie grew a little taller, a little heavier, and his features morphed into his own.

“He’s a man!” Charity Smith yelled.

Then the women were fascinated. They came forward, crowded around him, and began to feel him.

“This is a real dick!” said one of the old ladies.

“And real balls, feel them!”

A couple of the ladies spanked his balls, then one of them gripped his cock and looked him in the eye. “What did you do with Amanda?”

“She went home,” managed Jesse. His head was hanging and he was exhausted. He hadn’t drunk much this past night, only a couple of drinks, but he was exhausted from being tortured.

“What are we going to do with him?” asked Charity.

The ladies backed off and considered Jesse.

“Is he…is he one of the professors at the college?”

“I believe he is. Chemistry, or something.”

Chastity stepped up to Jessie, lifted his head and growled. “Do you work in the chemistry department?”

Jessie nodded, and he went to sleep. He had to. It was the end of the night and he needed five minutes before he went to class.

The ladies considered him, and one of them murmured. So he’s got a dick. What’s the big deal?”

Several of the women nodded.

“And he’s a sex maniac. Been plenty of those around.”

One particularly unattractive woman murmured. “My husband used to be a sex addict. These days he’s not too excited.

One of the women started fondling Jessie’s balls. “Not too big, but big enough.”

“Big enough for what?”

“Big enough to satisfy us.”

The ladies all looked at the woman who had spoken. Their faces showed deep thought.

“I know,” said the women. “But our men are fucking this Amanda person, and Amanda doesn’t seem to mind, so would this guy mind servicing us?”

Jessie snored lightly.

“Clean him up a little and he’s not too ugly.”

“Yeah, I could use his dick.”

“A lot of us could.”

For fifteen minutes the women discussed Jessie and his penis. Then Jessie started to stir.

He was tired. He was sexually exhausted, hung over, and his body hurt from the constant change from male to female and back again.

“Oh,” he groaned. “Let me loose. I gotta go to class.”

“Not so fast, bozo,” Charity snapped.

Jessie stared at the thick woman.

“You been fucking our husbands.”

“When you’re a woman, of course,” added some one.

“So now you’re going to have to fuck us.”

Jessie’s eyes snapped open. He looked around at the women. They didn’t have much expression, but Jessie could see desire in their eyes. He shivered.

“Okay, let’s get him down.”

“I’ve got a mattress in my van.”

Other ladies turned to the one who had spoken. “You have a mattress in your van?”

The lady blushed. “Well, just in case, you know?”

There was some snickering, then attention was turned back to Jesse.

One of the ladies released him, and he was laid down on a mattress.

One would think, after a night of fucking, that a man couldn’t get his dick up. But the truth was that his fucking had been as a woman, and a woman doesn’t stop being horny just because she has come. It depends on the woman, of course, but Jessie, while a male sexually in his mind, had female underneath that. And the female sex drive kept his dick up and hard, even after he came.

Charity was first. After all, she had found him.

Jessie lay and she rode him like a two dollar mule, slapping his ass and yelled in victory.

Then another woman climbed on top of him.

Jesse came, and, an hour later, he came again. He was able to cum about once an hour, and he did, and the women vied to see who could make him cum.

For hours the ladies rode him, and when they were done they called all their friends.

At the university Jesse didn’t make his class. The students were concerned, and by the end of the day Amanda decided to go over to Jesse’s apartment.

She sat in the apartment, waiting, and, at last, the door opened and Jesse walked in.

Jesse was beat. He was wearing the dress he had been wearing the night before. It was cum splattered.

His make up was messed up but he didn’t seem to care. He just walked past the open mouthed Amanda and collapsed on his bed.

Amanda blinked and wondered, but she didn’t leave. It was almost night time, and she knew Jesse was about to change into a girl.

And, within five minutes, he did.

Now Jesse wasn’t just tired. He was super exhausted complete depleted, fatigued, and tired.

He groaned and sat up in bed.

He looked at the bed and wished to collapse, but the hormones driving him, changing him, wouldn’t be denied.

Amanda smiled as she watched him change. She rubbed his weenie, thinking that her ministrations would help the change. She sucked on his nipples and tried to get his boobs to grow faster.

Then, when he was changed, she set about fixing him up. Lingerie, clothes, make up, she prepared him for the night.

As she prepared him for the night Jesse told her about his day, what had happened, about being forced to fuck women all day.

“I can’t do this anymore,” Jesse groaned. But his blood was flowing and his hormones were kicking in, and he slowly started to wake all the way up.

Amanda smiled and fed him, brushed his hair, and walked him out the door.

“Why are you doing this?” Jessie groaned. “Don’t you know what’s been happening to me?”

“From what you’ve been saying, it sounds like you’re a man all day, and a woman at night. You’re forced to fuck a bunch of old ladies during the day, then, at night, you go out and fuck a bunch of guys. Does that pretty much cover it?”

“Yes!”

“Excellent. Well, let’s go.”

She walked him out of his apartment and escorted him across the quad. Tri Pi girls dropped and trooped along, and they made bets as to how many men Jesse could fuck this night.

And when Amanda told them about Charity Smith and her grumps, they wondered how many of the old ladies Jessie could fuck.

Then they were at the bar and drinks were being poured down Jessie’s throat. And soon cum would be poured down his throat, and injected into his various orifices.

Jessie had woken up now, and was enjoying himself. He was looking forward to a night of debauchery, then a day of debauchery.

Almost twenty-four hours of pure, unadulterated sex. Enough to satisfy any satyr or nymph.

Jesse was neither Satyr nor nymph, unfortunately, he was just a schmuck who had tried to be a good guy and help a girl with her college thesis, and his reward was to be the subject of scientific research.

For after Amanda made sure he was set for the night, and after she had contacted Charity Smith and made sure the women would be ready for him at dawn, she went to work on her thesis.

She had to figure out the exact combination of chemicals that had caused Jesse to change sexes.

Heck, if she could figure that out then she could sell the formula to a pharmaceutical company and be set for life.

For as Jesse had once, like any other male, dreamed of endless sex, Amanda had, like any other girl, dreamed of money.

In the bar Jesse was in the back room, sitting, spreading, sucking, fucking, He was happy, and so would all men be once Amanda had the formula.

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!
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Yoga Feminization!

Is it possible to transform

from male to female?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I read of a girl who did yoga and couldn’t stop having orgasms. She’d assume a posture, breath, and…POP! Orgasm.

This happened with almost every posture, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

So she learned to enjoy it.

I often wonder about that woman. Did she need a man? If she had a man, did she need to fuck him?

And, if she didn’t need to have sex with him, what did she do to him?

Enslave him? Deprive him? Enjoy him in alternate ways that would shock Carrie Nation?

It’s interesting to think about, and this story is sort of like that. Except I’ve shifted some viewpoints, twisted the situations, and hopefully have come up with an original work of art.

Hope you enjoy it.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


PART ONE

“I’m going to study Yoga.” Dan smiled exultantly. He was very proud of his decision.

“Yoga? You’re going to do Yoga? Like I do?” Karen was a dish. Yoga kept her body slim and her boobs big. Her face showed no stress marks, and her blonde hair was long and luxurious.

Her eyes, of course, were thousands of years old, knowing and wise.

But now they were surprised.

“Just like you.”

Karen frowned, then caught herself and put serenity back on her face. “But why would you want to study Yoga? It’s difficult, it requires more patient than you have ever shown in your life. It’s a complete lifestyle, and you have shown no interest in that lifestyle as long as I have known you!”

Dan merely nodded. “I understand all that, and I’ve thought about it greatly. Look, I’ve made my millions, I’ve got all the time in the world, and isn’t it time I looked after my spiritual welfare?”

“Of course it is. I’m just surprised. Have you done any research on this? Other than watching me?”

“A little bit, and I’ll be spending the next few weeks learning about yoga. Then I can make decisions as to what kind of yoga, and I can decide what routines are best for me, I can find the best teachers. honestly, I thought you would be more excited. I know that I have spent a lot of time making money, but now is a chance for us to share an activity.”

“I guess I am excited, it’s just that it’s going to take me a minute to get used to the idea. I mean, you’re the guy who doesn’t even like to take walks.”

“I know. But that’s all changed. I’m a new man. Wait and see.”

Karen nodded and considered. If anybody had the ability to change their mind, it was Dan. Once he decided to do something he went in whole hog. Yoga, however, was a different kind of a game.

Thinking this, she said, “Yoga is a different kind of game.”

“How so?”

“Well, if you play finances and corporations your success is measured by money, material objects acquired, that sort of thing. In Yoga your progress is measured by how deeply you can see into yourself, how well you can control your body. That sort of thing.

Dan frowned. “You’re right. I hadn’t thought about it in those terms, but…you’re right. I can see I have a lot to learn.”

Karen smiled gently. She gave him a light kiss, and went into the kitchen to prepare dinner.

Dan was going to do yoga. Would wonders never cease? She washed the vegetables and thought about her own progress in the spiritual realm.

She was happy, deeply happy, but with that happiness came a whole new slew of problems.

Problems of the material world ceased to be important, and she was more concerned with how well she could concentrate, how to master the latest method of meditation. Suddenly she chuckled. She leaned back and could see Dan standing by the big picture window. He was looking out over the Montana wilderness on their 100,000 acre ranch. His face was focused and he was obviously deep in thought.

She went back to her food preparation, and had a thought: Dan was one in a million in the finance world.

Did that mean he was one in a million in the yoga world? The spiritual advancement world?

She gave a small grunt, a sign of sudden epiphany.

This was going to be interesting.

Dan started out the next morning. He went on the internet and read everything he could find, ordered every book he could find, purchased every DVD he could find, and he began sorting through materials.

There were eight basic types of yoga: Ashtanga yoga, Hatha yoga, Hot yoga, Iyengar yoga, Kundalini yoga, Power yoga, Restorative yoga, Vinyasa yoga.

He made charts with columns for pros and cons and started analyzing the methods and benefits and detractions.

Then he realized that a couple of the yogas had recently been invented. He was familiar with people who came up with bright ideas, and he knew that the newer yogas were mostly marketing, and watered down techniques.

Hunh!

He went through the yogas and isolated the older forms, and then examined them again for oldest methods within each discipline. He wound up with three types of yoga to choose from. They were: Kundalini yoga, Ashtanga yoga, and Raja yoga.

While he scrutinized and inspected and examined, Karen rolled her mat out in the exercise room and went through her yoga. She was wearing a skin tight unitard that showed off her boobs, but didn’t restrict of confine her. She sat int he lotus and breathed and used her breathing to guide prana through her body. Prana was ‘life force, and she could feel her body becoming more and more energized as she went through the various postures.

While she was contorting and breathing through her nostrils and guiding the life force through her chakras Dan walked past the exercise room on the way to the kitchen. He stopped for a moment and watched her go through her routine.

She was a beautiful, graceful woman, and she focused and ignored him.

Dan admired her single mindedness, and he especially noted her form. Watching her bend and twist emphasized her charms and he felt a boner in his pants.

He knew he wasn’t supposed to get excited with yoga: he was supposed to control himself. But how could you control an involuntary reaction like an erection?

He continued to the kitchen and poured himself a drink. Bourbon and Coke, with Old Rip Van Winkle bourbon. $998 a bottle. Chicken feed for him.

He walked back to the computer room, and couldn’t help but see how Karen’s latest posture let her boobs thrust upward so enticingly as he passed the exercise room.

In the computer room he examined ancient texts. He pored through hundreds of pages of scripts. Many of them translations form the original Sanskrit.

He made notes about how many postures there were, how they should be done, and how the mind should be focused.

For a normal person it would have been incredibly fatiguing work, but Dan was an unusual man. Digging into the odds and ends, the nooks and crannies, he found it interesting.

He made charts concerning how yoga had grown through the world, which countries had it, and how they might had changed the practices.

He was interested in getting to the root of all yoga. He wanted the miracles that had resulted from that original yoga, and not bright ideas though the ages.

There were, according to several source, four original yogas. Raja (royal), Jnana (knowledge), Bhakti (devotion) and Karma (action). He focused his studies on these four, comparing, contrasting, trying to figure out which principles were universal.

He was deeply involved, not aware of his surroundings, when Karen cleared her throat. He looked up and smiled. “Hi.”

“Making any progress?”

“Some, but you’re right, it’s slow work.”

“It’ll probably get faster when you start doing the actual exercises, the things called Asanas. I can help you when you start.”

“That would be great.”

“I notice that you’re having a drink.”

“Should I not?”

“Everything I’ve read indicate drinking is prohibited.”

Dan looked at his glass of expensive whiskey and Coke sadly.

“Don’t worry about it. Just, when you start the poses, go to drinking water. Lots of water.”

Dan nodded, then he said, “What about sex?”

Karen smiled. She shrugged. At the higher levels I understand that you shouldn’t have sex.”

“Why not?”

“When you cum you give up your vital essence. This weakens you, and slows your progress.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Again, that’s when you’re at an advanced level. You don’t find me giving up sex, do you?”

“No.”

“So when you feel that sex is weakening your yoga, you give it up. Until then…” she smiled.

Dan returned the smile. “So do you feel horny when you do yoga? I notice that sometimes you want to make love after you do your thing.”

“I’m feeling real horny right now.”

“You are?” he grinned.

“Oh, yes. My pussy is dripping, and my tits are blushing. Even my lips are hot. In fact, they want your lips.”

She crossed the room and sat on his lap and ground her pussy onto him.

“The problem, of course, is that I don’t want to distract you. I don’t want you wasting your vital essence on me.”

She kissed him then, gently but passionately, and she could feel his dingus rising, trying to penetrate clothes and get into her vagina.

“Woo,” murmured Dan.

“Now don’t get excited.”

“But you said it’s okay since I’m not really doing the poses yet.”

Yes, but you should practice. You should cultivate self control. You should embrace your horniness, and not let yourself cum.”

She pulled his head to her boobs and held him against her softness.

“Don’t fuck me,” she whispered. “Be a man. Be a yoga man and learn to use your essence to achieve higher states of being.”

“Now?” He spoke into her boobs, but she understood what he was saying.

“If not now…when?”

“But I need you now.”

“Oh? Then let’s go practice helping you learn self control.”

She stood up, took his hand, and led him out of the computer room.

Dan was dazed. He had been immersed in the higher concepts of yoga, trying to figure them out, and now he was being introduced to the practice itself.

He had to control himself. He had to achieve discipline.

Karen led him into the bedroom. She pushed him back on the bed and stripped her unitard off. She tossed it to the hamper, and stood in front of him.

Her skin was glowing with health. Her breasts were flushed, they looked downright hot. Her lips were red, and she wasn’t wearing lipstick.

He started to get undressed, and she stopped him.

“Let me.”

She knelt in front of him and unbuckled his pants, unzipped them, then pulled them off his legs.

She grabbed the waist band of his underpants and pulled them off him.

His cock sprang upward, pointed towards the ceiling and throbbed.

She just smiled, climbed onto his lap, and began undoing his shirt.

She undid his buttons, one at a time, and pulled his shirt apart.

He was a slender man. A geek, he had a thin chest. His hair was semi-long and his eyes were soft, but penetrating.

He was a beautiful man.

She threw his shirt over her shoulder and pressed him back.

She sat on him and his dick rose up and pressed against the front of her groin. She took it in her hands and softly stroked him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“No, no,” she said. “Just relax. Just enjoy the sensation, but hold back the big squirt.”

“But…I can’t!” He was already gritting his teeth, trying not to orgasm. “A man is supposed to…orgasm.”

Karen slowed down her stroke, then stopped. She held his pulsing cock at the base and squeezed.

“Oh, heysoos!” he moaned. “Make me cum!”

“No…no…” she held him firm, and slowly the desire waned.

“God, that was close.”

“But you didn’t cum. You showed some discipline. That will help you.”

“I notice that you cum whenever you want to.”

“And I should. I’m a woman. I’m built to cum. Men shouldn’t cum unless they want to make a baby. And then you should be so efficient you only need to cum once.”

She slid off him, taking her pussy further away from his cock, and he looked at her moist vagina longingly.

“Look, honey. Yoga is for women. You should think about that before you throw yourself into this. You should be studying karate, or some other manly discipline. You start messing with women things and…well, it can be dangerous.”

“What do you mean? How can doing exercises be dangerous?”

“It’s not just the exercises. It’s running the prana through your body. Every time you do yoga you evolve, you approach the essence of the universe, and the essence of the universe, the universe itself, is female.”

That stunned Dan. He had read a lot already, but he hadn’t come across anything like that in his readings.

“No,” he blurted.

“So how do you feel now?”

He grinned. “I’ve got a lot of energy.”

“That’s because all your sexual energy has not been released. It’s been built up, and it is still in your body. And if you had simply fucked me, if you had released your sperm, you would be weak, you would lose energy.”

Dan frowned.

“Want to prove it?”

“How would we do that.”

“I’ll get on your dick and you cum in me, and you estimate your energy.”

He grinned. “Sure!”

Karen climbed back up on him. She sat and stroked him with her hands. Then, when he was gasping with desire, she sat on him, slid down his pole, and Dan started squirting right away.

“Oh, fuck! Damn!”

Karen just nodded. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll use my vibrator later.”

“But…I feel like I’ve cheated you.”

His dick had stopped spitting and he lay back, suddenly feeling weaker.

She got off him, his limp peeny flopped on his thigh and he looked at it.

“Do you still feel full of energy?”

He shook his head.

The look on her face showed how she was proud of being right. “Don’t worry. We’ll do this again. And next time I’ll not let you cum. You’ll get your energy back.”

With that she pulled on a robe and left the room.

Dan, of course, went to sleep.

It took a couple of weeks before Dan thought he had enough of a grasp of yoga to start any kind of physical regimen. He thought he knew which poses, or asanas, he should concentrate on. He thought he knew how the energy was supposed to be channeled, and he bought a unitard.

Thus, one day Karen went into the exercise room, and stopped.

Dan was sitting on a mat, wearing a grey unitard, and looking into the distance. He was sitting cross legged, Indian style, and he seemed very intent.

After blinking, Karen sat down next to him.

She assumed his position and went motionless.

For an hour they sat there, focusing on breathing four times per minute, five seconds breathing in, 10 seconds breathing out.

Dan was working on finding an energy center an inch or two below his belly button.

Karen just worked on being calm.

Dan stirred, reached for a bottle of waster and sipped.

Karen smiled, and Dan offered the water bottle to her.

“So, how’s it going,” she asked, putting the cap back on the bottle.

“Weird. I’m sitting still, and it’s like there’s all sorts of things happening.”

“Like what?”

“Like, we’re in the wilderness up here, but I could swear I could feel something moving in the forests. I can even feel cars moving on the road.

That surprised Karen. It had taken her years to reach the point where she could feel outside her body without using her eyes, ears, and sniffer.

But Dan was a special kind of man. Apparently he was bringing that specialness into the discipline of yoga.

“Would you like to work on a couple of asanas?”

“Not yet. There’s just too much happening. I want to just sit still and take it all in.”

“As long as you don’t try to figure it all out.”

He grinned. “Lesson one, don’t analyze, just take it in.”

“One of my instructors said if you analyze you’ll never grow wise.”

“Ha! That’s a good one.”

Dan resumed sitting. He focused, tried not to think, tried to just sit there and input. To listen to the world.

Karen moved her mat a bit to the side so as not to distract him, and began going through poses.

She worked on warrior poses, did cow lips, then worked on some poses that required her to hold a supported position.

A few feet from her Dan frowned. He could feel her moving. Then he realized he could use her motion to work on his own non-motion. He relaxed, took the frown off his face, and accepted her motion, made it part of the universe. He immediately felt bigger.

Another week passed, and Dan decided he was calm enough to work on poses.

He told Karen which poses he wanted to work on, and she helped him through them.

Sometimes they did it, and sometimes they talked about it.

Karen, being wise, merely stated her opinion, and let him choose his own path.

They worked on the zen position, and the lotus position.

Dan had a rough time with the lotus, as it can be painful for beginners.

Dan was a guy, however, and he was used to pain. He was used to running marathons, and that can develop into pain. At any rate, Dan held the lotus posture and suffered.

Day by day his pain grew less. Day by day he became able to let his body breath, to let the energy channel through it, to hold the position…and the pain went away.

Karen was amazed. She sometimes felt pain, and she had been practicing the pose for years.

Dan learned twisting poses off the lotus, and went into gomukhasana. In gomukhasana the legs are folded under and splay to the rear. Looking down from above, the pose looks like a cow’s face. Or, if someone sat on wet sand, he or she would leave a cow’s face impression.

Together they sat in the pose, and Karen marveled at how complacent Dan was, and the fact that his complacence was seeping into her.

And yet, she knew she was only getting a hundredth of what he was learning.

One day they were sitting in cow’s lips in the exercise room, and Dan suddenly gasped and unfolded himself. He had a huge boner inside his unitard.

“What’s wrong?”

“My…dick, my balls…I don’t know.

He stood up and stripped off his unitard. His pecker poked out and Karen blinked. It was so red and hard, and it dripped.

Thus far they had only been playing with sexual abstinence.

Karen would tease him for a few days, let him cum, then they would start again.

It was fun. It was a kinky, little sex game, and Dan actually enjoyed the growing frustration.

But now he felt like all the prana in his body, all the energy, had transmuted into sexual energy and was gathering in his penis.

“What’s going on?” Karen asked, but she had a suspicion.

“I don’t…I feel like my balls are going to explode! And my dick! It feels like it’s bigger, and getting bigger, like something is blowing it up from the inside.

Karen would have smiled, but he was obviously feeling the energy, and not in a good way.

“Okay, honey. Let’s take a long, cold bath.”

Dan limped down the hallway and into the bathroom. He sat in the tub and Karen turned on the water as cold as he could stand it.

“Oh, God! What’s happening to me?”

He shivered, but his junk felt like it was boiling over.

“Honey, I want you to listen to me very carefully.”

“Oh…oh…okay.” His teeth were chattering from the cold water, but under the surface his dick was just as hard, if not harder.

“Women don’t have to go through this. We’re female, the universe is female, and we match up. “

“But…what’s happening?”

“What’s happening is your prana has reached your sexual apparatus. It doesn’t happen often, only to a few men, but…it can be painful.”

“Tell me about it!” he snapped, folding his arms and squeezing himself as if that would stop the pain. “But how do you stop it.”

“Remember your first lesson. Let it be. Enjoy it. Absorb the pain.”

Dan heard what she was saying, but it was hard translating her words into action. Pain has that effect on people.

Karen began rubbing his flesh. “Breath. Breath. Focus on the world. Let it happen.”

Dan began blowing fiercely, but Karen corrected him and he finally began breathing. He was erratic, but as time went on he began to relax.

After a couple of hours he still hurt, but he was able to think.

Karen kept rubbing his body, massaging his arms and legs, pulling his hair back, making little swirls on his face with her thumbs.

“Okay…okay,” Dan gasped. He was starting to take control. But this amount of pain…he couldn’t figure out what to do with it. He was absorbing it now, but it was making his body feel electric. “It’s building up in me.”

“Excellent,” soothed Karen. “Now, here is the problem, you’ve got so much energy in your groin, in your sexual apparatus, and we need to release some of it.”

“How do we do that?”

She smiled, “How do we have sex, asks the little boy.”

He looked at her, his eyes revealing the haunting of pain, and she just smiled and reached for his peeny.

She began to stroke him.

“Oh…fuck!”

“Pretty intense, eh?”

“God! Yes!”

“And it will get more intense. But if you have managed to tame a bit of that energy it won’t be so bad.

“I don’t understand.”

“Simple, honey. We don’t want you blowing your load, because that would release all the energy you’ve spent so long building up.”

“So…?”

“So I’m going to stroke you, and we’re going to release one drop of your energy.”

“One drop?”

“One drop. Two drops and you’re wasting your prana. One drop and your mind will be fooled into thinking you’ve cum, and yet you’ll still have a full load.”

“But I can’t do just one drop!”

“Don’t worry. I’ll help you. you’ll learn.”

With that Karen began stroking his weenie in earnest. Her other hand was draped over his shoulder and was teasing his nipple.

Dan groaned, and he tried to push his dick into Karen’s hand. Karen just pressed her hand into his groin and held him.

“Oh, please…please…”

“Let me do this, honey. Let me do this and we’ll get you through this.”

She began stroking again, and after a minute he tried to fuck her hand, but she stopped him again.

“Control yourself. Don’t move. Let me do the work.”

Dan nodded. His body was on fire. His nipples were stiff. But he could feel the relief of control starting to work through his body.

But he wanted to cum.

He wanted to cum worse than he ever had in his life. His balls were filled and roiling. His pecker throbbed and dripped pre-cum.

Karen’s hand moved faster and faster. She cupped his balls with her free hand, and leaned over and sucked on his nipple.

Dan thought his whole body was going to explode. He had never felt such pain, yet…it was changing.

Karen’s words had guided him, and he worked on making the feeling in his balls change from pain to pleasure.

Then he started to feel it. He felt the trigger trying to click in his groin. He was going to cum.

“I’m going to…I’m…”

“Don’t worry, honey. I won’t let it happen.”

He looked up at her, lost in a craze of lust, and the trigger clicked.

Semen boiled up through his cock, and one drop formed on the slit, then Karen grabbed his cock with both hands and squeezed.

“No-o-o!” Dan howled. “Let me…I need to…I need…”

One drop held to the tip of his cock, and the rest of the sperm couldn’t go anywhere, so it backed up.

“No! No!”

But Karen had the situation well in hand. She could feel his cock throbbing desperately, it bucked a few times, then it stopped.

Dan collapsed in the tub. The pain was gone. He was back to normal, sort of.

Karen reached down and swiped the drop off his peeny. She brought it up to her lips and tasted it.

“Mmm.”

Dan stared. He was confused, dazed, but the pain was gone.

Also gone was the frantic feeling of lust.

His mind thought he had cum, but he hadn’t. But he was afforded relief by that one drop that Karen had put in her mouth.

“Oh, God,” sighed Dan.

Karen relaxed, sat back on a chair next to the tub.

Dan still had a boner, but it didn’t hurt. It just rose up from the water.

“What’s going to happen?” he asked.

“You’ll notice that you’re still horny.”

“Yeah, but it’s not bad. I can stand it.”

He yawned and relaxed. “God, I actually feel good.”

“Like you’ve cum?”

“Yeah, sorta like that. but no big bang. Just…relaxation.”

Karen nodded. “You’re going to feel horny again, and horny like you won’t believe, but it won’t hurt so much, and you’ll be able to stand it, to transmute the pain into pleasure.”

“How do you know all this stuff?”

Karen rocked and was silent for a minute, then: “I don’t know how much I can tell you, but…I read the book on Silithia, and in it her method of sexual yoga is described. She’s written other books, but they are only available to women.”

“What?”

“The universe is female, I am female, and some of the things involved in sexual yoga can be dangerous for men.”

“What the heck is sexual yoga?”

“It’s a method of transmutation.”

“Are you talking about things like the philosopher’s stone? Changing metal into gold?”

“Yep, but it doesn’t have anything to do with gold metal. The gold is what you make out of your body. It is the spiritual essence that you become when you transform yourself.”

“Through yoga?”

“Through sexual yoga. Regular yoga, even as you’ve divined it, doesn’t quite do it.”

Dan was silent as he thought through what she had said.

Karen: “Dan, for whatever reason, you’ve made a huge breakthrough. And there is no going back. I can help you, but it’s going to take patience and dedication and a willingness to become another person.”

Dan understood what she was saying, except for that thing about becoming a different person.

“For the foreseeable future we have to put you on a strict regimen.”

“What kind of regimen?”

“First, you have to continue with your physical yoga. Whatever you’ve figured out, whatever you’re doing, it’s working. So you have to keep doing that.

“Second, we need to control things like diet. You can’ just eat anything you want, and booze is now officially a no no.

“Third…” she hesitated. “Third…we have to control your sex.”

He smiled. “Have lots of sex?”

“Yes, but no.”

He tilted his head slightly to the side in puzzlement.

“I have to keep you sexually excited. This will raise the prana and cause it to accumulate.”

“But I get to cum, don’t I?”

“No. Oh, I’ll extract a single drop every once in a while. But, for the foreseeable future you’re not to have any orgasms.”

“What?” his voice squeaked. in outrage.

“I know it’s tough. You’ve always been able to have an orgasm whenever you want to, but things are different now.”

Dan frowned.

“Things are…you could hurt yourself. And, like I said, there’s no going back.

“But…no sex?” He sounded so hurt.

“Honey, there are things you can do. And the things in the future will help alleviate certain sexual desires, or at least change them into something else. But you simply must conserve your energy, save it for when you start changing into another person.”

“That sounds weird, changing into another person.”

“Sorry. To tell the truth, I’m talking off the top of my head. I’ve read about what you’re going through, will be going through, and I think I’m right. But, to be honest, I’m going to be reaching out, maybe even talking to some of Silithia’s people.”

Dan struggled to stand up. The cold water was getting to him, and he grabbed a towel. Mostly, however, he was thinking about the things his wife was telling him.

He had achieved something in yoga, but apparently it was only the first step, and he couldn’t undo what he had done.

His put the towel in the hamper and looked down at his dick. It was still big and red, and there was pre-cum dripping, but it no longer hurt.

“And you’re going to help me?”

“Absolutely. I will be right by your side. Whatever happens, I’m there for you.”

“But we can’t fuck? You’re just going to…to whack me off? To the tune of a single drop?”

Karen smiled. All the things that had happened, and he was still just worried about getting off.

“Don’t worry, honey, like I said, there are other things we can do.”

“But how are you going to get off?”

She laughed. “That’s the nice part. Part of keeping you horny is going to be me taking advantage of your tongue.”

“What?”

“So don’t worry, honey. I’m going to get plenty of orgasms.”

The frown on Dan’s face was classic.


PART TWO

Dan noticed differences in his yoga practice right away.

One difference was that after he had been masturbated to a single drop he was calm. Incredibly calm.

He was balanced, intellectually sharp, and possessed of super human endurance.

He could hold a pose all day long.

And he had less trouble with more difficult poses.

He would spend hours a day in head stands, single leg poses, and so on, and would merely be refreshed by the end of the day.

However, as the days passed, as Karen played with him and brought him to higher and higher edges, he lost that power.

Karen said it was because he was building up too much prana, that his body couldn’t handle that much energy.

“You don’t have to get me so excited then, do you?”

“We do if we want to get you through this. The more excited you get the more prana builds in you, and that is the point of it all.”

“Is it? What’s going to happen when I have built up all the prana I can?”

“To be honest, I don’t know. There’s a lot of secret writing on it in the world of feminism. Silithia’s writings indicate that you would become Godlike, but even her writings are circumspect, reserved for females and their particular type of understanding. But the point is that we need to build you up. Are you ready for a drop of cum?”

Dan actually didn’t want to. He was in a precarious state of mind. He wanted relief, but thee was something in him that dragged its feet.

“No.”

Karen smiled, “Oh, yes. I can see the way you’re trembling in poses. I can see the frantic look in your eyes.”

“No. I don’t think so.”

Karen frowned, but she accepted his word. Not.

As soon as he went into pose she sauntered in and began stroking him.

He was in the bridge pose, setubandha sarvangasana, his neck flat, he was facing up, his hips raised as high as he could.

“Just keep doing what you’re doing, honey,” Karen said. She pulled the cloth of his unitard, took a pair of scissors, and freed his cock.

Dan shuddered as she took him in hand. His body was suddenly hurting, as the energy went from his body to his cock.

Karen took her time, fondling his testicles, engulfing his head with her mouth.

She reached up and rubbed his nipples.

Dan tried to stay focused, but he couldn’t. He was trembling too much, and there was so much pleasure in his groin…then he collapsed, Karen got her one drop and smiled as she gulped it.

“Thank you, honey, and, by the way, don’t replace your unitard. I like your package being so accessible.

Dan went through a couple of minutes of recovery, then all the prana surging through his dingus began radiating out through his body.

He became firm again, even sharper and more aware, and he knew he could do this pose for the rest of his life. Or at least until he got horny again.

Time is like pouring liquid. It flows, with an occasional splash or dribble, and is done with.

For Dan the days were like heaven. He began to feel a gold glow build within him.

Karen discussed how to descend through the chakras on his spine, and then to ascend to the crown of his head.

“Will I have achieved what I need to then?”

“Cross your fingers.”

Dan was speaking while engaged in the handstand scorpion pose. He was doing it against a wall, a handstand with his legs bent back. He wasn’t shaking or quivering. His focus was excellent.

Karen was drinking herbal tea and reading from one of the ancient manuscripts Dan had procured on the internet. It was a translation from the original Sanskrit, and was very in depth.

Of course there were linguistic problems, cultural references, and other things to confuse, but between them they were able to figure things out.

Suddenly Karen went silent.

“What?” asked Dan, feeling a pebble drop into the pool of her calm.

“Uh, well…”

Dan contorted a bit so as to be able to look at her.

“We’ve got a problem, according to this.”

Dan slowly unfolded, regained his feet gracefully, and she handed him the manuscript. He read:

…power comes to him who observes

unbroken brahmacharya for a period of twelve years

“Twelve years?” Dan was aghast. “I’m supposed to practice total abstinence for twelve years?” He looked up at Karen. “It…I didn’t think…”

“I know. That’s a long time, and we thought it would only be for a while.”

“Well, there’s got to be a solution. Especially now. Every day without fucking you is a lifetime. I’m becoming obsessive, the way you play with me and never let me have a real, true and glorious squirt.”

They stared at each other, and they were, in their own worlds, aghast.

“Let me ask some of the ladies I’ve been in touch with.” She had managed to contact several ladies who practiced the Silithian form of sexual Yoga, and they had been very helpful.

Dan nodded. I just…I can’t…I love you too much.”

“And I love you, too honey,” she patted his cheek. “Now it’s about that time of week, I notice how lustful your gaze has been.”

“Oh, no!”

“Don’t be negative. Embrace yourself and let me do this.”

So he did, and when they were done Karen said, “You know, your cum has changed. Your seed is…tastier. That’s the only way to put it.”

“Elixir of the Gods,” he smiled as he assumed the king pigeon pose, eka pada rajakapotasana. One leg was flat on the floor with the knee pointing to the front, his other leg was bent up behind his body and his arms were bent back over his shoulder so he could hold his big toe.

Karen thought about that. His semen was not only tastier, it felt like it was changing her. It felt like his one drop of sperm was some sort of magical potion that filled her and illuminated her.

She giggled. If other women knew what one drop sperm tasted like they would make their husbands be chaste and drink their issue until the world was depopulated.

Karen did not receive much help on the subject of celibacy in Silithian Yoga.

She was advised to screw her husband in various poses, but not if he came.

However, one lady, in her email, let it slip that if Dan did his poses with an arbandh around his genitals, and practiced certain ‘other’ methods, he need only spend a year to achieve what he wanted.

Karen looked up ‘arbandh,’ and found it was a special type of chastity device.

Actually, there were several versions, including a wooden ‘belt’ that could be removed, but which held a round ‘ball’ over the genitals.

A round ball over the genitals.

She examined modern chastity devices, and they were, except for a few metal devices that relied on piercings, lacking.

So she researched some more.

Dan?”

Dan was doing the Iron Cross Headstand. He was on his head, his arms angled down to the floor, and his legs spread.

“Yes, dear,” he said dreamily. His cock was upright, and it was obvious that he needed to be milked.

Karen stepped up next to him and began to stroke his penis.

“You’re going to have to go to India.”

“Yes, dear.” He was far out in the cosmos, and something was pushing him towards the Big Bang.

She stroked harder, sucked a little, then stroked again.

“There is something called an arbandh. It is a round ball and it encases your genitals. You can pee, or release other fluids, through a little hole. You’re going to have to wear this for a year.”

“All right, honey,” the cosmos was opening, closing, opening, closing, and he was unaware that it was doing so in harmony with the stroking of her soft, white hands.

“Your time of abstinence doesn’t have to be twelve years. When we do certain other things, other practices…we can reduce the amount of time needed from twelve years to one. Would you like to do that?”

“Of course. Make the flight arr…arr…arr…”

His body shivered and Karen grabbed his nuts and twisted.

One drop issued forth, then the pain stopped any further release of fluids.

The one drop fell, and before Karen could grab it Dan bent his head, opened his mouth, and caught the single drop.

“Oh!” he gulped.

Golden goodness expanded within him. He felt the purity of his discharge. He had a glimpse, just a glimpse, of heaven. It was female. It was a Goddess with many limbs sitting in the lotus and looking at him. She had the most divine expression on her face. And she said, “Good, Dan. Keep going.”

Dan smiled and came back to himself. He was energized, stable like he had never experienced, and his whole body glowed like an orgasm.

Karen felt him experiencing this wonderful vision, and she stepped back in awe.

Dan said, “Make the flight.”

Dan and Karen flew to India. Dan sat in his seat in pose the whole flight. Twelve hours of pure meditation. The stewardesses were super impressed, and one of them even put a piece of paper with her phone number on it into his hands while Karen wasn’t looking.

They traveled through India, and here the hunt became more difficult.

They knew they were looking for a swami, a special sort of swami, a Sadhu. He was going to have to have knowledge of how to encase a man’s genitals so they wouldn’t be damaged by a year of no access.

They traveled to Bhagalpur, were directed to Dhamtari. From there they went to Raipur, then Gurugram.

They criss crossed the country, going from city to city, temple to temple, and sought out the most learned men in India.

At last, in Shimla, they were sent to a small temple in a bad part of town. There was garbage in the streets, sacred cows crapping everywhere, and a charming, white temple.

They entered, passing intricate mosaic patterns.

There was a garden in the middle of the building, and at the back of the garden, sat a swami.

They recognized him from his liquid eyes, his immaculately robed figure and his long, long hair.

“Greetings,” he said, with a heavy accent. “You are the ones who want the arbandha.”

Dan, with his own liquid eyes, smiled. Karen gasped. She had been practicing yoga for a dozen years, but she had never met a yogi who could read her mind.

“Sadhu!” His voice was low, but loud in the mind.

A young boy ran into the garden. He was a younger version of the swami, he was so young he looked androgynous. Indeed, at first glance Karen couldn’t tell if he was male or female.

“Sadhu, bring arbandha for Mr. Dan.”

The young boy, or girl, or whatever it was, turned to Dan and said, “I must feel your package, Mr. Dan.”

Karen blinked, it was so casual, but Dan simply lowered his pants.

The boy felt his testicles and penis and made measurements in his mind.

“How old you think Sadhu is? Miss Karen,” asked the swami.

“Eight?”

The old swami chuckled. Suddenly wrinkles appeared on his face and gave intimation of his true age. “Saddhu be 93.”

Karen stared at the young junior swami. “Is that true?”

“Oh, yes, ma’am.”

Then Sadhu ran off.

They sat, and another ‘sadhu’ entered the room with tea.

Apparently all younger swamis, or swamis in training, or whatever they were, were called sadhu. The word sadhu meant a holy man, or sage, but especially an ascetic.

In a short while the first sadhu re-entered the room. He was holding a pillow upon which sat a metal ball. He bowed and presented the ball to the swami.

The swami took it, examined it, ran his hands over it.

Karen could see that it opened in halves, and that there was a ringed hole at the bottom.

“Come, Mr. Dan. Let’s see to you.”

Dan stepped forward. His cock was very hard, as usual, and the swami touched it and it went limp.

Dan grunted.

The swami closed the ball over his balls and now limp cock. It wasn’t a big ball. Only about three inches in diameter, and Karen knew that when Dan got his hard on back it was going to be very uncomfortable.

But if this was the path to heaven…so be it.

The swami closed it, picked up a screwdriver and tightened the collar until the head of the screw snapped off.

The swami looked up at Dan. Don’t take off. One year. You find heaven.”

Dan nodded.

Karen asked, when we do take it off, how do we get the screw out?”

The swami smiled benevolently. “You no take off. You no worry. Bye bye.”

Dan and Karen bowed and backed up, and thanked the swami, and were presented with a bill for $10,000 by yet another sadhu when the reached the front door.

Fortunately, they took Visa, so Dan and Karen were able to leave the little temple.

Back home life went on as usual. Dan spent hours each day practicing his asana’s. He meditated, disciplined his breathing, and became downright holy. His eyes glowed, his presence lightened a room, and he was, under it all, horny.

But now he couldn’t touch himself, and Karen was now restricted from even securing a drop of semen from him.

Dan began to shake and shiver. The prana filled his body, leaked from his pores, and something had to be done.

“I’m suffering,” he mentioned to Karen one night, while he ate his daily bowl of brown rice.

“I’m sorry, Dan. I don’t like to see you suffer.”

He smiled. “It is distractive, but enjoyable. I really need relief, however. It is effecting my meditations.

Karen nodded. “What would you like me to do?” She was eating a thin rib eye steak. Pounded and salted and peppered and herbed. The mashed potato side had a thick cube of butter on top, and the grease had been poured straight from the skillet to form a lake in the top of the mound of potatoes.

She would be having watermelon for desert.

And maybe a scoop of orange flavored ice cream.

With a little chocolate sauce on top.

One would think that such fare would destroy Dan’s equilibrium. Such sweet smelling temptation on top of his abstinence.

But Dan had asked that she eat such fare that he might conquer the food demons in his mind, that he might learn to enjoy his one bowl of rice a day.

Dan said, “You spoke once of certain ‘practices,. other practices that could be used in place of the one drop of semen diet.”

He smiled when he said the word ‘diet.’

“Well, yes. I suppose I could do that. Would you like me to look into it?”

Dan sat in the lotus position in his chair. Recently his body had started to lose hair. His skin was smooth and fine now. Even his face seemed to be changing in some ethereal manner.

“Yes. Please.” He picked up a grain of rice with his spoon and deposited it on his tongue.

He gave a shiver at the sensation of absorbing nutrition. Then he spit out the husk of the grain.

“I’ll look into it right after dinner.”

They ate without talking after that. Secure in each others presence. Happy to just be with each other. No other communication needed.

Several days later Karen had finished with her research, and called Dan into the bedroom. She had ordered a special type of ‘furniture,’ and it stood in the middle of the room.

It was somewhat square, but with manacles at each corner. A smaller square was upright at the head of the thing, and a small circle for the neck was atop that.

Karen helped Dan get into the thing.

He put his hands on the floor and she closed the circlets of iron.

He raised his butt so he was on his feet, and she put the circlets around his ankles.

His head was now resting on top of the head circle, and Karen opened it, he placed his head, and she closed it.

He was locked in, unable to move.

Not that he wanted to move.

This far into the yogic practice he moved very slowly, making motion into non-motion.

“All right, dear. Give me a second and I’ll drain you.”

Dan sat, or stood, or whatever it could be said. At least both hands and feet were on the ground and he looked somewhat like a bovine in his attitude.

Karen went into the bathroom and washed her hands. She put on latex gloves and picked up a prostate massager. This wasn’t old technology, like the metal ball encircling Dan’s junk, it was modern technology and an improvement over thousands of years of sex tools.

She lubricated the prostate massager, returned to the room and lubricated Dan’s ass.

Dan groaned as she rimmed up, loosened him up, made him more accessible.

“This is the method?” he asked.

“Yes, dear,” and she inserted the thing into him.

Dan’s eyes, in spite of his meditation and discipline, went wide.

He was very aware that the universe was female, and that he was engaged in a very female sort of sex.

He was being penetrated like a woman.

He was, in the most descriptive of words, being fucked.

And it felt good.

He couldn’t lower his hips or contort his way out of the procedure.

He felt the tool being used to press down on his prostate.

All he could do was sigh and enjoy.

And enjoy he did.

Karen scooped into him, made strokes against his prostate, excited his organs, and after a while the semen started to rise.

Dan knew it, and he made an ‘urking’ sound, which sound alerted Karen to his relief.

But she didn’t care. He had reached the stage where he was generating so much prana that he could have dumped ten loads, and generated only more.

Semen oozed out of the little hole in the metal ball. It dripped, and Karen caught it in her palm.

Dan groaned, and heaven had never been so close.

But it was not coming with a big bang. It was just sliding into his soul, slick and smooth, and all he could do was rejoice and accept it.

Karen finished. She gave Dan a lick of her palm, then finished the rest. There was a lot of semen, and it was incredibly sweet.

Then she undid his neck, his feet and his ankles.

Dan stood up, and just…stood there.

He was enlightened, liberated, relieved, and he felt the fog of heaven swirl inside his mortal mind.

And he knew he needed to do this more.

He was close, and he needed this.

Karen watched him.

Dan took a step, and it was as if the whole room warped.

Reality was effected by his mere presence.

Karen rejoiced, and wondered.

So much glory in one mortal body.

The weeks passed, and Dan presented himself for relief often. He had been a lusty man, and now he was lusty on the path towards heaven.

He knew that if he could cum enough, he could generate enough prana, and…he could make it.

Karen happily attended to him. Cooking his rice, milking him almost daily, and the months passed.

Months of heavenly ascension. Prana circulating in his body, descending the chakras, only to rise.

Dan glowed now. His eyes glowed, and his words were blessings. Even his farts had a sweet, heavenly smell to them.

One night, after a year had passed, Karen studied Dan.

He had changed physically.

He didn’t wear clothes anymore, for they chaffed his pure skin, and his metal ball hung from his groin.

It swayed, and bounced, and must have been heavy, but Dan didn’t notice.

He just focused on his asanas and closed in on heaven.

And he had no hair on his body. Not in the groin area, not in his armpits, nowhere. Except his head, of course.

And the hair on his head had grown long. It reached down his back to his butt.

Karen loved to brush it out, to make a smooth, gleaming wave of chestnut.

In brushing his hair she noticed other things.

His eyes seemed a bit larger. That would only be natural, him glowing as he was.

But his lips were plumper, almost girlish. And he had lost a lot of muscle mass. His chest was smooth and his nipples always stood out.

His cock might not be able to stand up, but his nipples always stood out.

And, on this evening, Karen ate braised ribs, with butter soaked asparagus spears.

And cheesecake.

Washed down with a big glass filled half and half with bourbon and Coke.

And Dan ate his rice.

And from the glow in his eyes he was drunker than she was.

She asked, “Is there something you needed?” She could intuit his thoughts. Rather, he spread his thoughts out, radiated them, and impressed them on her mind.

“I’m about to make my final change,” he spoke in a low, almost seductive tone.

“Wonderful, honey. When is it going to happen?”

“Now.”

He stood up and reached for the metal ball. He placed his hand around the ball and pulled, and for a moment there was resistance. Then the ball parted from his body.

Karen had not expected that and she was shocked.

Dan smiled.

Karen looked at his groin.

It was smooth, no cock, except for a small vertical split.

“Oh…oh, my God!”

“Yes?” asked Dan.

“You’re a woman!”

“The universe is a woman. God is a woman. What did you expect?”

Karen had pushed her chair back.

“But you’ve got no tits!”

“I never intend to give birth.” An oblique answer that explained everything, and nothing.

“But…but…”

“Could you finish your dinner? I would like you to attend to my sexual needs.”

Karen managed to find her calm again, and she said, “Of course, dear.”

After dinner Dan lead Karen to the bedroom. Dan stepped into the ‘contraption’ and Karen closed the manacles. She locked his head in the big circle, and went to her dresser and took out a large vibrator.

“This is it, honey,” said Dan. “So…no mercy.”

“Don’t worry, dear, I won’t show you any.”

She lubed him up and inserted the device, but this time she didn’t put it in his asshole. Now he had a slit, and she used that.

Dan shuddered as his prana gathered, His whole body gave was shimmering as the prana tried to exit through his pores.

Karen began loving him. She pushed in and pulled out. She angled it and tried to touch his prostate, but that organ no longer existed in him.

At the same time she reached under and played with his hard nipples.

Dan groaned and felt the massive charge of prana building, taking over his body, overwhelming him.

For long minutes Karen bored into him, and he started to shake. They both knew he was about to cum.

“”Oh, God! Oh, God!” Dan chanted. His discipline guided the prana, and it gathered in his body and went down his spine. Chakra by chakra it descended, becoming purer and purer. When it reached the bottom it exploded. It shot up his spine and blew out the top of his head.

A million miles away, in his mind, in the stars, but somehow still focused on his vagina, he came.

His body achieved total transformation.

His sex became true and there was no trace of male in him.

He could see his life spread out before him.

He would grow breasts, he could even have babies, though he had no intention of doing so.

But what he was most concerned with was this moment. This second of heaven. This ultimate transmogrification into womanhood.

Karen was pushed back by metaphysical forces. She left the vibrator sticking up out of his butt.

Then his inner energy pushed the vibrator out, and it shot up and hit the ceiling.

He shook, and cried out, and was caught in a cyclone of spiritual achievement.

Some time later, he returned to his body.

Karen intuited when it was time, and she released him.

She helped him to his feet.

Now he was as God. He was a woman.

And he said, “We must tell the world.”

“What?” asked Karen.

“That the universe is female, and that heaven is a woman’s orgasm.”

Karen smiled. “It’s okay. I think they already know.
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Demon Love!

A Demon’s twisted appetites result in Feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

She was Japanese, and her body was smooth, sleek with fine skin, and the curves were gentle to a point, that point being the voluptuousness of her breasts, the swell of her hips. Or maybe it was that her waist was so very tiny.

Her face was porcelain in its stillness, a study in zen beauty, and yet, when she smiled, the world suddenly kicked up its heels and leaped for joy.

The surprising thing was that she couldn’t keep a man.

Oh, they fell in love quickly enough, their hearts jiggled and joggled and they were helpless under the first impression, but then they…drifted. It was almost like they were thrown at a velcro wall, but the million, tiny hooks couldn’t hold, and their bodies slipped…slipped…fell away.

Then they had no interest, and she was left with a space where her love had been. For she gave herself freely and without reserve, only to be betrayed again and again.

Tommy O’Hara was no different than all the others.

“Hey, babe. how’s it going?” He walked past her without kissing her. The light touch of lips upon lips was missing, and that was her first suspicion.

Lydia sat at the kitchen table and stared after him. That was the point that she knew something was wrong, that was the point at which she started trying to lie to herself. It’s not happening again. Not again!

Tommy strode down the hallway, he was barefoot, as Lydia preferred people to be without shoes. A very Japanese custom, she had decided on it after realizing that there was more humanity, more ‘connection’ with the spiritual side, if one didn’t wrap their feet in dead leather, or synthetic rubber.

Besides, it was in keeping with her roots.

She stared at his legs. His toes were unconscious on the wood floor, his legs were stumping. It was slight, ever so slight, but another indication that he had, in their relationship, gone backwards.

She stood up and followed him.

He entered the bedroom and pushed buttons through holes. She entered the room and sat on the bed and watched him.

He smiled at her, a vacant thing that hoped not to be found out.

“How are you?”

“Oh, fine,” and now he came to her, pressed his lips to hers, but…too late. She had already seen him.

Still, there was rescue potential, though so very few men ever availed themselves of that.

“Work was work, but I slogged through the day. The conquering hero.”

He was talking to talk. Hoping to distract.

She couldn’t stand it anymore. Best to rip off the bandaid. “Are you seeing someone?”

He froze, blinked. Blinking too much when talking indicated a possible lie. He was blinking just standing there. It looked like a lie to her.

He turned to her, an ingenuous smile. A pretend confusion. A layer of subterfuge. “What?”

She wasn’t tall, and her legs hung on the side of the bed, delicate stems with delicious curves. Legs that went up…up…to the V in which resided the vagina, and a natural moistness.

And, sad to say, she knew the truth, more men than women cheat.

Her shoulders were slightly slumped and her arms on the bed as if supporting herself.

Her chocolate eyes assuaged him, told him to be honest. To be forthcoming and…make it better. There was still hope.

After, what did it matter if a dick got used? A dick being in a vagina, even a different one than agreed upon, wasn’t that big a deal.

And the same was true for a hole.

“I asked if you were seeing someone.”

“Honey,” he came to her, laughing as if she was being silly, and put his hands on her shoulders. Not his arms around her body, which was what she craved, but just his hands, and the physical tenderness actually resembled him holding her at bay. No matter what his silver tongued words expressed.

“Honey, what are you talking about.”

Then he turned and sat down next to her, his arm around her shoulder. Not loving, but controlling.

Still, in her mind she tried to change the underlying intent of him.

She wanted to save their marriage, as she had wanted to save the three previous marriages.

But all her husbands had started cheating.

And, like women so often do, she had always assumed the fault was hers.

She had been less than loving, she had not fulfilled the contract. She searched her mind, like a bird pecks through grass for a seed, for the bit of bitchiness that had driven the man away. Out of her arms. Out of her love.

He kissed her on the side of her forehead, his lips dry, not moist, yet one more sign of infidelity.

He should have thrown her on the bed and used his maleness on her.

But he didn’t.

She sighed, and he eventually stood up and finished taking off his shirt. And his pants and underwear, and stepped into the shower.

She watched him the whole way. Studied his skin, looked for the hickey, the scratch on his back.

But he was very careful.

So she saw nothing.

Him in the shower, she adjourned to the kitchen. It was time to prepare dinner. To slice the onions. Lots of onions. To hide the tears.

They ate in silence. A companionable silence…with an edge hiding in it.

He kept his nose buried in a book, a trashy novel by Alyce Thorndyke. A lewd picture on the cover, a title that was…weird. ‘Breaking Jack.’

He was wearing a kimono style robe, another concession to her Japanese roots. His body was strong underneath. A smattering of hair on his chest, but mostly his skin was smooth. She liked it smooth, and she especially liked him to keep his groin bare. She even helped him, taking razor and shaver to help him maintain the ‘youthful’ look.

Sitting there, stirring her asparagus on the plate with a fork, she thought the title of his book should be ‘Breaking Lydia.’

“I need some sex tonight,” she whispered.

She felt him tense up. Then relax. He lowered the book and looked at her, a smile that crumbled her as it was intended to fool her.

“Oh, honey, I’d love to…but I am totally beat. Can we do it tomorrow?”

“Would you like a back rub? Something to help get you in the mood.”

“Well,” she could see him equivocating in his mind, searching for a way to put her off.

But her offer was pure, and honest, and she really wanted to rub his back, to make him feel better, so there wasn’t much he could say.

“Well…I guess. Sure. That would be wonderful.”

After dinner she did the dishes, poured him a big bourbon and Coke, and led him into the bedroom.

He sipped his drink and she helped him out of his robe. She placed her hand on his chest and slid her palm over his smooth flesh.

He smiled, but didn’t groan. Or moan. Or show any sign of excitement or pleasure.

She got up on the bed behind him, perched like a monkey picking fleas off another monkey, and applied her strong fingers to his muscles.

He sighed, finally, and seemed to relax. A little.

She palpated his muscles, kneaded them, stroked them. A curious blend of massage and pure sexual message. Yet he did not respond.

He especially didn’t respond down there, at the core of him. His penis lay slack, like a slug taking a nap.

She pulled his shoulders, maneuvered him to a prone position, and sat on him. His cock, she could feel it, warm and fat, but it didn’t stir.

She gripped his flesh and pulled down. She rubbed the nipples, then kissed them.

He became irritated. He said nothing, but she could feel the electricity in his body, an instinctive reaction when he was sated and wanted no more.

But she hadn’t given him any, so who had sated him?

She turned him over before he could see tears. She was careful, as she massaged his back, not to let the tears fall on him. She moved her arms so that her tears fell on them. Right arm, left arm, and sometimes, when the moisture got too much and threatened to roll off her arms onto his back, she lowered her face and let her long, black hair slither across her arms, blotting up the sad liquid.

Tommy, blissfully unaware, sure that he had fooled her, lay quietly. Breathing gently, accepting the love…even while not giving any.

Desperate, she reached between his legs and took his penis in her hand. She pulled gently, moved her hand up and down. She lowered her face and kissed his ass, lower, kissed his testicles.

“Oh,” he said, but it was more obligatory than sincere.

And, after a while of her slithering over him, rubbing her breasts along his backside, trailing her nipples over his flesh, touching him all over with her moist flower, he said, “I’m sorry, honey. I’m just too tired. I can’t even get erect.”

Her heart breaking, she smiled wanly. “That’s okay.”

She slid off him, ran a slender hand over one buttocks, and said, “Just go to sleep.”

“Maybe tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” she assured him, even as her heart shattered into little pieces.

On the following day she would go to the store.

Tommy was no sooner gone to work than Lydia left the house. She walked, she wasn’t fond of driving, it being a modern obsession with all sorts of road rage attached, to the local health food store.

“Do you have any Hildegardia barteri?” she smiled.

The nutritionist cocked her head. “We do…but…what do you want it for?”

“Oh, this and that,” Lydia spoke vaguely. She usually encountered confusion, if not outright resistance, when she shopped for ingredients.

“I just ask because it is so unusual.”

“I’m from Japan,” explained Lydia, which explained nothing at all, but gave her credence in the minds of the less than knowledgable.

“Oh,” the lady nodded as if that explained everything.

She might know all sorts of stuff about nutrition, and chemicals, and western shamanism, but she knew nothing about what herbs could really do in the hands of an accomplished witch.

The lady picked out a bottle and handed it to Lydia. Lydia took the bottle, turned her hand over the cap, and took a gentle sniff. She smiled. “I would like the real stuff.”

“Ma’am, all our products are…” blah, blah, blah.

When the lady was done defending the honor of pharmaceutical corporations and their advertising practices, Lydia asked, “Is there a supply house?”

“Not here. We have all our ingredients shipped in fresh from…”

Shipped in. Which meant not fresh. If it had to be shipped in it wasn’t fresh. Stupid lady didn’t even know what she was saying.

Lydia turned and walked out.

Another store, another failure, but this time the lady told her there was a Mexican Botanica that might have what she was looking for.

Lydia walked into the Botanica and smiled. The odors, they were pure. In five minutes she had a small package of very potent leaves and seeds.

It was late in the morning now, and she was running out of time. Once decided on a course of action success was accomplished by being on a straight, undistracted line. So she bent her own rules and took a bus.

Downtown, to where Tommy worked. She stepped off the bus and into the hustle and bustle of the 21st century. A place she usually tried to avoid.

Tommy worked in a three story building that was 100 years old, but had been refurbished. Which meant modernized and outfitted with shiny plastic and aluminum gimcracks. There was security in the lobby, and a couple of plants in the boxes outside. Lydia went to a phone booth, stepped in and picked up the phone.

It was almost twelve now, lunchtime, and she waited.

Outside the phone booth foot traffic scurried. Men in business suits. Women pushing rolling carts filled with bags. Young men on skateboards passing out bags of herbs for a few dollars.

Lydia was not impressed.

The closest thing to magic here was in the bags the skateboarders held, and that magic was more of a delusion than real magic.

A puff of smoke and a person believed he was happy. And when the delusion was gone he only wished for more. Cruise down the big, wide boulevard and find yourself in a cul de sac.

A bus lumbered by, spewing noxious aroma and wailing its misery.

A merchant came out of a store and chased a bum away. The bum pulled down his pants and showed the merchant a very dirty set of buns.

Tommy came out of the building. A buxom blonde was on his arm. She was garish, western, big titted without the subtlety of movement that a big breasted woman must cultivate to appear more than a bouncing bimbo.

Tommy didn’t care. He just preened as he walked, was proud of how she clung to his arm as if he was something important.

Lydia watched with no expression. Once, in the beginning, she had clung to Tommy in that way. He was handsome, strong, and self assured, and she had hoped that he wouldn’t be like the others.

The others who fucked her just because she was an exotic catch. They had never made loved to an oriental woman, and they had been enthralled, and thought they were in love.

And she did not deny the love, for she was hopeful.

Maybe sex could transmute, change, become the real thing.

But, so far, it had not.

Time after time she had been disappointed when the men realized that she was more than a plaything.

And Tommy was just one more shallow westerner. Horny, besotted, thinking he was in love, then putting her aside for a dalliance. The never ending search of stupid men for pussy.

And the real world passed them by. The essence of life was put aside for their silliness

Tommy and the blonde turned into the parking lot. They were going to lunch.

In some far away nook in her mind Lydia yet hoped that was all it was, two co-workers going out for a smoothie and a croissant.

But she knew…she knew.

The couple got into Tommy’s car, a big SUV with a big back area. The car settled on its springs, jounced a bit, then was still.

Then it started lurching back and forth. Side to side. Weight inside shifting as Tommy thrust his penis into the blonde vagina. And they kissed. And they tried to fuck without removing too much of their clothes. They had to go back to work, after all.

Lydia watched. An old man came up and tapped on the window of the phone booth.

Lydia stared at him, her black, almond eyes peering through him, unnerving him, threatening him.

“Geez, lady,” he muttered, and moved on.

Back at the SUV. The rocking was growing less and less. Lydia knew Tommy was balls deep, his back arched, his head tilted back, his mouth open and his eyes closed.

She knew when he was spewing his seed, how the blonde was clasping his body with her arms and legs, and when her own orgasm came.

Then they were done. Five minutes. A lifetime of wreckage in five minutes. Lydia waited.

At seven minutes the doors opened and Tommy and the blonde got out of the car.

The blonde jumped, which settled her boobs in her bra. She twisted her dress a bit and pulled on her nylons. She was smiling. Grinning. Like she was the conqueror.

She didn’t care that Tommy was another man’s wife.

But Lydia didn’t care that she didn’t care. It was Tommy’s fault. Even in the world of the enlightened sorcerer, who takes responsibility for everything, it was the man who made the first move, who initiated the lust. It was the man. It was Tommy.

Tommy pulled up his zipper and fixed his belt. He was grinning, too. He straightened up his shirt and pulled on his jacket.

Then the two sauntered out of the parking lot, back into the building.

Were there other workers? Would they care? Would anybody notice or care that the two had just been fucking? And, in Tommy’s case…cheating?

Lydia thought not.

That was the state of mankind in these modern times. Fuck and forget. Forget and fuck. Have your way and go your way, and the hell with what people think, or morality or ethics…or anything.

Lydia waited until the two had gone into the building. She could see them talking, probably saying hello, to the security guard. Then she watched them step into the elevator. It was time for Lydia to move.

She stepped out of the phone booth and crossed the street. Fortunately, the light down the street was red, for Lydia was so intent she would have walked through traffic unawares.

When one is set upon a thing it is best to cultivate tunnel vision, and let the universe do what it would.

If a witch’s purpose was right, then the universe would smile upon her, aid her, help her in her pursuits.

If the purpose wasn’t right…morgue time.

But one thing Lydia had learned in her lifetime as a majo was that the universe smiled on those who cultivated singular purpose.

She entered the parking lot and headed for the back corner.

She arrived at Tommy’s car and inserted her key. The door opened, and she thrust her head forward, into the cavern of the car.

She could smell the sex. She could smell that particular odor that Tommy emitted when he spewed his love juices. Ignoring that, she could smell blonde pussy.

There were some witches who couldn’t sift through odors and define the color of a sex, but Lydia could. She was, after all, more than a witch. She crawled into the car, followed her nose, and stared down at the spot in the back where Tommy and the blonde had joined, where the deed had been done, and Tommy’s semen was puddled on the fabric.

Lydia took out the package with the Hildegardia barteri in it. She lifted the tape, unfolded the wrapping, and took out a pinch of the herb. She rubbed it into Tommy’s semen, hard. She took out more Hildegardia barteri and dabbed and blotted until there was no sign but a dark stain of Tommy’s cumming.

Then she placed the now damp herb back into the fold of paper and pressed on the tape. She put it in her purse, then she was done. She closed and locked the car and left the parking lot.

“Hello, my love,” Lydia said, her mouth lightly curved, her teeth showing slightly, her eyes happy, in an inscrutable way.

“Hey, babe,” Tommy would have walked past her, but she stepped back, into his path. He had no choice. She hugged him, and he had to hug back, and she kissed him, and he had to kiss back.

Ah, the duplicitousness of a man’s mind. To kiss a woman while he thought of another. Only a man.

“How was work?”

“Same old same old. Got it done, though. That’s the main thing.” He still held her, a prisoner of her grasp, and spoke with two minds. One mind filled with the blonde, the other mind filled with his evasions of the matter of the blonde.

“And are you rested enough to satisfy me?”

“Oh, wow. I’m tired, but I can try.”

She reached into his pants, her slender hand worming between the folds of cloth and gripping his penis. His manhood that had been soiled by another woman and likely never cleaned. She was feeling the crackly ‘skin’ of dried semen and pussy juice.

Yet, there was a throb there.

Of course there was, because Lydia was a majo, and she was singular in her intent. She had willed Tommy to be erect.

From the look on Tommy’s face he was surprised. Heck, he had just shot his load, and here he was, feeling the thrill of the erection. And the look of surprise transmuted into a vanity that was hard to disguise.

Look at me…I’m a man!

She kissed him as she worked his penis, and put more of her intention into the rising of his penis.

Tommy responded. He began to put more ‘oomph’ into his kissing. His prick became noticeably harder, and when they broke he gasped. “Wow!”

She smiled. Then she let him go, implanted with the idea of her sex. He might not love her, but he was so shallow he would fuck her. He wouldn’t love her, but he would sate his animal spirit. He was a man, after all.

She stepped backwards, to the stove. “Let me finish your dinner. Then, later…” she smiled, willed him to stay excited. But even if he didn’t, she would apply herself and raise him up.

“Sure,” he said. He looked like he wanted to move in on her again, but she held up his drink and put it in his hand.

He stopped forward motion, looked at the drink, then smiled. Being weak, being soiled, he wanted delusion.

He wanted to hide from his own inadequacies, and from having to meet her gaze.

He lifted the glass and gulped.

She watched his Adam’s apple rise and fall. She knew the fiery liquid was slithering down his throat. She smiled.

She let him go then, and he made his way to the bed room. She knew he was getting out of his clothes, getting comfortable.

She placed his dinner in front of him. Steak and potatoes. his favorite. She had beaten the steak with the butt of a knife and salted and peppered it. And applied herbs. The herb. Tainted with his semen.

“Aren’t you eating?” he asked, lifting a shiny knife.

“I ate just before you got home.”

“Oh,” he put a bite of steak into his mouth and smiled. “Oh, man, that is good.”

“Made with love,” she whispered to him.

He acknowledged her words, but not her intent. He wanted to avoid the L concept. He was, after all, betraying it.

He ate the whole steak, as she knew he would, including the special herbs. He sighed and patted his belly. “Damn, woman.”

She brought him a bowl of ice cream. His eyes opened. His favorite. Moose Tracks. With chocolate syrup poured over it. It stood, a little mountain of swirls of colors, a layer of shiny, brown snow dripping over it.

He ate, and she waited.

He finished, and she took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

He went willingly, grinning. Maybe he had wasted his seed this afternoon, but she had her ways, and she was using them.

She pushed his robe off, pushed him back on the bed. He lay, supported on his elbows as she took him in her mouth. The wetness of her mouth, the ribs of her throat, he was soon stiff, no sign of the caked on semen of the afternoon.

She watched him. She deep throated him, feeling his cock reach down her throat, expand, come back up.

“Oh, God!” he moaned.

She swallowed him again and again, fondled his testicles like ben wah balls, squeezing and rolling them, bringing him to a higher and higher pitch.

Soon he was gasping, and she climbed up on him, settled on him, felt his snake crawl into her cave.

“Yes,” he sighed. “This is what I’ve been dreaming of all my life.”

She rose up, felt the length of him under her, almost falling out, trying to get back in. She sank, and the head slid against her insides.

“Oh…yes…”

Then, since he was already close, she pushed off him, slid down, and grabbed him with her hands. Her hands made slimy by the herb in a sauce.

“Fuck!”

The ‘secret sauce’ was hot, and he felt it burning.

“Hey!”

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s a tonic…for what ails you.”

He couldn’t help himself, the skillful motions of her hands, the heat begin generated on his shaft, it was all combining in the most sexual way.

“I want you to cum in my mouth.”

“Oh…oh…” he wasn’t thinking any more. She had reduced him to a puddle of burning feelings.

“Are you close?”

“Yes…yes…”

She gripped him then, and she said, “I know about the blonde.”

His eyes widened, but he was so close, his prostate was starting to squeeze.

“I know you have been fucking her…” her hand went up and down, she slapped his balls gently.

It was the slap that did it. That and the heat penetrating his penis. He felt the sudden ignition of his sex and his prostate contracted all the way.

“I know you fucked her this afternoon. I watched from across the street…” her hand going up and down.

His thoughts were shocked, but he so close, and the revealing of his secret did nothing but excite him even more…”

She squeezed. Propelled sperm upwards, up the channel, through his cock, and…

AHHHH!”

She lowered her head just in time. Though he had cum that afternoon, she had ensorceled him. She had used all her wiles, and the Hildegardia barteri, and he pushed a massive load into her throat. She took his cock deep, and she could feel him spurting into the lower part of her throat. Little pumpings that delivered his man gism into her. She didn’t even have to swallow, as the semen was below her swallowing mechanism. Glob after glob, a thick stream of clumpish squirtings. She ate it all.

His body jerked and jerked, it felt like he was turning inside out. It felt like something inside him was being sucked right up out of his penis. And it felt so good…it felt so good it actually started to hurt.

For a moment he felt deep spasms where he had never felt such things. Then, before he could clench his midsection, before he could try to still the wild burstings of his groin, he was done.

Exhausted, feeling like his very life energy had been taken, he gasped and lay back.

But he couldn’t help it. What she had said…he struggled to raise himself and looked at her.

She moved away from him, didn’t look at him. She walked across the room, her gentle curves willowy, perfectly balanced, and into the bathroom. He let his head fall back, and he listened to the sound of water.

Surely she hadn’t seen anything. She wouldn’t  have fixed him drinks and dinner, and even fed him ice cream, if she had seen it. She would have been too mad.

And, so thinking, he quickly succumbed to his exhaustion. He fell asleep, and the dreams that he had…

He was caught in a mountain. No, the mountain was a volcano, but it was small, and it enclosed him perfectly. Only his head was above the lip of the volcano. And the volcano turned over and over, making him sick, and his stomach roiled, but he couldn’t spew his delicious dinner.

The night and the stars turned slowly as he tumbled through the cosmos, and he passed a beach upon which sat Lydia. Watching him.

“What did you do?” he asked.

But she said nothing.

And it felt not like the volcano was spitting him out like so much lava, but was instead sucking that lava that was in him into its depths.

He could feel his cock being stretched into the volcano’s depths. It felt like his penis was being made long and thin, and insubstantial, and for a while he was afraid it would come apart.

He twirled past the beach again, and Lydia sat, naked, her beautiful breasts hid by the fall of her exotic, black, Japanese hair.

“Lydia!” he cried.

She just shook her head and said, “I’m a witch, you know. More than a witch.”

Then the stars somersaulted over him and he felt like he was in the swirl of water in a flushing toilet.

His penis was now a string, stretching into the belly of a volcano that was a demon. And the demon was eating him, and smiling. Such a nice cock.

Past the beach again, dizzy with the tumble of senses, and Lydia was standing now, her slender body under the fall of hair, her breasts, her beautiful breasts, full and ripe.

“I am a majo, and more, and you have taken my love, so I will take what you love.”

“Lydia!” he cried. And if she hadn’t whistled past so fast he would have begged for her help.

And the dream went on, a washing machine that soiled instead of cleaned. A cosmic full gainer in the grip of a cock sucking demon. A blackboard of universal suffering, and he was the chalk, writing of his agony.

Finally, he slept.


PART TWO

Tom awoke, and felt like he hadn’t even been asleep. He felt worse than when he had gone to sleep, and he didn’t feel all that good then.

Memories of Lydia telling him she knew about Lorna blasted through him. Oh, fuck.

Man, what had she done to him?

He struggled out of bed, staggered to the bathroom and into the shower. Hot water sluiced over his flesh, but it did little to relieve the exhaustion in him.

What the heck had happened? Lydia had been treating him like a king, and then…then the sex was great, and he came, but then it all went bad. The orgasm was painful, and then those dreams…that weird dream.

But he kept returning to Lydia telling him she knew.

But what did she know?

He had to find out.

He stepped out of the shower and made himself get dressed. For work.

“Oh, man,” he moaned. “I should call in sick.”

But he didn’t. He shuffled over the wood floor and into the kitchen.

Lydia was cooking breakfast. She looked at him and smiled. No rancor. No anger. No recriminations. Had she really accused him of cheating?

“Hello, Tommy.”

“Good morning.”

“It’s afternoon.”

“What?”

He looked out the window and realized that she was right. The sunlight wasn’t sharp and crisp, it was waning, heading for the evening.

“How long did I sleep?”

“Long time.”

“Work…I gotta call in…”

“I called for you.”

“You did?”

“Sure. You didn’t feel well, you feel sick, and you’ll probably feel sick for a week. I talked to a fellow—Jason? from Accounting?”

He nodded.

“I told him you caught a real bug. He said to take as much time as you need.”

“Oh,” he sank onto the kitchen chair. To his tired bones it felt like the most comfortable chair in the world. He wanted to go back to sleep.

“You shouldn’t over do the sleep. You’ll weaken yourself.”

He frowned. It was almost like she was reading his mind.

“And I’m not reading your mind. I’ve just seen men go through this before. I know what you’re experiencing.”

“You do?”

“You are so tired you could fall over and sleep, but sleep is not good for you. Sleep too much and you’ll never wake up. You’re going to get that weak.”

“But, how do you…” he became too tired to talk.

“Do you remember me telling you about the blonde?”

His senses perked a little, but he didn’t suddenly feel full of the energy one needs to survive. “Yeah…what was that…”

She placed a plate in front of him. It was heaped with eggs and bacon. On the counter the four slice toaster popped. “Eat everything. You’re starving. You need the energy if you’re going to survive.

He stared at the food, and the weirdest thing happened: he didn’t want to eat, wasn’t hungry, yet his arm reached out, his fingers curled around a fork, and he was eating. Shoveling food into his maw. He pushed eggs over his tongue like they were the last eggs on earth. He pushed whole strips of bacon into his mouth, and even as he had difficulty chewing, he wanted more.

And the toast. She brought it on a plate, and it was slathered with heaps of butter and gobs of jelly. And he shoved slice after slice down his throat, hardly chewing, wanting more.

And she was making more.

“What’s happening to me?” He begged of her, at one point.

“You’re hungry,” she answered.

“But…but, why?”

Lydia didn’t answer. She just kept cooking eggs and bacon.

An hour later, the bare edge of his hunger blunted, Lydia said, “I need to go buy more food.”

“Okay,” Tom muttered. His head was hanging and he was half slumped over the table.

“Don’t go back to sleep.”

“Oh…okay.” It was obvious he didn’t hear much of what she said.

Lydia lifted his face and spoke into it. “Do not go to sleep.”

“Don’t…why?” He looked pathetically confused.

“You might not wake up.”

“What’s wrong with me?”

Lydia didn’t answer. She just studied him closely. She shook her head. “You haven't eaten enough,” she finally stated, as if that was the source of all his problems.

“I ate…I ate…”

“Come on.”

She tried to get him up, but he had no go in him at all. She finally grabbed his ear and pinched it.

“OW!”

But he still didn’t move.

Lydia reached down between his legs. He sat there, not caring. She undid his zipper. He sighed. She reached in and grabbed his balls and lifted.

He came out of the seat, didn’t want to, but he had to. The grip Lydia had on him made him fearful.

She pulled him through the kitchen and into the garage. She didn’t let him put on his shoes, just literally threw him into the car. On the passenger side.

He stared at her, weak, fearful, not understanding what was happening. She went around to the driver’s side.

“You don’t like to drive,” he said.

“If I have to I have to,” she answered. She drove bent over the wheel, a little fearful herself now. She didn’t drive much, and didn’t like to. She wished the American tales of witches were true and she could just ride a broomstick.

She drove through town to the nearest grocery store. She entered the park, and Tommy’s head lolled.

“Wake up,” and she shoved him.

“What?” He looked around blearily.

She found a parking space, set the brake, and ran around to open Tommy’s door. He was just starting to drift off.

“Get out!” she shouted.

He jerked, then started to get out, tried to sink back, but she grabbed his hair and pulled him out of the car.

They walked across the parking lot, him staggering, almost looking drunk, and people stared.

Lydia didn’t care that people were looking at them. She just kept bullying Tommy along. Pushing him, talking loudly at him.

“Get that cart! Don’t lean on it, push it! Come on!”

They wend their way through the scattering of cars and into the market. Tommy looked like he was going to fall over any second. He lurched, his hands slipped off the push bar, his eyes were fluttering like birds in a stiff wind.

Inside the market Lydia headed for the eggs. Once there she began loading the cart with carton after carton of the oblong things. People stopped and ogled.

She turned to them. She didn’t want to say anything, she was in a hurry, but it was best to move the sheep along. Witches don’t really like to be stared at.

“Got a big boy scout cook out coming up.”

People nodded and most of them began moving away.

One old lady, a feisty looking, chubby, grey haired granny, asked, “What’s wrong with him.”

Lydia snapped, “He’s drunk.”

“He doesn’t look drunk…he looks tired.”

“He’s tired of being drunk.”

The cart filled with cartons of eggs, Lydia headed for the bacon section, then the sausage section. Ten minutes after entering the store the eggs and bacon for the week were depleted. She pushed Tommy, who pushed the cart, to the bread section, and the butter section, and the jelly section. Finally, two carts loaded, Lydia headed for the check out stand.

The bill was near a thousand dollars.

Lydia took Tommy’s wallet and handed the checker a credit card. “If that doesn’t cover it I have a couple of other cards.”

The checker stared at Tommy, who was trying to put his hands on the check stand, but who kept sliding off because of the belt.

“Stop that,” blurted Lydia, and she pushed Tommy to the cart. “Hold on to that.”

Tommy held, his eyes starting to open, starting to close, a gigantic battle of sleep versus awake going on within him.

“You know,” said the checker, “You could have had this delivered.”

Lydia blinked, then smiled. There was a chance she was going to have to do this all again. Deliveries would make it all easier.

Out to the car, loaded the car, then the drive home, and Lydia started cooking again.

Tommy sat at the table and ate.

Plate after plate of eggs. All four burners on the stove working. The toaster burning slices as fast as it could.

Lydia slathered butter, spread jelly, turned eggs, burned bacon and sausage as fast as she could.

The sink filled with eggshells, for she was just breaking eggs into the skillet, then tossing the shells into the sink.

Tommy ate. And ate. And ate.

“I’m tired of eggs,” he muttered at one point.

“They’re easy to fix. Unless you want to eat raw steak.”

He didn’t say anything.

Finally, near supper time, they crossed a line. It was like Tommy had been eating not to die, and suddenly he was eating to live. He went from half empty to half full.

He was still tired, exhausted, wanted to go to sleep, but he also didn’t.

Lydia felt the change. She sighed and began to cook a little slower.

Tommy ate, and he wondered: “Where does it all go?”

Lydia said nothing.

“I mean, I’ve eaten a mountain of stuff, it only takes a little to fill a belly, and I’ve probably filled my belly a thousand times over. Where does it all go.”

Lydia stopped for a second, then she smiled and turned to him. “You’ll find out.”

“Oh.”

Lydia didn’t turn away. She asked, “Why did you cheat on me?”

Tommy slowed eating for a second, then he sped up. He wanted to answer, to explain himself, he felt that he needed to, so he mumbled over mouthfuls and chewing: “You’re too perfect.”

“What?” She was honestly puzzled.

“You do everything right. You cook, you do my clothes, you take care of the house…you never make a mistake, and it makes me feel…like I’m not perfect. It’s almost like I have to do something imperfect to make up for your perfection.”

Oddly, in spite of the apparent ludicrousness of his explanation,  the ramblingness, Lydia understood. She had been married before, after all, and she knew how imperfect men were, and how they made a practice of stepping on their dicks.

She turned back to the stove, pondering over his answer, storing it for future reference. Maybe she could find a man who would accept her perfection. Or maybe she could make herself be perfectly imperfect. It was something to think about.

Tommy kept eating. It was now eight in the evening, and he was slowing down. He burped a few times, large elephant trumpetings, and looked embarrassed. And he farted. The fart was smelly and brought tears to his eyes.

Lydia was already prepared. For the last hour she had been wearing a bandanna. And the bandanna was soaked in perfume.

Still, she opened windows, turned on fans, and backed out of the room and gave it a moment to clear of the odor.

“We’re almost done,” she commented, when she came back in and manned the stove.

Now Tommy was eating slowly, and the tiredness of his soul was being replaced by a tiredness of his bones and muscles. He simply moved like frozen molasses. His hand shoveling food to his mouth in slow motion.

He farted again.

Lydia stared at him, then gave a nod of her head. “You better get into the bathroom.”

He looked at her.

“Now!” she stamped her foot.

Tommy got up, picked up a large platter of eggs and bacon. He shuffled down the hallway, and just before he reached the bathroom he farted again. And the sound of this fart was like a sonic boom. He turned and stared at Lydia.

“Hurry!” Lydia shouted.

He felt it coming, the rush of a thousand meals, from his belly to his bowels to…the toilet.

He planted his ass on the porcelain throne and held on. He dropped the platter of eggs and bacon. He tightened his teeth.

WAAAA! The sound of the fart was like a foghorn on steroids. It could have been heard across the ocean. Pictures fell off walls and the window in the bathroom cracked.

Tommy wasn’t tired now. Now he was panicked, and along with the thunder came the rain.

He sat there and farted endlessly, and he began to belch, and the toilet filled up.

Lydia took a place next to him and flushed. And flushed. And flushed. And she hoped that the water would refill for the next flushing in time.

A thousand meals, all at once, and Tommy’s rear end began to feel a bit overworked.

Still, he held on. He had no choice. And the smell filled the house.

At one point, waiting for the water to refill, she ran through the house and opened doors, turned on ceiling fans, and prayed she could make it through this, the most violent phase of what she was doing to Tommy.

For an hour Tommy sat and expelled. The smell gagged even him, which gave lie to the rumor that one doesn’t smell one’s own shit.

Several times he wanted to run out of the house, to escape his own folly. Several times he wished he were dead, but the storm kept brewing, and Lydia held him in place and looked after him.

Then it became more difficult to empty himself. He began to grunt, to tighten his muscles. The minutes, already long, turned longer. He pushed and grunted and tried to empty himself all the way. He was still full, and he still needed to do just a little more, a little…plop!

He blinked and stopped pushing. He stared down between his legs. His penis lay on top of the brown water.

His mouth opened in shock. He leaned over further and stared at his groin. He…his penis…the skin was smooth…he…what was happening?

“Easy, Tommy,” Lydia held him then, comforted him.

“But, my penis! It…it fell off!”

His head was shrieking, his mind was shattering, he didn’t understand. He shook her loose and looked again.

Yes, it was his penis, disconnected from his body.

“Forget that…you have to keep going.”

“But that’s my penis!” He wailed.

That was the point where Lydia had to use all her powers of persuasion. She had to keep him seated. She had to keep him grunting. She had to make sure he pushed, or his breasts wouldn’t push out.

She squatted in front of him, and her lips curled back. For a moment, just a brief moment, Tommy saw the witch behind the woman,  majo behind the witch, and behind the majo…he saw…he saw…

Tommy screamed, and was so terrified that the rest of his 1000 meals were expelled.

Literally, the shit was expelled out of him.

And he pushed hard, was terrified into pushing, and his breasts began to grow. A dull pain rocketed through his pectorals, and the nipples expanded and the skin bulged. Within a minute he had two fine, looking breasts. Large breasts. Breasts any woman would be proud of.

Except he didn’t think of himself as a woman. At least, not yet.

Then he slumped and was unconscious.

Lydia smiled. It was done. She lifted his head out of the way and looked at his chest. Excellent. Very large oppai, which was Japanese for tits.

She held him up with one hand and spread his legs. His snatch had formed perfectly. She reached down and spread the labia. She stuck a finger in. Yes. Perfect. Once again she had done it.

She picked him up then, held him in her arms as if he was a big baby. She was a strong woman, stronger than a woman, really, and she carried him out to the backyard. She laid him on the lawn and washed him off with the garden hose. He was so tired, so beaten by his experience, that he didn’t even wake up.

Then she dried him, and carried him through the house to the bedroom. She laid him in bed and covered him up. Smiling, she turned off the light and went to clean the house.

She had the residue of a thousand meals to throw out. She had to clean the bathroom. Most of all, she had to feed herself. It had been a long day, even for a majo, even for a tengu.

Tommy woke up, and immediately knew that something was different.

Oddly, he didn’t think anything was wrong, just different.

He opened his eyes.

“Good morning.”

He turned his head and stared at Lydia, who was sitting in a chair and reading a book. He shivered at the memory of what he had seen.

“Feeling rested?”

Afraid, Tommy nodded. He gulped, and said, “Yes.” And he freaked.

The pitch of his voice was too high, and he jerked to an upright position. He looked down at the boobs on his chest. His hair, now long, flopped over his face, and he screamed.

Lydia chuckled. Humans were so predictable.

Tommy stopped. He was mind blasted, stunned, but his wife…his wife…just…laughed!

“What happened,” he managed to ask.

Lydia sighed. “What always happens to bad people. They do bad things, and then bad things happen to them. Of course, being a woman isn’t bad, but it is to you, right now, so…” she shrugged.

“But…but how? I don’t…”

“Hush now.” Lydia’s lips were twisted in a grin. “I’ll explain. But let’s go out to the kitchen. I’m thirsty.”

She hopped out of bed, waited for him, he was moving slowly, unsure of himself.

They walked through the house to the kitchen and Lydia put ice in a glass. She then filled it half with bourbon and half with Coke. She handed it to him.

“I thought you were going to drink?”

“I am.” She tilted the bottle of bourbon and guzzled it straight. The weird thing, her throat moved up and down, almost like she had an Adam’s apple. But women don’t have Adam’s apples!

“Hey!” blurted Tommy.

“Hey, what?” Lydia lowered the bottle and stared at him. Her eyes weren’t quite so brown now, there was a yellowish tint to them, and a gleam, and they looked…bigger.

“That’s…nothing.” He shook his head. The memory of what he had seen, that brief glimpse in the bathroom, it was still in his head. It would always be.

Lydia studied him for a moment, then put the bottle down. “Okay. You wanted an explanation for what happened. What happened is that I am wearing a human body, and because I am a demon I—“

“What?”

“A demon. I think you got a glimpse of my real body, that must be why you’re so freaked out. Though, changing into a woman is pretty freaky in itself.”

Tommy wanted to say something, or maybe just run out screaming, but he was afraid to do even that.

“So I am wearing a human body, and because I am a demon I have abilities, and I get called a witch, or, back in Japan, a majo, which means ‘witch.’ But, really, I’m a tengu.

“But…but…”

“Hush, now. I’m explaining.”

A moment while Tommy managed to keep his silence, then Lydia continued.

“So I am a demon. But what is a demon, actually, eh?”

“I…I…”

“Don’t try to answer. Just listen.”

“The reason Gods don’t mess in the affairs of man is simple. The affairs of man become unbalanced, and the result is chaos. That is why, when you pray to God, or to the Gods, for help, nothing happens. Simply, if they help you the result would be even more disaster.

“But there are some entities who can’t help themselves. They can’t be denied. They need to experience life, to be allowed to live. I mean, is it fair to deny a being life? Is it?”

Tommy found himself shaking his head, then nodding, then shaking.

“So people like me, powerful beings, much more powerful than humans, who can change bodies and wear bodies and stuff, who don’t wish to play by the rules and deny themselves life, we do things. We live. We work and we marry. We even raise children and do silly things like knit. And when we do we cause chaos.

I have had three husbands before you, and they all went crazy. Though I gave them perfection, they cheated on me. Like you.”

“I’m sorry…can’t you change me back?”

Lydia chuckled. “Now where would be the fun in that? And where would be the lesson. You need a good lesson, you know.”

“So what is going to happen to me?”

“What is going to happen is that I am going to make love to you.”

“You? But…but we’re both women now.”

“Haven’t you been listening? I am merely wearing this body. My tengu body, that is male.”

“What?”

“Tengu. With big, rippling muscles, and a huge dong. Much bigger than those puny things you call dicks.”

“Are you going to kill me?” he whispered. He could see himself torn apart by that…that face with the fangs.

“No…no. Man, you must have really got a good glimpse of me. No, I’m going to make love to you.”

“But…no. I don’t want to make love! I’m a woman now! I don’t know how to make love as a woman.”

“You’ll learn. And you’ll like it. At least when I get done with you you’ll like it.”

“Please, no.” Tommy was glancing around, wondering whether he could make a break for it.

Lydia moved closer to him. “Do you want another drink? Or would you like to get on with it?”

“I…yes. A drink.” Anything to forestall the…his wife. He didn’t know how to think of her. Human, woman, witch, majo…tengu.

Lydia poured a bit of bourbon into his glass and handed him a can of cold Coke.

Tommy, gulping fearfully, popped the top and sweetened his poison. He drank, then: “Isn’t there anything I can say? Isn’t there…”

Lydia just shook her head. She tilted the bottle again and finished it off. She smacked her lips and said, “Drink up, Tommy boy. I’m getting horny.”

Tommy did drink, a little bit, then Lydia became impatient. She took the glass out of his hand and tossed it into the sink. The glass shattered and liquid splattered. She grabbed his wrist and began pulling him towards the bedroom.

“Please…no…I don’t…”

Her grip was like steel, and though he pried at it with his hands he couldn’t make her loosen it. Then, almost to the bedroom, he bent forward and bit Lydia’s hand.

Lydia turned and grinned at him. “Foreplay, eh?”

She pulled him into the bedroom and flung him onto the bed. He bounced on the mattress. She was too strong for him, but he tried to scamper past her.

“No we don’t,” she caught him by the belly and threw him back.

Tommy moved back into a corner and whimpered. Maybe if he had still had his male strength, but, no. Lydia was stronger than even his male self.

Lydia took off her robe. She might be a demon, but she still had those incredible human boobs.

“Would you like to see my cock?”

Tommy shook his head in the negative.

“Too bad. What you see is what you get.”

Lydia spread her feet, placed her hands on her hips, and…her groin began changing. It pulsed and throbbed. It had been a pussy, a wet pussy, but it started to grow. It pushed forth and morphed in shape. The slit shrunk and the clit expanded, and suddenly Tommy was looking at a human penis, but a small one.

“It’s small,” he blurted.

Lydia grinned. “Demons are different. We don’t walk around with two states, a flacid one and an erect one. We’re always erect, but when we get horny we grow bigger. Much bigger.

As Tommy watched he could actually see her penis becoming larger.

“Oh, my God.”

“He won’t help you.”

Her dick grew bigger and bigger.

“Good news for you, I haven’t used my dick for a while, all I’ve had to use is that puny pussy thing. So I’m real horny, and that means I’m going to get real big.”

Now the dick was about nine inches, and still growing.

“That’s the good news?” croaked Tommy.

“Yeah, you don’t want to know the bad news. Besides, you’ll find out later. Are you ready?”

“No…no…”

Lydia’s dick was now a foot long, and still growing. But it was growing slower, so she was reaching her full potential.

“Well, I am.”

Lydia climbed onto the bed, her large breasts grazed the sheets as she stalked him on all fours, a manic grin on her face. Her penis hung down between her legs, an awesome club of pure sexual destruction.

Tommy pushed back with his legs and arms and tried to back up, but he was against the wall.

“No…no!”

Lydia reached forward and grabbed one of his legs. She pulled. Tommy gave a hoarse shout as he was dragged across the bed. Then Lydia had his other leg and was pulling and spreading him.

“No! No!”

Lydia lowered her head to his groin, his female groin, and a long, yellow, pointed tongue flickered out. It penetrated his groin, slid into his depths, and Tommy felt a shriek of pleasure shoot through him.

Lydia’s tongue was all the way in him, and there was still six inches of space between her mouth and his cunt. She watched him as she swirled her tongue and lapped at his innards.

Tommy’s mind was close to breaking, he was terrified, and yet…yet Lydia treated him softly. She licked him gently. She pushed a little bit and was able to kiss his pussy.

Tommy found himself groaning. He had never felt such pleasure. He had eaten his own fair share of pussies, but he knew no woman had ever experienced what he was experiencing right now.

“No,” but it came out like a gargle. His body liked the pleasure and betrayed him, wanted more.

Lydia reached up to his breasts. Her hands were so big she could hold a tit in each hand. Her fingernails became sharp claws, and she raked down on his flesh towards the nipples. Those claws could rend his flesh, yet they were so gentle they excited nothing but sexual warmth.

“No…” but his voice was softer.

Lydia pulled her tongue out of his pussy and climbed up his body. She licked his nipples with that long tongue, curled the tongue around them, slithered it around them. Then she was kissing Tommy.

Tommy closed his eyes. He was terrified, but…but in his mind he saw Lydia, the woman he used to fuck. And he held to that vision.

And Lydia was so very gentle with him. She could rip him apart, but she just loved him, licked him, kissed him, and he felt her claws touching him, exciting him with the combination of lust and danger.

Then Lydia was poised above him, her giant cock touching his virgin hole, ready for the downward plunge.

“Here’s the good news,” Lydia whispered.

She lowered her body and her cock entered Tommy. Entered, and it was hot, and it opened him up, but it wasn’t painful. It was…accommodating. The meat of her penis was changing, filling his hole, touching every piece of him. If his hole was tight, the cock became more narrow. If his hole had a wide spot, the cock expanded.

Tommy lurched upwards, his eyes closed not with pain, but with pleasure. He was being filled as no one ever had. No one who had never been fucked by a demon, that is.

Lydia pushed in, and she pushed out.

Tommy gasped. It felt like his whole hole was being twisted through a funhouse wringer, and every nerve screamed for ecstasy. The demon’s dick began moving of its own, without the need for Lydia’s body to push it and pull it.

The giant penis slithered through him, finding new points of pleasure. Finding new nerves to excite.

“Oh, God…God!”

Lydia laughed. “Would you like to cum?”

Tommy was holding on to his wife now, both arms trying to surround her, he nodded against her heated flesh.

“Then do it!”

Lydia pushed in, and her dick swelled and pulsed and rippled, and Tommy felt himself go over the edge, and it was different than any orgasm he had ever felt as a male. It was like every fiber of his body was twisting and groaning in pleasure. He felt like his whole body was exploding in warmth and goodness.

Lydia grunted, and from some place far away Tommy could feel that he was being filled with demon sperm. And demon sperm wasn’t bad, it was like an ambrosia to his pussy.

And the feeling went on and on and on.

Tommy lay on the bed.

Lydia was packing a bag.

Tommy stared at her, now totally enthralled, in love, no thoughts of blonde Lorna in his head at all.

“Can’t you stay?”

Lydia snorted. “You think you’re feeling love, but you’re just besotted. That would get very boring for me very quickly.”

“But I love you!”

Lydia closed her bag and straightened up. She was once again a slight Japanese woman with big breasts and a beautiful face and long, shiny, black hair.

“But I don’t love you. And here’s the bad news that I promised you. You’ve made love to a demon, and now you will never want anything else. Yet you will search. You will search sleazy bars and nightclubs, you will look everywhere for somebody who can please you like I did.

“But you will not find them. For demons will see you for what you are, and they will avoid you. And humans…” she shrugged.

“You are cursed now, obsessed with finding a good fuck, but all you will ever find is horny boys and men who would betray their wives.”

Tommy blinked. He understood the curse, but…it was hard to consider it. After he loved Lydia.

“See you later, sport.”

“But where are you going?” Tommy followed Lydia to the front door.

Lydia paused just inside the door and turned to him. “I am going to look for a man who is honorable, who can deserve the perfection of my love.”

“But—“

The door closed behind the lovely Lydia.

END
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CHAPTER ONE

Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick

“Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.”

The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies.

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades.

She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all.

“Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor.

She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face.

She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature.

But she had to live.

“Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate.

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor.

The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?”

“Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man.

Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had to raise his station in the world.

Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses.

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah!

He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease.

She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street.

Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery.

He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught.

There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city.

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision.

Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness.

In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger.

Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed.

Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head.

Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth.

Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands.

Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted from the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth.

He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth.

Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint.

Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head.

Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it.

But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit.

Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder.

But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus.

Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away.

Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade.

In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children.

As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God.

She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people.

To help her people.

It is said that God does not listen…he just watches.

Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties?

So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such an idea could only be conjectured upon.

Did God decide to reward the minuscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence?

None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face.

Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor.

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried.

He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university.

Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist.

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant.

“Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.”

Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in.

The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.”

Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around.

For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potions, and books were stacked on the floors.

Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye.

‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley.

‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī.

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley.

‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of.

“Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. Good. Just what the doctor ordered.”

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnel house, not even any dirt.

Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse.

Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments.

Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman.

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

“Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker.

“My money?”

“Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her.

While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them.

“Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.”

Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned.

What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches.

“Yes. Well, good night.”

Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out.

Martha came and looked down at the body.

“She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.”

Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her.

She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used.

Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs.

“Ahem.”

Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.”

“Before you even done the electricity?”

“I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.”

“Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor.

“Yes, well, okay.”

Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck.

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos.

The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck.

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came.

He touched the leads again…and again.

When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully.

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

“Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.”

Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off.

Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it.

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food.

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse.

Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go.

A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber.

A pulse spurted and stopped.

The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness.

The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing.

People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better.

Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell.

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again.

The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back.

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God.

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy.

Silithia opened her eyes.

She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her.

Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again.

Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live.

She sat up and looked around.

She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows.

She climbed down off the table.

She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health.

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another.

She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley.

She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better.

What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast?

She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place.

Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University.

Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame.

She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed.

She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest.

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you.

Old Gypsy Saying

Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions.

Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased.

She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night.

She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows.

She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body.

Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her.

She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while.

Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind.

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion.

How long can we stay here before they kick us out?

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped?

And, under it all, when should we move on?

Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log.

A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut.

Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was.

Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry.

Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion.

“How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have.

He was full-sized, and she was not.

“Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears.

She thought about what had happened to her.

She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses.

Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable.

Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky.

Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire.

“Silithia?”

Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before.

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body.

She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was.

Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the French Disease.”

Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar.

“I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful.

Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him.

The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life.

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket.

She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business.

He knelt on the blanket and said one word. “Come.”

She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against hers and his hands sought her breasts.

Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him.

Withe the men of the town she usually just sucked the cock, and occasionally laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her.

She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked.

But now it was different.

She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her.

He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night.

His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman.

She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked.

His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming.

“Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand.

She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand.

What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast. No matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting.

Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…”

“Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”

So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited.

After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard.

“Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log.

“Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her.

He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands.

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion.

He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out of her cunt.

She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust.

She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her.

He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced.

Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power?

He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly.

Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love.

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

“Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love.

He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her.

She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh.

At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted.

He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her.

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit.

And she had.

For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him.

Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him.

They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head.

She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily.

No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm.

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off.

The next few days were sad.

Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up.

The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s.

So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man.

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her.

They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks.

Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her.

The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper.

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her.

“I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.”

Talk, but spelled fuck.

Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need.

“So talk.”

“You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.”

Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her.

Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…”

Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock.

She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties.

Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came.

“Uh…uh…uh!”

Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand.

She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same.

Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand.

“Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her.

“I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied.

Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness.

She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself.

Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast.

What was wrong with her that they did this?

She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence.

But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy.

And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before.

“Silithia?”

She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her.

“What do you want?” she hissed into the night.

He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her.

“Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.”

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them.

Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey.

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight.

She climbed over him and sank down.

He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum.

Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out.

Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him!

“Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done.

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?”

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox

Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life.

Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew.

It all changed.

Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night.

If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place.

She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain.

Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned.

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night.

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts.

Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile.

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed.

Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.

Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent?

In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress.

Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate.

Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.”

Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia?

Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word.

Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment.

She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs.

The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by.

A sound.

She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her!

She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail.

For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming.

Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses.

Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark.

Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her.

He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught.

Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another.

Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan.

Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly.

She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded.

Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight.

She had to escape the men. They would assault her, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her.

In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered.

She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go?

By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected from the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men.

She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night.

She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit.

She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours.

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet.

“There she is!”

She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her.

He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her.

She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken.

Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush.

Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail!

Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent.

She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest.

“There! There!”

Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream.

Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and though the men had not her health, they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her.

Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill.

Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before they reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight.

In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was—

She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her.

The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling on her back, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy.

But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs.

She looked upwards.

He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head.

The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground.

“Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat.

A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down.

“What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor.

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

“Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?”

The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia.

“Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.”

The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia, but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away.

The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited.

When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia.

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

“Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?”

“No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.”

The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis.

He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.”

He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him.

“What is your name, milord?”

“Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?”

“I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.”

“No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?”

“Running for my life, milord.”

Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots.

He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make.

Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished.

Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. The walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness.

“Are you at war, milord?”

“When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto.

They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it.

“Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge.

Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his musket. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing.

She was not good wth words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.”

“Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.”

“Yes, milord.”

A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back.

In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats.

Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans.

They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring.

“Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?”

“She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.”

“Will she work?”

“I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?”

“In the big room.”

They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall.

Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big.

“Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world.

The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew.

“And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy.

Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled.

“I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.”

In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes.

Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork.

Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep.

The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall in the heel for her.

Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. Something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes.

She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her.

There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again.

Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen.

Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates.

“Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush.

Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.”

Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her.

Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted.

Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.
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