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A Note from the Author!

Five beautiful, wonderful, delightful stories. And what a range! From shipwrecks to prisons to Hollywood to outer space!

But the real adventure here is in the emotional turmoil, the upsetting of delicate mental apparatus, the changing from one sex to another.

I mean, is there anything more scary?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Shipwrecked and Feminized!

Saved by beautiful women

for beautiful women!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

There simply has to be remote islands on this planet where women rule and men drool. And after you have enough sex, what are you going to do with those silly men?

That’s the essence of ‘Shipwrecked and Feminized,’ but there’s more.

You see, this story takes off from two of Alyce Thorndyke’s early novels, Monastery of Broken Men and Ship of Broken Men.

I asked Alyce, one drunken night, what she found objectionable about men, and she said, “They’re all broken, and they don’t want to be fixed.

I’ve thought about that statement much over the years. It says everything, and nothing.

And yet Alyce doesn’t really hate men, she’s just really cautious around them.

Enjoy the story and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Will watched the torpedo run through the water.

The odd thing was they weren’t at war. Sure, his tin can sailed to the various hot spots of the world, but only to show presence, to encourage peace, to make the bad guys mutter and not show their faces.

Well, they had shown their faces, whoever they were.

They had shown their faces by launching a 20 foot, 3500 pound hunk of steel and explosives.

“Torpedo!” he screamed.

He heard the watch shouting something, footsteps on the deck, but the white foam of the wake of the torpedo was closing fast.

He was standing on the fantail. Taking a piss, if it be known. Definitely against the rules, and if he had been caught he would be showing up for the Captain’s Mast.

But he was never caught, and if his ship, the USS Beaver, survived the torpedo he would likely get a medal.

A medal for pissing off the back of a ship.

If he survived.

He watch in dread as the long cylindrical missile closed in on the front of the ship.

He could see Doc Jones pop his head over the upper rail.

He heard somebody saying something on the loudspeaker.

He leaned over the rail and watched as the missile left his vision, and ‘clunked,’ and the boom echoed across the water.

Then the back of the ship gave a weird sort of a cork screw and he fell over the rail.

It was only 15 feet to the water, the Beaver was a Cyclone class ship, and he fell the short distance and body flopped.

Cold, his belly smacking the surface hard, like a punch to the gut.

He couldn’t breath, first because of the water choking him, going into his nostrils and down his throat. Second because of the impact on his belly.

He gagged and flopped around and managed to break the surface.

A wave quickly swamped him and he rolled over, breathed more water, struggled to get his head up, and swallowed more water.

He floundered like a fish on land, but he was a sailor in the drink. He flapped his arms like he was a gull trying to fly, but had a leg caught in the teeth of a shark.

The waves dunked him down, again and again, and the ship slowly moved away from him.

The ship was turning slightly in a current, and the waves and the explosion had tilted it over about 30 degrees. 40 degrees and it would probably capsize.

By the time the ship was a 100 yards away Will was able to breath. He was treading water and trying to raise his voice enough to be heard.

The Beaver was tilting away from him, and every once in a while he could see the head of a sailor above the raised deck.

“Help!” he croaked, again and again.

The ship moved further away.

He swam after it, and for a minute it looked like he might close with it, then an explosion shook the night, everything went white, and Will threw up his arms to shield his face.

A moment of shock when his mind tried to grasp what had happened, then debris began raining down.

After that a series of waves approached from the explosion, raising him up enough to see…nothing.

The ship had gone under!

Will stopped swimming and just tread water. He stared and the glow of the ship under the waves, burning on the way down to Davey Jones locker, slowly dimmed, dimmed, and disappeared.

Now he was alone in the middle of the ocean.

He heard no other voices calling for help.

He saw a few bodies, one struggling weakly. Then there was a shriek, cut off by water, and something had dragged the sailer under.

Will looked around frantically. Sharks? Oh, no!

He had to swim silently, make no noise, not draw one of the monsters to his struggles.

Trying not to splash he removed his pants. He tied ends in the legs and pulled them through the air to catch air. Then he held the waist down, tucked the pants under his arms, and tried to keep the air in the pants. It was the only flotation device he had.

He floated. Not moving laterally, rising and falling vertically.

No sign of the sub that had sunk them.

The debris in the water slowly spreading out.

Darkness swallowed him. There was no division between the ocean and the sky. There was no sound.

Nothing but the smell of brine and diesel fuel.

Time passed slowly.

He shivered in the water. The water wasn’t unduly cold, but immerse a body in water long enough and it would suffer hypothermia.

Time passed.

Dawn brought his first piece of luck: the ship’s lifeboat.

It was a raft, and it looked like somebody had inflated it, then had not gotten into it, or had fallen out of it.

He risked a bit of noise and swam twenty yards and clambered over the rounded side.

As he lay in the bottom he felt a bump to the thing. A shark had followed him, been ready to bump him, but he had disappeared so it had bumped the raft.

Fuck! What a close call! Sharks could be 15 to 20 feet, and they liked to eat.

He lay in the bottom of the raft and sighed. And fell asleep.

It isn’t uncommon to fall asleep during times of great strife. There are soldiers that have fallen asleep during bombardments. And a sailor in the position of Will…he simply was asleep.

The raft drifted. He wasn’t in any specific current, just moving with the whims of the ocean.

The raft raised and lowered softly and comfortably. It was almost like a rocking chair for a baby.

The sun stayed behind clouds, and so never glared on him hard enough to wake him.

The day was near done before he woke up.

He immediately remembered what had happened.

He wondered who had fired a torpedo at the US naval vessel, and wondered if he would ever find out.

After all, he might die out here.

He struggled upright and inspected the contents of the raft.

There were emergency supplies, and he laid them out.

There was a survival manual, and everything from sponges to whistles to leak stoppers.

The raft seemed okay, no water seeping in, the sides were holding air just fine.

He had flashlights, batteries, anti-sea sickness tablets, a fishing kit, a mirror, drinking water and food rations. He even had a knife!

Of course, he had no intention of opening a knife in a craft like this. One drop and he could be treading water again.

He stowed everything, had a small meal, and then sat and looked at the horizon.

Long and low and forever.

The rise and fall on the eternal swell of the waves.

The moon peaked through the clouds a few times, but…there was nothing out there.

100 day later…

Will stared at the mirror and scrapped his whiskers off. He timed his hand so the rise of the waves wouldn’t suddenly cause him to cut himself.

His pants were in tatters, they barely covered his groin. His shirt was gone, his skin was bronzed by the sun.

He shaved regularly, so even his face was dark.

Shaving helped him keep his sanity. A regular discipline, waking up and having to do something, helped him retain his mental keel.

Today the wind was blow southwest, and he thought he might be off the coast of South America.

But where on the South American coast he had no idea, except that it might be near the equator.

And how far off the coast…it might be a hundred miles, it might be a thousand miles.

He was thin, but not emaciated. He caught fish easily.

He was always thirsty, but the occasional squalls enabled him to refill his water supplies periodically.

He was mostly just bored.

The one hurricane that had ripped over him had ended boredom for a few days, and he had lost some supplies, but he had managed to come out okay. A fish had even been flung into his little raft by the 150 mile an hour winds.

He had dropped the knife while gutting the fish, but nothing had been torn, so…he was okay.

A sea gull flew by, twenty yards to the right, which was probably north of him, and—a sea gull?

Columbus had been facing a mutiny, so it was said, when a seagull had been spotted.

Seagulls had to have land nearby. They didn’t just float around in the middle of the ocean, they stayed near shores.

Seagull.

He stood up and looked into the distance.

In his mind he heard the roar of surf.

But that was just an illusion, a hope driven by desperate fantasy.

But by the next morning he heard something, and by noon he saw it.

A smudge on the horizon.

A smudge that became trees and peaks.

Land ho!

He tried to paddle, but his hands weren’t enough. He had lost his oars in the hurricane, and had to hope that he would drift in that direction.

And, a bit of luck, he so drifted.

By the next day the peaks were defined and he could even make out the slant of palms. then he could actually see the beach.             

He drank warm water and prayed, and his raft drifted closer.

The sound of surf. Waves crashing that had carried for miles out to sea.

Seagulls making raucous cries.

He sobbed.

Then he was in trouble.

The waves were breaking on reef, and the coral underneath was sharp.

The raft scratched against the coral and sliced through the rubbery material. It started to sink and Will saw he was going to have to swim for it.

He stood, ready to dive, and saw the little shapes of sharks swimming in the still water inside the reef.

Fuck! he whimpered in his mind.

But when you don’t have a choice you don’t have a choice. He waited as long as he could, and finally launched himself.

He only had twenty yards to swim, and he made like an Olympic swimmer, cutting through the still waters.

Little shapes darted at him curiously, curious for food, but none latched on to him. Not a nibble did he experience…then his feet touched sand.

A giant shape swooped by under the water and he felt it brush his legs.

FUCK! That was no minnow!

But he had made it.

He swam/ran, then ran splashingly, then was stumbling through virgin white sand.

And fell.

He had survived!

Thank the Gods!

He sobbed and clutched handfuls of sand, then, once again, he slept.

It was morning when Will crawled onto the sandy beach, and the sun passed slowly overhead.

The waves, small because of the reef, stopped just short of his feet, then receded.

Then a shadow passed over him. Not a cloud, but the hard shape of a human.

He mumbled and his eyes slowly blinked open. He felt the presence and looked up.

She was over six feet tall. She was built, very large breasts. Her hair was silky smooth, shiny and black and flowed down her back like water over a flat rock.

Her eyes were obsidian chunks which inspected Will curiously. Her face, even and brown, was tilted slightly in thought.

She wore a sarong of bright blue material that was so thin her nipples could easily be seen.

Will pushed up on his hands, blinking and swallowing. He croaked, “Help. I was shipwrecked.”

She nodded, didn’t react to his words with any sign of recognition for his speech.

She stood up and motioned with her head for him to get up, to come with her.

Will staggered a bit when he stood, and the woman waited. then she turned and headed for the jungle.

Will followed, stumbling through the sand. He was weak, and thirsty. He needed food.

The woman didn’t glance back at him, just headed down a jungle trail.

Will followed, gaining strength as he came to himself. He stayed within six feet of her and the bushes brushed his sides.

The ground became harder, packed by foot travel, and the land ascended slightly.

“What’s your name?” he tried, when his voice was functioning again.

She didn’t bother looking back at him.

They walked for maybe a half hour and now he was tired from the unaccustomed walking, his legs sore and the pads of his feet slightly bruised on the occasional rock on the path.

They stepped into a clearing and Will stared at the village.

Maybe thirty or forty huts. Maybe a hundred women sitting and chipping tools, preparing food, staring at him.

They were all large. All over six feet, and all superbly built.

They wore the same types of sarongs in different colors and patterns.

They raised their heads and stared at him, and the slight hum of cheerful conversation faded.

There were children, too. Lots of children. From babes in arms to about 12 or 13. All naked.

Puberty, he thought. The children past puberty weren’t visible. What the fuck? What happened to the children after they hit puberty?

And, no men.

No men at all!

She walked to the center of the village and stopped in front of a large hut. She spoke some words in a native tongue, and several women exited the hut.

They stared briefly at Will, but didn’t seem effected by his appearance.

They took a few paces and sat down cross legged in a semi-circle.

They were all wearing the sarongs, real, manufactured material, woven and cut on machines, some with delicate patterns, some a solid color.

When they sat their sex was revealed.

He could see a half dozen bushes, labia slightly gaping.

They say that all cats are dark in the night, but Will could see this wasn’t true. Every pussy was different. They had different shaped lips, different mats of hair, clitorises were of different design.

These cats weren’t the same in the dark.

“Help,” Will said. “I was shipwrecked. Can you help me?”

The women listened to him, but showed only slight interest, then they started talking among themselves.

The woman who had led him out of the jungle stepped back and stood to the side of him.

An argument broke out amongst them. Some women were gesturing and pointing in a direction Will thought was east.

Other woman put their hands together, moved them as if shaping mud balls.

Still other women kept closing a fist.

Suddenly the door covering of the large hut moved and an older, thinner woman stepped out.

She was the tallest woman Will had seen thus far. She was skinnier, being older, but her boobs had lost nothing. They were big and gorgeous and Will gulped.

“Can you help me? Do you understand English?”

The woman glanced at him, then spat out a line of guttural sounding native speak.

Will was watching the woman, and he didn’t notice that the one who had brought him here had stepped closer to him.

Suddenly he felt her hand grip the edge of his waist band. His pants were badly torn and tattered, and she ripped down.

The pants came loose, but Will lost his balance and sprawled on the sand.

“Hey!”

He looked up at the woman.

She held his pants and had a wry expression on her face. She said something, which caused the other women to chuckle, then tossed what remained of his pants over her shoulder.

Children ran for the bit of material, and one larger boy managed to bully it away from his mates. He stepped into the waist band and the shreds of material hung down over his junk. He walked around proudly, yelling things, and everybody was laughing.

Will just knew they were all crazy.

Then the woman who had rescued him, and torn his pants off, grabbed his arm and lifted.

She was strong, immensely strong, and he knew he was going to have a bruise on his upper arm. He also knew there was no way he could resist her strength. Not even had he been fresh off his ship and well fed. She was that strong.

Will stood, the woman’s strong hand holding him in place, and the old woman spoke.

Her hands moved as she spoke, slight, subtle motions, and ended with the mud ball making motion.

All the women nodded then, and Will was jerked away.

“Hey? Can anybody understand me? What’s going on?”

He was dragged through the village.

He wanted to object, even to pull the woman around and punch her and so get free, but he didn’t stand a chance. She was just too strong and too determined.

She pulled him between the huts and to a solitary hut on the side of the village. She pushed him through the door and he blinked and tried to get his eyes used to the gloom.

A woman came out of the shadows. She was old, like the one who had…what? Pronounced sentence on him?

She had the same large breasts, and her eyes were black and shiny in the hut.

“Do you understand English?” he begged. “Can you help me?”

She laughed and motioned towards the floor. “Tie him up.”

“You speak English!”

He struggled tried to get free, but the woman who had brought him to the village tugged his arm, actually flung him around and tripped him.

He landed on his belly, spun and sat up, and the big woman put a foot on his chest and pressed.

He went back with an oof.

There were four stakes in the dirt floor of the hut, and they were pounded deep. She wrapped a vine around his wrist and secured it to a stake.

“Hey!”

“Best not struggle,” warned the older woman. She was holding a pot and mixing something in it.

“Tell her to stop.”

The large woman tied a foot, and Will hit her with his fist when she turned. Hit her right in the boob.

She blinked, grinned, and slapped him. One slap, and he was sillified. Made silly for ten minutes.

When he came to he was secured to the ground and the old woman was hunkered down between his legs.

“What’s going on?” he mumbled, feeling his mouth with his tongue, hoping he still had teeth.

“Best shut up.”

She grabbed his penis and started stroking.

Will had not been erect, but her hands quickly brought his penis up.

He stared in horror. “What are you doing?”

“Putting you in jail,” she actually cackled, sounding like a much amused witch.”

He was fully erect now, and she began coating his penis with the concoction that she had been mixing in the pot.

It was thick, gooey, and seemed to harden almost immediately.

“He watched, tested his bonds, then begged, “Can’t you please tell me what’s going on.”

She kept coating his penis with the strange goop. He could feel it hardening on him. She glanced up at him.

“Ah, what the hell. I’ve got the time. What do you want to know?”

“Where am I? What are you doing to me? What is—“

“Okay. Not too much. Gabby people aren’t my favorite.”

She continued basting his penis, and now it wasn’t visible. His balls were. His cock was throbbing inside the hardening goop.

He thought she wasn’t going to answer him, had changed her mind about talking. But she suddenly spoke.

“You’re on an island, one of two, off the coast of Brazil. A very uninhabited coast. You’ve been captured by a tribe of Amazons, and, as to what I am doing…I am protecting your puny, little manhood from the elements, and any horny bitch who might want to sample you before you come of age.”

There was so much hard stuff on his cock that he couldn’t see his cock, and the shape of the stuff was becoming like a ball. Like the shape hands made when they made a mud ball.

“But…what is this? What are you putting on my dick? I don’t understand. Please…”

She kept stroking his cock with the little home made brush, and it kept getting rounder and rounder. The odd thing was that he could feel each stroke of the brush through the material. It was making his cock extra sensitive, and he knew he wasn’t shrinking by being imprisoned.

“When they brought you to the council they had to make a choice.”

She paused and held up her hands. She closed a fist. “That is removal, but you were deemed unworthy. You must prove yourself before ascending.”

“Removal? Are you talking about my…me…my…”

“This,” she said, resuming painting the growing ball of shiny, shellacky, mud-ish looking stuff that encased his dick. “Removal of your puny manhood.”

“Castrate me?” he almost shrieked, which brought a grin to the face of the woman coating his manhood. “Are you serious?”

“Unfortunately for you, they decided to make you bigger. No ascension for you. Just more male suffering.”

Will was totally confused.

“We’re almost done here, and I want to tell you…you can eat anything that’s brown or red. Stay away from nuts and berries that are green. Green is poison. It’s not ripe. When things are red you can eat them without worry.”

“What about this thing?” he looked at the ball encasing his penis.

“Don’t worry about that. The women will hunt you down when it’s time. Then I’ll see you again.” She laughed, “Maybe then we can have another conversation.” She turned to the large woman, who was standing by the door and watching. She said something, and the big woman came to him, untied him and lifted him to his feet.

“Ow!” he said. “Hands off!”

But the woman just dragged him out of the hut and threw him towards the jungle.

Will staggered down jungle paths. He walked into trees that stood him up. He untangled vines that would hold him. He breathed in gasps and wondered what the hell had happened to him.

It was difficult walking, as the big ball between his legs kept his thighs apart, and as smooth as the surface of the ball surrounding his cock was, it rubbed his inner thighs until his skin was red.

He learned to walk with his legs apart, the ball dangling and swing.

That method made the ball bump into his testicles, but that didn’t hurt as much as the chaffed flesh between his legs.

Now he was in worse condition than ever. He was not just hungry, and thirsty, but he was not able to move efficiently.

Fortunately, he didn’t have to move efficiently.

He came upon a spring of water and fell to his hands and knees and ducked his head. He sucked in the cool water, and it was the tastiest water he had ever tasted.

On the raft he had drunk rainwater, but that quickly took on a taint of the plastic material he spread out to catch and drain it into a container, and of the container itself.

But this was fresh, filtered by cool, dank earth. Clear. Delicious.

He drank until he got sick.

He puked, his back rippling like a dog, then he pushed back from the spring. He sat against a tree and waited for his system to right itself.

And saw the red berries.

Big, red berries. Like a combination of cherry and apple. Bright red and shiny.

He plucked one and studied it.

Thick skin.

He pushed at it with a fingernail. It resisted for a moment, then burst.

He licked his fingers and was stunned. It was sweet, like apple pie. Absolutely delicious.

He plucked another one, and broke this one between his white teeth.

Life giving juice flooded his throat and he felt dazed by the heavenly taste.

And his cock gave a pulse.

Fucking cock, he thought, and plucked another one.

He managed to slow himself down enough that he didn’t puke again.

He crawled again to the water, and this time sipped in a controlled manner.

More of the red fruit.

More water, and he felt a delirious sort of lassitude sweep over him.

Like a drug.

He lay there, sort of stoned, and watched the world swirl around him.

Men came out of the jungle and looked at him. Small men with their dicks trapped in shiny globes.

They chattered, and they laughed, and he grinned. They were all stoned.

They came out of the bushes, and he realized that they had been hiding. Hiding from him because he was so tall, which made him giggle.

He was five foot seven. Not tall for a man, but not that short. Just barely under average. But these men were all under five foot. Some seriously under five foot.

And he laughed at the big globes hanging between their legs.

They sat near him and ate the red berries.

They all chuckled together and let the world pass.

And the days passed.

He was happy. He was well fed, and he had friends.

He and the men of the island lay about and giggled and stayed stoned.

They crawled to the spring and sipped the cool water.

They ate the red berries.

Sometimes Will tried to talk.

“Who are you?” he blurted, and everybody laughed.

“Why are you here?” Little men laying on the ground like sticks thrown to the wind. Burping, occasionally farting, and always eating and drinking.

The sun went up and down, and he sometimes noticed it.

A few times he got up and walked.

He was weak, but…no. He wasn’t weak, he was just weak willed.

He found himself back at the pool of water. Eating the red berries, laughing with his friends.

And his cock began to itch.

It had always been itchy, right since he had been put in the shiny coconut thing, but now it was really itching.

Sometimes he tried to scratch it, but that just seemed to increase the itching.

He was so sensitive through the ball, and just walking caused shimmies of pulses to run through his cock, and to make his whole body heat up and shimmy.

Once he found himself pounding on his big ball, but the other men, the small ones, held his hands back and told him not to.

And they all giggled as if they knew some secret that Will didn’t.

They came for him.

Well, maybe not specifically for him, but for everybody whose ball had turned red.

It had started out brown, but slowly it turned red, a brighter and brighter red.

Then, one day, he realized it was actually glowing.

He stood up and shook the ball, and it felt like he was jacking off, and he was shivering and trembling and thinking maybe he could squirt, and get rid of the terrible itch.

Then several women came into the area around the spring.

They walked around and selected men whose ball was big and glowing red. And they selected Will.

Will didn’t resist. He couldn’t. He had sexual shivers warping through his body, occupying him, distracting him.

He tried to grab his ball at one point, but they slapped his hand away and pushed him down the path.

They walked through a psychedelic haze.

Now in serious motion, he realized just how stoned he was. The red berries had not just pleased his pallet and helped him recover strength, but they had altered his mind.

He weaved a bit, but the whole jungle was weaving, and somehow he ended up in the village.

He was sat down in a row of men outside the big hut in the center of the village. He listened and heard sounds coming from inside. Grunting, slobbering sounds. Screams of ecstasy. Moans.

Sexual.

His cock throbbed within the ball.

He sat there for hours, not concerned with going anywhere, just enjoying his state of mind. then it was his turn.

They lifted him up by the arms and walked him into the hut.

His head lolled and he smiled. “Wassup?”

The women were chattering away, and he could vaguely understand them.

Sitting with the men, listening to them talk, he had absorbed just a bare smidgeon of their tongue.

He understood: “Break it.”

They forced him over a stump, made him squat, and put his big ball in a small round indentation in the center of the stump.

They slipped a metal device, looked like a nut cracker, under the big globe.

CRACK!

They smacked the top of the nut cracker and a bar came down and split the thing on his penis.

A slight shiver of pain, but no more than a mosquito bite.

The coconut thing fell to the sides, split neatly in half.

He stared at his penis.

It was as red as the globe had been. And…it…glowed! It glowed red! And it was larger than he remembered!

He had been seven inches when he was encased, but this thing looked like eight!

No wonder it had itched so much!

He understood when the native women said: “Tie him down.”

They grabbed him, were in position to virtually lift him up and back, then four women were tying him to four stakes.

His larger, redder penis stuck straight up.

He understood words: “He’s not big yet.”

“He’s big enough, and this will make him bigger.”

“Every time he cums he’ll get bigger.”

“I’m first.”

“You were first last time!”

“That was Khoa. She was first. Now it’s my turn.”

The women sounded vicious, but they came to some sort of an understanding.

One of them hovered over him, made some remarks which he didn’t understand, but which made the others laugh.

Doubtless some joke about his size.

Then she squatted.

He was engulfed.

Pleasure inundated him.

He had had sex before, many times, but now his cock was bigger, more sensitive, and…red.

She moved and he found himself squirming, the pleasure so intense as to be on the edge of pain. Then the pain receded and the pleasure increased, and, like any man getting the fuck of his life, he started moving up and down. Humping. Trying to cum.

But it as difficult, and he wore out the woman riding him—which is to say she had so many cums she couldn’t take it any more—and other women rode him.

Some of them were gentle, but not many. Most of them enjoyed slapping his balls and making him lurch up and into them.

He made sounds. Sounds of agony and sounds of ecstasy.

Slobbery sounds.

Hurting sounds as he climbed the mountain and, no matter how close he got to the top, he couldn’t…quite…cum!

Finally, after what seemed like hours and hours, and may have, indeed, been hours and hours, they took mercy on him.

He was a drooling, insane mess, and he felt a finger slide into him, scratch him, and, finally, the blessed relief.

He dribbled out some squirt and lay, exhausted.

He was in heaven…and he was in hell.

And he didn’t know which was worse.

He was untied and dragged out of the hut.

He stared at the world above him, sliding along, the clouds twirling about dizzily, and the dirt rubbed his butt.

He caught sight of his penis, and it was red, but no longer glowing.

He was taken to the hut on the side of the village, taken in and tied down.

The woman mixed a concoction in a pot, then mixed the stuff into a mud ball on his penis.

His bigger, hot, red penis.

His penis that the woman had slapped until it was hard, all eight inches of it. Hard.

And the woman said, “Told you I’d see you again.”

She smiled happily as she coated his hot, red, glowing penis with the weird mud.


Part Two

Days turn into weeks, and weeks turn into months.

Through the haze of his mind Will figured he was being taken to the hut about once every month.

And he didn’t care.

Being used, he was stoned.

Being in chastity he was drugged.

His life could just pass on by and he was happy.

But all happy things must come to an end.

On the fourth month he was laying in a stupor by the spring, eating his red berries, and enjoying the passage of clouds and rain squalls. He was naked, and his cock itched terribly.

Sometimes he would punch the big globe that surrounded his most prized possession, but it did no good. Just made him itch further.

Words floated over the spring. Neon and happy and goofy. “He’s over there.”

He was aware of shapes gathering around him. Maybe three or four, it was so hard to count these days.

And he wondered why the woman who built his chastity balls was there.

And English was beginning to feel strange. He was picking up more and more of the native language, which was slurs and shrugs and meanderings of the mind.

“How long has he been like this?”

“Four months.”

“And he was seven inches?”

“I think.”

“You didn’t measure?”

“No.”

A cloud of disagreement floated through his consciousness. So that’s what fighting looks like to those who don’t fight.

“Heysoos! He’ll be eleven inches now, almost too big.”

“I would have called you.”

“I know. I’m angry, but it’s not your fault.”

“I could use a cell phone out here.”

“With no infrastructure? No towers?”

“How about a sat phone.”

“I’ll talk to Nyoka.”

“Okay. What do you want to do with him?”

“Bring him out of it.”

“Now? All the way?”

“Yes.”

“That’s going to be hard on him.”

“Too bad. We’ve traced his DNA and he’s one of the ones we need. When we thought he had gone down with his ship we though we had lost a major chance.”

“Okay, turn him over.”

Will felt the earth turning over under him. No. That was him turning under. No, that was…the heck with it.

He looked at dirt and was quite happy.

Then he felt a little worm wiggling into him down there.

Happy, little worm. Worm felt so good. Then he felt stuff happening inside of him.

His organs began shivering. Uncomfortable. He frowned.

“How long?”

“Five minutes, give or take.”

It was only four minutes, though Will was incapable of telling time.

Suddenly he wanted to crap, but he couldn’t.

He remembered pooping, and the thought bothered him.

He had lain his own mess, and not cared. Suddenly he cared.

And the pain began to mount.

Bad pain, taking away his happiness.

And cramps.

He grunted and tried to fold into the fetal position.

“Keep him stretched out.”

He struggled, but he was so weak. He hadn’t used his muscles for anything except laying on the ground for months. He hadn’t even used his muscles for sex.

What a shame! flashed through his mind, not appropriate to anything.

“Okay, here it comes.”

A shock wave of pain lanced through his body. Forgotten were the drugs. Every muscle was shrieking. He vomited. The thing that he thought was a worm was being pulled out of him.

An enema? They had given him an enema?

And the emotions, carefully covered by drugs for months, began to roil.

“NO!” he screamed.

“Hold him down. Don’t let him hurt himself.”

He fought, and though there were four big women holding him down, he almost succeeded in getting free.

Free to what?

Free from what?

What was happening?

Why were they doing this to him?

And, slowly, ever so slowly, the pain began to recede.

At last, he lay on his belly under the tree, not struggling, but about as miserable as he had ever been in his life.

He sobbed, and the women got off him. They let him lay there for about fifteen minutes.

They talked amongst themselves. Sometimes he understood English, sometimes he didn’t, and he realized that he had been badly abused.

“Can we get that thing off him?”

“Back in the village.”

“Okay, let’s go.”

They picked him up, held his arms over their shoulders and walked him, his feet barely touching, through the jungle.

He perceived the world now. He didn’t see the dreams and fancies, now he saw the world as it was.

Bushes. Trees. The cursed red berries.

Into the hut, where stone age women wore machine made sarongs and stared at him.

But there was obviously a pecking order here.

The villagers were tall, over six feet, and well built, but they paled when compared to the women who were toting him to the hut where his globe would be removed.

These women were six inches taller, if not more, and they glowed with good health, intelligence, and busty bodies.

The villagers appeared drab in comparison.

Into the hut, and he stared at the log, but they forced him down and laid the globe on the log.

CRACK!

He yelped, he felt more pain, and not much pleasure, then his cock was free.

He stared at it in horror.

It was eleven inches, thick like a wrist, gnarly like a lady’s varicose legs.

He realized that the veins inside his cock were folding, compacting, getting ready to push and make his dick even bigger.

“What’d you do to me?” he sobbed.

“It’s okay, Will. It’s over now. We’ll take care of you.”

Will looked up at the leader of the four women. Tears on his cheeks, he asked, “Who are you?”

“We’re Amazon’s Will, and we’re going to take care of you now.”

“I was shipwrecked. I want to go home.”

“Maybe, but we’ve got a little journey to take, first.”

Will searched the faces of the women surrounding him. And he realized: I’m smaller. Shorter. Oh, my God!

“I’m one of the small men now, aren’t I.”

The leader nodded. “I’m afraid you are, Will, but even that is remedied, if you can apply yourself.”

“Take me home,” he whispered.

They didn’t need to drag him now. They walked, slowly, as he had a shorter stride, and headed for the beach.

They emerged from the jungle and headed towards a lifeboat. Next to the lifeboat three Amazons had speared the big shark that lived in the lagoon behind the reef and dragged him into shore. They were spearing him and he waggled, but he was done for.

“Good job,” said the leader, and they all piled into the boat.

One of the Amazon’s helmed the craft and she guided it carefully through the coral and out to where a small cruise ship was waiting.

Will was helped up the ladder and found himself once again at sea.

He walked to a lounge chair on the fan tail and sank down.

A doctor appeared and began examining him. She thumped his chest, listened to him, examined his eyes and ears and looked all the way down his throat.

Then she lifted his cock and frowned. “How long has he been here?”

“Four months.”

“He’s almost too damaged.”

“He has a chance.”

“Nyoka wants to see him anyway. Maybe we can harvest his DNA.”

“Maybe.”

Then one of the women got him up and walked him below. He was given a shower and…a dress.

He looked at it.

“We’re all women. No men. Sorry.”

He made no remark, just slipped into the dress.

“Would you like to go to your room? Or eat?”

His mouth opened. “Eat? Oh, yes. Eat. I want to eat.”

He was taken to the dining hall and sat at a table. “Start him with soup. He’s been on nothing but berries for months.”

“Is that why his lips are red?”

Will felt his mouth. His lips were red?

“Yes.”

“They won’t return to a normal color,” the woman serving food said.

“Maybe some food would be better than your random observations.”

The woman turned red. “Sorry. Soup. Right away.”

Will sat for a moment, feeling the unusual feeling of a chair under his buttocks, a table under his hands.

“My lips are red?”

“Red as a cherry,” said the woman cheerfully. “But don’t worry. Everything will be taken care of.”

“But she said…”

“My name is Salona.” The woman rode right over his questions and concerns. “I’m going to be with you now. I’ll see to your comfort, and I’ll even see what we can do about getting some of the kinks out of your penis. I think the soup of the day is Chicken Dumpling. Quite good. Would you like a Coke? Or should we get you something more substantial?”

“Coke?” he parroted. His eyes were wide and he was starting to take in his surroundings.

“Coke it is,” Salona smiled. “I had a feeling that a treat was in order. Can you tell me how you came to be on the island?

Then Will was sobbing. Just sitting and sobbing. He had graduated from hell, and anything was better than the island.

Will told Salona of being torpedoed, of being tossed into the water, and how the ship had gone down.

He described the nightmare of floating across the ocean for months.

Salona interrupted him to say, “That’s why your skin is so dark.”

He nodded. He was gulping soup down and licking the bowl and Salona waved to the cook. “Maybe some bread, very bland. Get him used to solids.”

“Of course.”

“Now go on with your story.”

He described his joy at finding land, and how he had swam faster than the shark.

Salona chuckled at that. “I can imagine.”

“Then one of those women found me on the beach and…and I was taken to the village…” he dwindled away. He was talked out.

Salona understood. She gave his narrative a break and said, “Your dark skin is why they decided to put you in a chastity ball. If your skin had been white they might have emasculated you.”

“Castrated me.”

“Yes. With a simple stroke of a rather large mallet. Because you were so dark they figured you weren’t a white man and elected to use you for their pleasure.”

“God, how cruel.”

Salona sighed, observed him, then said, “Being castrated is better than what would have happened to you, if we hadn’t decided to check in at the island.”

“What do you mean?”

“The men become smaller and smaller, and their cocks become larger and larger. Finally they grow too small. The cock requires too much blood, and this robs their system. Organs start to break down. The red berries lose their effectiveness and the men crawl off into the jungle and die painfully. Sometimes it takes months. We got to you just in time.”

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Will. “That would have happened to me?”

“We’re going to do everything we can to reverse the procedure. We’ll probably be able to straighten out your penis, get the blood moving normally and stop the tangle and growth. Your height will return, but it will take some time. Years. Maybe.”

“What do you mean, maybe?”

“Will, what I have to tell you now is going to be rather difficult to absorb. In fact,” she raised her hand and motioned to the cook.

“Could we have a bottle of whiskey and a bottle of Coke?”

If that was an unusual request the cook didn’t blink. A moment latter the two bottles were on the table, along with two glasses filled with ice, and a pail of ice.

Will stared, and now he was starting to worry.

Salona mixed the drinks and handed him one.

“I’m going to need this?” he queried.

She nodded.

“It’s like berries all over again,” he murmured, but liquor wasn’t as bad as red berries, so he took a good swig.

Salona waited for him to drink a bit more, then gave one of those big, heavy sighs.

“There are three stages to man, four if you count those poor midget wretches with the giant cocks back on the island.

“There are men, there are woman, and there are Womanus Maximus. Super women, if you please. Mankind must evolve from man to woman to Womanus Maximus.”

Will found that he was shaking his head. He felt like everything was surreal.

Men changing into women?

“Man, and we are speaking of you now, is at a lower stage of evolution. We Amazons have discovered how to help men make the transition to a higher species.”

“Woman,” Will blurted.

“Exactly. And we can even help women become Womanus Maximus, a superior species with full abilities.” she paused, then, “We have the tools to make the planet a paradise. We can end disease and war and ignorance and…and all the things that have dragged us into the mud for millions of years.”

“What about those men…the midgets with the big boners?” He was whispering. He had almost been one of those.

“They are breeders. If a man doesn’t have the ability to evolve he will be used as is necessary. The islanders, they have their own way of dealing with men. They are a culture separate from the rest of man for millennium, and they treat breeders in their own way. Eventually we’ll have to step in, but for right now we don’t have the woman power to fix these little follies.”

Will was drinking now. He had gone through a couple of drinks, and needed more.

Salona poured and let him ease his pain. The knowledge that one is a member of a race that is…insufficient, is a tough one.

“Anyway, we are making progress, and that is where you come in.”

“Me?”

“The Amazons have been looking into genomics. We have been involved in analyzing DNA. Just as your penis is so mangled on the inside, so is the DNA of mankind mangled. For millions of years people have fucked willy nilly. Rape has occurred, wars have spread DNA mindlessly and not to good purpose.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Will, we have traced your ancestors, analyzed their DNA, and you have a very pure strain of DNA. If we can develop your DNA we can improve the haphazard evolution of mankind by ten thousand times. No more autism or weird diseases. People will become immune, always have healthy babies. But it all depends on your DNA.”

Will sat there, sipping. Right about then he didn’t want to think about DNA. But he was going to have to. “So, what? Do I have to squirt in a bottle for you?”

Salona shook her head gently. “No, Will.”

“Then what?”

“You have to become Womanus Maximus before we can harvest your genes.”

“You have to…me? You want to change me into…”

“A woman.”

Will picked up the bottle of bourbon and drank it down straight.

First, Will had to be brought back to optimum health. The ship’s doctor examined him twice a day, made notations on medicines to be given him, and patted him on the back.

And nothing was done.

He walked the deck and Salona took him down to the ship’s gym.

Will didn’t mind exercise, and he followed her instructions and worked up a pretty good sweat. Twice a day.

“It’s not your muscles that we worry about, Will,” she said at one point. “It’s your internal organs. Muscles are the only real moving part on your body, and your muscles cause triggers to work, massage your organs, and give you good health.”

Will grunted and kept moving his legs on the elliptical.

After that he did a series of light exercises on the various weight machines. Salona wanted him to do lots of light exercises, not heavy workouts designed to build muscles.

“But why not? If muscles do all the work?”

“Because your body is going to be making changes.”

“What does that have to do with weightlifting?”

“A man needs to work his muscles with lots of weight and short reps. A woman needs more reps of light weight.”

That put him in a funk, and he couldn’t take his mind off the fact that they wanted to change him into a woman.

“What if I don’t want to be a woman?” he asked one night, after she had started straightening his penis.

Salona frowned momentarily, then smiled and sat back. “Don’t worry about—“

“No. You keep telling me not to worry.”

Salona gave another of those deep sighs. Then she leaned forward.

“Will, you have the desire to stay male. To stay at your current level of evolution. When you consider that you will be helping millions, even billions, isn’t that sort of selfish?”

“But it’s me! It’s my body! I should be allowed to do what I want with it!”

Salona got a far away look in her eyes. then she simply said, “That’s something I can’t answer. I know it seems unfair, but you haven’t been a woman yet, you don’t know what you’re missing, and you have no idea what a Womanus Maximus really is.”

“So I’m supposed to just sit around and let you guys do what you want to me?”

“Will, it’s going to be all right.”

The ‘penis straightening,’ as it was referred to, was one of the most painful procedures Will ever experienced.

After dinner every night Salona took him to his stateroom. She had him lay back and she pulled on him.

But did’t just pull. She dug her fingers into his shaft, searching for the twisted veins, then she pulled.

It was deep tissue massage, very deep, and to a part of the body that is very sensitive.

Will cried when she did this. He couldn’t help it. No man could help but cry when his penis was being twisted all out of whack.

For that was what it felt like. His veins were twisted, and she needed to straighten them. And it felt like she was twisting the straight ones.

He cried, and she would stop and lay next to him and kiss him, and sooth him, and reassure him.

Then, when his tears were over, she would continue.

Oddly, the thing that bothered him the most was that he wasn’t allowed to cum.

All the work on his penis, it was making him horny. And he was horny already from all the red berries that he had taken. And from the month before he had been rescued.

“I’m sorry, honey,” Salona whispered. “But if you cum now your veins will all go back to their twisted shapes. You have to be patient. Be patient and your veins will return to normal, then it won’t be difficult to cum, and you won’t have to worry about your veins getting all twisty.”

Then she grabbed his penis and pulled. And pulled. And…he cried.

The ship came to port and Will stepped onto dry land. And not a dry island, but a real piece of land. Continental land.

He was escorted through the town, never learned its name, and into the jungle.

Every day they marched, and he was feeling pretty good.

His penis was starting to respond without pain, and he had his first orgasm, a wonderful thing, and squirted a puddle of squirt that was quite impressive.

Salona was quite proud of him, and she held his hand often as they walked.

Into the jungle. Past the screeches of beasts, the howls of monkeys. Under the crash of thunder and the wash of rain.

It took months, and Will wondered why it was so remote and difficult to get where they were going.

“Because we don’t encourage visitors,” explained Salona. “We like our privacy.”

And he wondered: privacy to do what they want, without the eyes of civilized countries upon them.

But, were other countries truly civilized?

When he was young, before he became a sailor, he wondered at how and why so much corruption could exist in the world.

Every day the media was filled with scandals and corruption.

So he was actually a little interested in seeing this place to where they were going.

This Amazonian Shangri-La.

This place where the ills of mankind would be solved.

They stepped onto a terrace on a moderately high mountain, they looked over the greenery and under the clouds.

The home of the Amazons was a blocky structure.

He had expected it to be a palace, but it certainly wasn’t. It was ruins, resurrected under the cover of jungle growth.

It was virtually invisible from air, and any search for heat sources would find nothing but what resembled native cook fires.

Though the insides of the place were supposed to be super modern and quite comfortable.

They marched down a long and windy trail, and Will found that he was…jouncing.

He was still wearing a dress, they hadn’t bought him any male clothes in the small town they had harbored at, or any of the villages they had passed through, and he was carrying a pack.

Not a big one, like the big women carried, but one that was enough for his smaller frame to carry

But his chest was bouncing under the dress.

They stopped at the bottom of the trail for the night and Will kept to himself. Salona glanced at him, but said nothing.

After dinner he lay on his cot and felt his chest.

Breasts. He had breasts.

Salona entered the tent and lay down next to him.

“What is it, Will.”

A tear, unseen in the dark, trickled down his cheek. “I’m…I’ve got fat on my chest.”

She held him then. Brushed his hair, which was quite long now, and kissed him tenderly.

“It’s okay, Will.

“I’ve got red lips, long hair and tits. And that’s all right?”

“We’ve fixed your cock. You’re capable of orgasms now.”

She reached down to his junction and took him in hand.

He cried on her shoulder, and she held him. He was like a young girl going through puberty, and he needed comfort.

Up close the Amazon ‘town,’ or ‘community,’ or ‘city,’ or whatever you wanted to call it, was big, chunky blocks of stone.

They were like the blocks of stone used to build the pyramids, but square.

There was a community of natives outside the huge structure, and many natives had come to greet them.

These were happy, normal appearing natives, not like the large women of the island.

They entered the immense structure and everything changed.

Yes, big blocky walls, but decorated with colorful tapestries. Stone floors, but covered with rich rugs that were so thick and soft one could jump up and down without hurting their feet.

Modern lighting. Sofas, plants in pots everywhere, almost like the hanging gardens of Babylon.

And women. Thousands of the most gorgeous women Will had ever seen. And they all seemed to want to seek him out, to introduce themselves and welcome him to their midst.

And they welcomed him to womanhood.

What he could barely see in himself, they could see easily.

He didn’t know it, until he saw himself in a mirror, but his skin was clean and pure, and his eyes were larger, and the fat in his face was being redistributed.

Nothing like a long walk in the jungle to bring out the woman in a man.

As they stood in the great hall and were greeted and even feted, Will whispered to Salona, “What have you done to me?”

Salona, with no remorse or emotion, simply said, “We’ve been changing you since we found you.”

“But I wanted to choose.”

“We can’t wait. Every day you stall a thousand people die in wars and of plagues.”

Still, Will felt…violated.

But he was of two minds now. He was experiencing being a woman, and he could hide from the fact that he was healthier, his senses worked better. Colors were brighter and sounds sharper and more harmonious.

Then he was taken from the big hall and saw a brace of doctors.

They felt him, prodded him, poked him, and, in the end, handed him pills.

He looked at the pills and was confounded.

The doctors were chatting, nobody was really watching him, and he went to a large window that looked out over the jungle.

Only Salona was aware of his inner turmoil, and she followed him to the window.

He stood there, his eyes on a rumble of dark clouds on the horizon.

His hands held pills. Pills to change his shape, to make larger his breasts, to puff up his lips and…and to work on his sex organs.

The doctors had spoken freely of changes that would come, and how long they would be in coming.

Salona stood by him, watching him out of the corner of her eyes.

“Well, Willie?”

He turned to her. “Willie?”

“We won’t keep calling you by a male name if you are going to go female.”

“So…it’s Will…or it’s Willie.”

“You can choose any name you want. We would give you a party, like a birthday party, but it would be a naming party.”

He looked down at the pills in his hand. He looked back up at her.

“You can save millions of lives, affect the evolution of billions, all by swallowing a few handfuls of pills. Are you going to do it?”

Will didn’t answer right away. After a minute, however, he said, “I’m having emotions. Emotions I never had before.”

“You’ll go through that. All women do.”

“And I’ll have big, saggy tits on my chest. The doctors said I’ll be short for a long time, and my tits will be twice as big as yours, for the size of my body, that is.”

Salona nodded. She stroked Will’s long hair gently.

“And I’ll still have this dick, for years. What am I supposed to do about that?

Salona smiled at that. “Why Will, I thought you knew what a dick was for.”

“Yeah, but…” he trailed off.

Salona said, “What have you been using your dick for?”

“You know. You and me. We’ve been…”

“You’ve been fucking the hell out of me. And I can’t say that I didn’t enjoy it.”

“And you’re going to keep fucking me?”

“Oh, Willie, you silly girl. Didn’t you see the women downstairs? You think they don’t want to screw you? You think they don’t want to experience that giant cock you’ve been blessed with.”

“And when I finally lose it? When it shrinks and turns into a vagina?”

“Then you can fuck us all like a woman. By then you’ll probably be Womanus Maximus, and you can have your choices. All the choices you want.”

Will…Willie, stared at Salona for a long moment.

He could save mankind, all he had to do was give up being a man.

Be a woman.

And, be a Womanus Maximus.

Could he?

He could.

He put the handful of pills to his mouth and swallowed them.

Smiling, Salona put her arms around him. She kissed him passionately, then said, “Let’s go use that dick before you lose it.”

END
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I often wonder if a prison feminization program would work.

When I feminize guys it works. It really works. You see massive changes of attitudes.

And the guys love it.

So…why not?

Wouldn’t it be fun to grab a criminal type and change his mind and his whole outlook on life?

I mean, there’s no harm in trying, right?

So read on and see for yourself!
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Part One

Richard Busch lay on his bunk and twiddled his thumbs. He was a short man, a bit slender, but as mean as they came.

He listened to the sounds of the prison and sneered. Bunch of losers. Why, when he got out of here…he’d show them.

He twiddled, his thumbs moving faster and faster, and he studied the cement ceiling. Then the cement walls. And the cement floors. Everything painted grey, including the uniform he was wearing.

He thought about masturbating.

His cell mate had been moved to another block and he had one day before he had to break somebody else in. This would be a good opportunity.

As soon as lights went out he could turn to face the wall, give a few strokes, think of all the girls on the outside, and…yeah. This was going to be a good night.

He sighed, thinking of the girl who had gotten him locked up in the first place.

Her name was Cindy, and she was a looker. Big boobs, full lips, and when she got down on her knees—

“Hey, Dick?”

He heard the whisper from Johnny in the cell one over. He was starting his daydream and wanted to ignore the con. But when Johnny whispered again he sighed and got up.

Hell, it was too early too masturbate, too early to waste his fantasies.

He moved up to the bars and whispered, “Yo.”

“You hear about the new program?”

“What program?”

Warden’s got a new rehabilitation program started up.

Dick snorted at the idea.

“Warden’s always got some stupid thing going. I wish we had the old warden back.”

“You want that ugly suck back? I’d rather have this bitch.”

The new warden was a woman, and she wasn’t bad looking, but Dick didn’t have much respect for women.

Oh, he didn’t hate them, he loved them, but they should stay out of things that concerned men. And jail was no place for a pussy.

“Well, good luck with the new program. They ain’t found anything that works yet, so—“

“You should care, man. This one is right up your alley?”

“What is? A rehabilitation program? You’re fulla—“

“It ain’t that. It’s designed for guys in on sex crimes.”

Dick suddenly went silent and raised his ears up.

Sex crimes?

“That ain’t me,” he scoffed. “Not after what I did.”

“I heard it’s exactly for guys like you.”

Dick frowned, which frown made his face look extra mean.

He had been working as a mechanic, with a little burglary on the side, and a little car theft on the side of that.

Then he got involved with this babe, Cindy.

Cindy was definitely boner material. She had boobs and an ass. She had tattoos on her boobs and she wore her hair long, just like Dick liked it.

Her only problem was that she nagged him.

‘Whyn’t you go straight?’

‘Where’d that car come from? I ain’t goin’ for a ride in no stolen car!’

‘Why you gotta drink so much?’

Damn, that woman had a mouth on her, and when she started to nag him he just couldn’t stand it. So one night he was drunk and she started in, and the next thing he knew he was in jail.

He didn’t even remember the fight, he was that drunk, but they told him he had hit her, and he actually felt a little sad about that..

Damn. He really liked her.

But now he was in for a couple of years for what he had done to her. And three extra for the dope they had found in his car. And two more for the ride he had led them on. And he had been so drunk he hadn’t even remembered most of it.

Damn cops.

And Cindy sure wasn’t going to wait around for him.

So the new rehab program was for guys who had beaten their wives, or girlfriends, or something like that.

Hunh!

Well, they weren’t going to put him in a rehab program. No matter what the warden wanted.

Heck, he had a bad enough time in here, what with guys looking down on wife beaters. Or girlfriend beaters in his case.

Johnny was whispering again, and Dick listened. they chatted idly for a while, then the order for lights out went out.

The lights didn’t go all the way out, they just dimmed, but Dick said good night to Johnny and went to his bunk.

He lay in the gloom, thinking about what Johnny had told him.

Maybe he should ask the warden if there was a chance. Sometimes, when a guy volunteered for things like rehab programs, they got some time off their sentences.

He was in for a total of seven years, maybe five if he played nice. He’d sure like to cut that down.

He sighed.

The prison was settling down for the night.

A last few quips from inmates. The tromp of guards walking down cell blocks and counting inmates. The occasional clang of doors.

He cuddled in his blanket, and his erection came back.

He lay in the darkness, waiting for the guard to pass.

He heard the clomp of prison boots, then, when he thought he had been passed, a voice spoke.

“Hey, Busch.”

He turned over and looked at the guard.

“Yeah.”

“Come here, I want to talk to you.”

Dick slowly stood up, kept his blanket around him so the guard wouldn’t see his dinger.

He shuffled to the bars and looked at the guard.

It was one of the old ones, Tommy James. Sergeant Tom, between the convicts.

“Yeah.”

“You heard about the new rehab program?”

Dick blinked. What was this? Rehab Dick day?

“I heard a little.”

“I got it on the skinny. Well, actually, there’s a list of fellows being considered, and the Captain asked me to mention it to you.”

“They want to rehab me?”

“I know, it’s a kick, eh? But the Captain said to mention it, that you were on the list, and that I should tell you to be polite the next few days.”

“Look, Sarg,” Dick spoke plainly. “You know I ain’t got too many friends in here, and that means guards. I ain’t tryin’ to be impolite, but why are you telling me this?”

“Two reasons.”

“Yeah?”

“First, they really did ask me. In fact, to be honest, they asked me what I thought.”

“And you said I wasn’t rehabilitatable.”

“In so many words,” Sergeant Tom admitted. “You know you haven’t been the most polite fellow; you know we haven't gotten along too well.”

“So why?”

“Second, they said if you were accepted they were going to move you.”

Dick grinned. “Now you’re making sense.”

Tom nodded. “So there you go. I’m telling you, they gave us guards a talk about this program, and it’s supposed to be foolproof. Guaranteed results in a few weeks.

Dick’s brows dipped down. “Now I know you’re kidding me.”

“No, I’m serious. The program is suppose to last a few weeks, then they’re going to recommend inmates for early release, take time off their sentences.”

“You’re saying that if I go in for this program I could be out of here in a few weeks?”

“Look. I’m not saying anything. I’m just repeating what they said. If it doesn’t work I don’t want you coming back here and being more of a shit than you are.”

Dick took no offense. In fact, he appreciated honesty, especially in this situation.

“Well, I’ll think about it.”

“All right.” Tommy moved on, rattled the doors as eh went on down the cell block. Shortly the sounds of his passage were gone.

Dick returned to his bunk and lay down. He thought about it.

A rehabilitation program. And he qualified. Yeah, right. They were probably just blowing smoke up his ass.

With that thought he turned to the wall and put his hand to work.

Richard Busch, Dick, awoke with all the fanfare that a prison provides. The lights went on, clanging doors, guards shouting, and the usual assortment of gripes by the inmates.

“Another day in paradise,” was Dick’s own grumble.

He swung his legs out and sat on his bunk. He rubbed his face. He cursed the assholes who had sent him here. That was like a prayer to him.

He slipped his feet into his oxfords. It had taken a few months for them to become comfortable, but they were worth it. The tennis shoes a lot of the prisoners wore caused flat feet on the cement surfaces of the prison. Besides, if he had to kick somebody he didn’t want to break a toe, his own, he wanted to break a shin, theirs.

He pulled his loose pants on over the shoes. Why he didn’t pull on his pants first, then his shoes, he didn’t know. He was just a whimsical guy and it was expedient to do it the way he did it.

He pulled on his shirt and buttoned it, and, except for brushing his teeth, he was ready for the day.

He went to the metal sink and looked at the polished metal mirror. It gave a warped and runny appearance, but it worked.

He scrubbed his teeth diligently, then put his hands on the sink and leaned closer to the mirror.

He was one of these guys that didn’t have a heavy beard. He could get away without shaving.

He turned and stepped to the center of the small cell. Another five minutes and the doors would open. He spent the time doing light exercises. Enough to get his blood moving, but not enough to make him sweaty.

And the door slid back on a new day.

A same old same old day.

He went to breakfast, ate glop on a pressed cardboard tray with  a plastic spoon.

He tossed his plate and plasticware into a big garbage can.

He exchanged greetings with a few of the cons. Not all of them, because friendships were dicey in the joint.

Out to the yard for a half hour of free time.

He walked to the far wall, turned and jogged back. As long as the cons didn’t move too fast the guards were okay with jogging. Start running, however, and the guards would warn, then shut down the yard. Everybody on their belly, wait for your turn to walk back to your cell.

He stayed away from the weights area. He wasn’t big, and he didn’t want to mess with those big, slabs of beef.

He saw a guy clobbered with a ten pound weight, a feather in the hands of the massive con who slung it, and he now stuttered and had a tendency to blink uncontrollably.

After the yard they reported to work.

Some guys worked in the laundry, some in the library, others in administration. The prison was run by the cons, with severe oversight.

Dick worked in the laundry. He wasn’t considered a threat, just mean. There were no sharp objects in the laundry, and it was steady, boring work that put to sleep the most rambunctious con.

Today he stepped up to the door to get marked off the clipboard. The guard, a big fellow named Tony who rarely looked at cons unless he meant to mess with them, looked up at Dick.

“Administration, Busch. Warden wants to see you. Here’s your pass.”

Tony handed Dick a yellow tag with a clip on.

“Any idea what it’s about?” he asked.

Tony didn’t look now. He just made a mark and said, “Nah.”

Dick headed back to the runway, the hallway that led to the admin building.

A few guards gave him looks, but he held the yellow tag up and they passed him. When he reached the admin building he clipped the tag to his shirt and entered the wired glass doors.

He stepped to the station to the side and stood behind three other cons.

The shutter slid up on the station and a beefy guard looked out. “You all here for the warden?”

Nods and muttered agreements.

“All right. Stand against the far wall. Take you in a few.”

The cons stepped back and leaned against the cement wall. Nobody sat down for that was against the rules.

Two more inmates showed up, total of six, and the guard came out from his shuttered room and walked them down the hall.

“You guys know the rules. Don’t talk unless she asks you a question. Hats off. Be polite.”

Nobody answered, they all knew.

Up the stairs to the second floor, down the hall, into a small meeting room.

“We ain’t gonna see the warden?”

“She’ll come to you,” grunted the guard.

They were allowed to sit in the dozen seats clustered in the front and center of the room. The guard stayed at the back of the room and pulled out a cell phone. Most times guards weren’t allowed cell phones, but it was different in administration.

Slow minutes passed and the guard played a video game on his cell.

Low conversations started up between the inmates, and Dick took stock of the other cons.

They were all short and slender. They were all pinch faced and arrogant. They were all similar, and Dick wondered if they had been chosen because they were the same in physique and face and maybe character.

Minutes passed, the cons yawned and stretched in their seats, and they were ignored.

Then they heard the click, click, click of high heels. No…two pairs of high heels, and they knew the warden was coming, and with someone else.

The guard put away his video game and straightened up, the cons stopped talking, and the door opened.

The warden wore a male jacket with a pencil skirt just below her knees. And she had a set of knees. And legs and ankles and everything.

The men craned their heads and stared hungrily as her body walked around them to the front of the room.

Her breasts were not overly obvious because of her jacket. She had a bubble cut type of hair do, and she had minimal but strict make up.

She also had the attitude of a ball buster. She didn’t look at the cons, she glared, and without trying.

She looked like she wanted to step on somebody’s gonads and are there any volunteers including you, you and you.

But, behind her, was another woman, and this one was not a ball buster. At least, not apparently.

She was tall, six foot, which made her taller than all of the men.

Auburn hair, up in a bun, but there was a lot of it, and every man in there licked his lips and imagined that hair coming down, silky shiny and ready to be wrapped around a body apart.

She wore more make up, and it wasn’t stern. It was…nice. Pretty. Pretty beautiful, actually.

Her eyes were a dark blue that seemed to know things, things that made you a little nervous, and they were even and steady.

But it was her body that got the most attention.

She wasn’t wearing the strict matron garb, the uniform with the skirt, the low heels.

She was wearing a pencil skirt, like the warden, but a blouse that was (gulp) open at the neck.

Her breasts were large and very proud. And they should be.

Her waist was tight and her ass flared out like a heart.

Her legs reached all the way to the ground and back again, and she walked in a way that made every man in the room boner up.

Even the guard gulped and stared.

“Good morning, gentlemen.”

The ‘gentlemen’ muttered a good morning as one.

The warden didn’t bother to introduce herself, she just started right in.

“This is Doctor Marguerite Valencia. You men have the unique opportunity to get into a special rehabilitation program. Successful completion of this program will result in a termination of your sentences. This is a program endorsed by the CDCR.”

Dick blinked. It was there, in her attitude. The warden didn’t agree with the program. She was offering it because she had to. Because the CDCR, the California Department of Corrections and Rehabilitations, had ordered it.

This made him smile. If Miss Ballbuster was against it then it had to be good.

“I’m going to turn you over to Dr. Valencia now, and I expect you to be on your best behavior.”

And the warden walked out of the room.

The men stared as ‘Doc’ stepped to the front of the class.

Dick fell in love right away. He liked big women, and women with full, red lips especially. He studied her mouth and fantasized kissing it.

“Hello, gentlemen.” Her voice was contralto, sexy, and Dick’s dick throbbed. “The purpose of this program is going to be to change your manner of thinking. You are all in here because you are violent, and specifically, you are violent towards women.”

He watched her lips move, the way they shifted and curled, he could imagine her tongue licking those lips, then his tongue licking those lips.

“This program has been specially designed for you, and should you volunteer you will be in for the duration. You will not be allowed out of the program until you finish it.”

One of the cons, Bucky Simpson, raised a hand.

“Yes, Bucky?”

Everybody blinked. She knew Bucky by name, and that meant she knew them all by name.

Well, of course. She would have studied their folders.

“Is this going to hurt?”

“There will be a certain amount of unpleasantness, but nothing that will permanently harm you.”

Cons muttered and a few remarks were made, but they were so low that the only one Dick really heard was from Wally Johnson next to him.

“You can hurt me any time, bitch.”

Dick concealed a smile. This was going to be good.

Another Con raised a hand. “We gonna be in gen pop?”

“Gen pop?” she looked confused for a second, then nodded. “General population, no. You will be in lodged in a number of trailers located outside the prison walls.”

“We’re gonna be outside?” blurted Sampson. He was a blunt con and nobody knew what his first name was.

“Raise your hand, please, Johnathon.”

Now everybody knew.

“And…yes. But you will be wearing devices that will discourage, shall we say, long hikes?” She smiled, and if everybody wasn’t in love already, they were then.

The key, Dick would realize later, was that everybody assumed that devices were nothing more than locators that were worn around the ankles.

And everybody smiled. It would be easy to cut those suckers off. Some guys even said they knew how to bypass them. They could get out of them without the alarms going off and take their ‘long hike.’

The Doc talked for a while longer, she answered questions, rather briefly, but enough. She addressed them all by name, and she finally said they would all please go into the hallway and wait and she would do a final interview.

So Dick and the other six stood in the hallway, and the guard stood in the doorway where he could watch both rooms, and Doc Valencia called the men in one at a time.

It was a very loose procedure, especially considering that the men were all in for violent crimes, but the Doc seemed unconcerned.

She called in the first man, talked for about fifteen minutes, then sent for the next man. The first con, Bucky, walked in with a swagger, but he walked out thoughtful.

As did the second man, Wally.

And the third man, and Dick was wondering what the men and the Doc were talking about.

Then it was his turn. He walked across the room and sat down in a chair facing the doctor.

Nothing between them.

But his erect penis. He was drooling down there.

“Richard Busch,” she stated, holding his file but looking at him.  You may call me Dr. Valencia. That’s what my friends call me, and I’m sure we’re going to be friends.” She smiled, and his heart leaped right out of his chest.

“Tell me, Dick, You ever get much grief for your name?”

She wasn’t being argumentative, or insulting, she was just…talking. And her face was so sweet and beautiful. The way her lips moved when she was speaking, it was almost like she was kissing the words out.

“Nah.”

“So it doesn’t bother you when people make fun of your name? Dick Busch?”

His nose wrinkled, slightly, but he could handle this. Especially since he wanted to bang this bitch worse than anything.

“Do you consider yourself the stud, Dick?”

He blinked. This wasn’t a question, it was more like an invitation, and he got it.

She was projecting sex appeal. She was coming on to him. WTF?

“I’m okay.” But now he wasn’t. What was this bitch up to?

“And if you had me alone in a room would you fuck me or hurt me?”

The weird thing, with all the sex appeal exuding in the room, it was like she really cared.

“I…wouldn’t hurt you.”

“That’s good, Dick,” she licked her lips with the tip of her tongue. “Because this program calls for us to work together closely. We’re going to have to talk about your needs and wants, and we’re going to have to convince you to change certain things. Do you think you could change things for me, Dick?”

God, she was speaking his name as if it was his tool.

“I can try.”

“That’s all we need, ‘Dick.’ If you can try, a sincere effort, then you can make it. Do you think you’ll enjoy working with me?”

She unbuttoned the second button of her blouse. He had a glimpse of the swell of her breasts.

“It sure is hot in here,” she whispered.

“Uh, yeah.”

He was dumfounded. What the fuck was she doing? She had to know that he had been in the jail for year, that there was no sexual outlet. Did she want him to jump on her right there?

“So do you think you might like to be in our program, ‘Dick?’

“Uh, yeah.” He was trying to act nonchalant when his dick was anything but.

They talked for another ten minutes. Ten minutes of being teased, of being cautioned, of being made to think sexual thoughts, and when he walked out of the room he had the same look on his face as the others had.

WTF?

By noon the men were sent back to their cells to collect their belongings.

None of them had much. A couple of guys had small radios, and they had prison clothes and a few books, but…nothing much.

They walked to a side gate and were let out. Seven men, two guards (heavily armed) and a babe.

As they walked around the fence there were a few men in the yard, and they stared at the doctor.

And Dr. Valencia enjoyed it. Halfway around the yard she stopped and actually adjusted one of her nylons.

Dick had never heard the yard be so silent. A hundred men struck into stunned silence.

Then she looked up at the men, smiled, and continued to lead the way to the trailers.

Trailers. They were moving out of the cement and cinder block prison and into trailers! With rugs! And air conditioning! And…and just like humans!

Dr. Valencia led the way into the first trailer, which was more of a class room. “We are enclosed in this little trailer park,” she explained, but you may freely move within the confines of the fences.”

She moved to a desk  on which sat seven little boxes. On the boxes were the names of the inmates, and she called them up and handed each of them a box.

“Okay, fellows, your number is on the box. And that is the number of your trailer. Inside the box you will find one of these, the latest in Dream Lover chastity tubes.” She held up a chastity tube. It was small, but big enough. It had electrical connections on it. It was very innocuous looking.

Seven mouths dropped open, and the two guards grinned.

“Wait a minute,” blurted Johnny Redson. “We have to wear these things?”

“You do,” smiled Dr. Valencia. “You will find instructions in the box, though I dare say they will be easy enough to figure out without the instructions.”

“I’m not going to put this thing on my…my…”

“Your cock. You may speak freely. And if you choose not to comply this is the only chance you’ll have to leave the program. If you choose not to be in the program you will be escorted back to your cell and you may resume your regular life.”

Stunned silence.

“So we don’t get out early.”

“No pay no play.”

The seven men stood and were speechless.

They were all facing five years or more, and they could cancel that five years, or they could…not.

Back into the jail. Back to cement mornings and cardboard meals. Back to lights out and the lonely thump of the hands fapping. Back to five years of lonely misery, the risk of being beaten by some bigger con, the loss of life in increments.

“Come, gentlemen. It is only a dick. Surely you can exist for a couple of months without stroking yourself during those long, lonely nights.”

The men were now looking at each other. They were waiting for one of them to make a break, to show them the way, to be brave.

Dick was the one. He shrugged and walked to the desk and found the box with his name on it. He turned, met the gazes of his fellow inmates, and said, “Fuck it.”

“You may masturbate if you need to. Material has been left in your trailer to facilitate this. Report back here when you are all locked up.”

One of the guards opened the door and Dick walked past him. The guard descended the stairs and went to the right, to a low platform which offered a viewpoint of the area around the trailers.

The trailers were small, just big enough for a bed, a sink and stove, and a shower with a toilet inside it.

Dick walked down the row of trailers and found his. Number three.

He walked up the stairs to the trailer and opened the door.

The insides were pink. There were the usual white plastic for the toilet, a bit of metal for the stove, but the walls were pink. The furniture was pink. Even the blades on the ceiling fan were pink.

Fucking pink!

Dick stood in the middle of the trailer and pivoted slowly. It was empty, except for him. Then he saw the magazines on the side table.

Shiny, glossy, filled with boobs and snatch.

And under the magazines were disks. More porn.

He turned and saw the TV at the end of the room.

Porn?

Then he looked at the box in his hand.

He was supposed to jack off and put this thing on.

Well, he had to jack off. Being around Dr. Valencia had bonered him up something fierce.

He placed the chastity tube on the couch and sat down next to it. He held it, turned it, fitted it together.

Nope, this wasn’t rocket science.

He looked at the magazines, sighed, a bit happily, and dropped his pants.

All right, Dr. Valencia, baby. You want the juice…

He turned the pages slowly and stared at the beautiful faces, the red lips, the boobs that seemed too perfect. Every breast so perfect.

It wasn’t long before he was ready to shoot. Even though he had jacked off the night before, to actually see such porn…Lord. He was in heaven.

Still, he held on for a moment, enjoyed the build up, the glow in his balls, the way it felt when the juice started to flow up his shaft.

He grunted, and cursed. He should have put a towel down.

Still, he caught a lot of it in his hand, and he stood up and stumbled to the sink, his pants still around his ankles, and watched the goo off his fingers.

Then he rinsed his penis off, dried it with the edge of his shirt, and returned to put the chastity tube on.

It went on easy. The tube slipped over his member, and the ring went around his package, and he snapped the two pieces together, which locked them.

There was no key.

He stared at his lap and his mind was on vacation.

He felt good from having just satisfied himself, but…but his junk was…out of touch.

Sighing, he stood up and buttoned up, then he walked out of the trailer and headed for the classroom.


Part Two

Dick felt weird. He was locked up, unable to even touch anything.

For the first time he started having severe second thoughts.

No choking the chicken for a couple of months!

He sat in a chair in the classroom and waited for the others to return.

Dr. Valencia seemed in no hurry. She sat at her desk and did paperwork, and he would sneak surreptitious glances at her fine form as she nibbled on the end of her pencil, or licked her lips.

Man, she was a fine looking woman.

The others returned, some right after him, and Wally was an hour. The poor guy probably had a short dick. couldn’t get his hand around the thing for enough traction to…what the fuck was he thinking about some other guy’s dick for?

Finally, they were all back, and they were all wearing the chastity devices.

Doctor Valencia stood up and smiled at them. “Okay, gentlemen, let’s synch your devices. Dick, you’re first. Come up to the front of the classroom and drop your drawers.”

Dick didn’t want to do that. He didn't like to be naked in front of others. Still, he was in for a penny, so he was in for a pound.

He did as she requested.

Dr. Valencia sat down in front of him, connected a wire that was loose, and started pressing buttons on a remote.

She said, “Only I can touch the remote. If you touch it you will get a shock.”

“A shock?”

Suddenly he grew weak at the knees. He grabbed for the edge of her desk and pleasure whelmed him.

She smiled. “Feels good?”

“Oh, yeah.”

The Dr. turned to the group. “There is a pleasure program built into this device. Be good and you’ll get lots of pleasure. Have a seat, Dick.”

Dick pulled up his pants and staggered back to his seat. Man, that had felt good! And he had just cum, too!

“Bucky. You’re next.”

Man after man she hooked up and test drove. Man after man found himself so weak with pleasure he could barely stand.

Then, when they were all done, Dr. Valencia faced the group.

“You have all experienced the good side of this device.” She held up the remote. “What you haven't experienced is the bad side. True education must happen with both rewards and punishments. I’m about to administer a punishment so that you will understand. Please don’t be embarrassed if you foul yourself.”

“Foul—” blurted Sampson, then the shock hit.

The world began a shimmering thing that existed in pain. Dick’s balls suddenly felt like they were exploding, and his penis was totally electrified. Oddly, it felt like a boner, but there was no boner inside his cage.

The men fell from their chairs. They slumped down and curled up on the floor.

The world became a hazy dream somewhere outside the pain, and Dick couldn’t think of anything.

Then it stopped.

The man named Johnny had pooped. Two others had lost control of their bladders and their pants were soaked.

Dick hadn’t leaked, but it had been a close thing.

The men lay on their sides and groaned, and slowly came to themselves.

The Doc brought out a trash can and a couple of rolls of toilet paper for the men who had lost control.

The men were so blasted they didn’t even care about wiping in front of anybody. They just cleaned up and sat, not thinking, just…resenting. But not very much.

It was a moment in which they had been robbed of  the intensity of emotion.

Dr. Valencia was back in her chair, calmly waiting.

“As you can see,” she finally said, “The punishment can be great. And I should caution you, that wasn’t even the highest setting. On the highest setting you will lose control and be unconscious. I prefer not to use that setting, for you must be making aware decisions, and there isn’t much conscious decision making when you’re unconscious.” She smiled.

“Now then, a couple of ground rules. I won’t be using the remote except in extreme circumstances. Your devices are all synched to the computer,” she pointed to seven computer set up on a table against the side wall. There was an eighth computer on her desk, so she could oversee the programming.

“The computer will shock you when you leave this little compound. It will increase the setting the further you go. The computer will give you pain or pleasure according to how well you do your studies. I have a chip implanted in me, and if I show unusual levels of stress…the computer will zap everybody at the highest setting. Do you understand?”

There were grumbles, nobody liked this set up.

“I want out. I changed my mind.”

“Sorry, Wally. Once in, you are in until completion.”

“But what if we can’t pass these…these lessons you’re talking about?”

“The computer will deal with you.”

“But that’s not fair,” Freddy Geldon said. “You can’t just turn us over to a computer!”

“Have any of you watched ‘The Clockwork Orange?’

The inmates were blank.

“I suggest you do so. It is one of the movies you will be allowed to see while on the program.”

“We’re going to watch movies?”

“You’ll be watching movies, learning lessons on various things, and…you’ll have fun.”

None of the men thought so.

“Okay. I’m giving everybody an hour to clean up. You need it after that little demonstration of pain. Be back here in an hour to start your lessons.”

With that she ignored them.

The men filed out slowly, a bit subdued by what had happened.

They all snuck a feel of their groins, affirmed that the devices weren’t coming off, and that they couldn’t pull their weenies out of the tubes.

There was a bit of talk, much of it braggadocio, ‘she can’t do this to me’ kind of thing, but as none of the men were particularly close all conversation ended and they just went to their trailers and took off their clothes and stepped into the showers.

Private showers. With hot water. And scented soap.

The men didn’t particularly like the sweet smell, but they didn’t notice it until it was too late, until their bodies were lathered up.

The nice thing, however, was that the hot water didn’t stop after thirty seconds. They were allowed to just wallow in the hot water, and it made them feel, for the first time since their incarcerations, like human beings.

There was a clock on the kitchen wall, and Dick, after a long shower, sat on the couch and watched it. just watched it.

He felt warm and good, though he did remember the incapacitating feeling of having his nuts shocked off.

When he had five minutes left of the hour he stood up and went back to the classroom. Only half the guys were back, but the rest showed up two minutes before the hour, and Dr. Valencia stood up.

“Your computers are the same number as your trailer. Before we start I have prepared today’s dose of vitamins. The lessons can be intense, and we don’t want your energy waning. that would cause the computer to think you are being less than enthusiastic, and it would shock you.”

She indicated seven white cups lined up on her desk. The guys glanced at each other shrugged, and came up to the desk and took their vitamins.”

“Very good,” the Doc said when everybody had had their vitamins. Are there any questions before we begin?”

“What kind of stuff are we supposed to learn?” asked Sampson.

“I’ll let the computer tell you that. Anything else? Okay. Gentlemen, start your engines.”

A couple of the men gave rueful smiles at her command, and everybody stood up and went to their computers.

‘Good afternoon, Dick.’

Dick stared at the screen. Huh. Personalized.

‘Type in ‘good afternoon’ if you don’t want to be shocked.’

He blinked, and rapidly typed in ‘Good afternoon.’

‘This program will help you transition to a calm, more peaceful state of mind. You will learn that violence is not an appreciated response to a problem, and you will learn alternatives to violence. The first lesson has to do with politeness. When you complete it you will be allowed to wear pink panties. Are you ready to start? Please type in ‘yes,’ or give reasons why not.’

Dick stared at the screen. Pink panties? He typed in, “I don’t want to wear pink panties.’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

‘Can’t I wear men’s underwear?’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

“How about white panties?’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

‘And you’re going to shock me if I don’t start?’

‘Yes. Are you ready to start?’

‘Yes.’

The lesson commenced.

Dick would always remember the first part of the lesson. It was, after all, unique in his experience. It was a simple lecture on the need for politeness between people, that politeness must occur before communication, or else that communication might be refused.

But somewhere midway through the lesson he started to slip. He was watching, he was aware that he was watching, and he even remembered some of the things he saw.

Men shaking hands politely, and embracing each other, and smiling happily. And he felt little buzzes in his crotch, emphasizing these simple lessons.

Then he sort of faded, and he remembered something about a man kneeling before a woman and bowing, but…that was ridiculous. Men didn’t bow down before women! That had to be some kind of dream or something. He sure was glad the computer hadn’t caught him dreaming.

Anyway, the lesson lasted an hour, then he found himself staring at the screen. It was blank except for the words, ‘Well done. You will experience pleasure in five…four…three…two…one…ZZZZZ!

He lapsed into the most pleasurable moment he could ever remember. He was just floating, and his cock and balls felt so good, and…he just slumped back in his chair and wallowed in the feeling.

“Very good, Dick. Please come to my desk.”

He turned to where the doc was beckoning him with a crooked finger.

He stood up, was shaky, and walked to her.

She handed him a pair of pink panties. “Well done, Dick. Wear them with pride.” She smiled. “Go home and change, and be back in a half hour for your next lesson.

Dick took the panties and, in a daze, walked out of the classroom. He heard Dr. Valencia summoning Bucky as he closed the door.

In his ‘home’ he took off his clothes and looked at the pink panties. He snorted several dirty words in his mind, and thought about not wearing them. how would the computer know?

But he didn’t trust the computer, so he put on the panties, was comfortable in knowing that they couldn’t be seen under his prison grey pants. A half hour later he reported to the classroom.

“Good afternoon, Dick.” She waited, watched him, and he thought madly…what…what?

And it came out of him, just popped out as natural as if he had been saying it all his life.

“Good afternoon, Miss Valencia.”

She smiled. “Please drop your drawers.”

His face red, the other guys in the room watching him, but none snickering for they were in the same boat, he unbuttoned his pants enough so she could see the panties.

“All the way.”

He sighed, and pulled his pants down.

“Very good, Dick. The computer will be pleased.”

Dick went to his computer and Sampson was the next in line.

Sampson had elected not to wear the pink panties.

“Not good, Mr. Sampson.” Dr. Valencia said. “The computer will not be pleased. Please go to your station.”

Sampson frowned, went to his computer and typed in his ‘good afternoon.’

A moment, then he jerked. And his face showed his panic. And every ten seconds he jerked. He could be heard mumbling, then he went to the desk and interrupted. “Dr. Valencia—“

“Not now, Sampson. Please wait until I have inspected everybody.”

Fortunately, she only had two people to greet and ask to show their panties.  Still, every ten seconds Sampson jerked and made a whining noise. He was obviously getting his balls shocked. Not enough to render him unconscious, but enough to get his attention.

“Yes, Mr. Sampson?”

“May I please go change my underwear?

Oh, the embarrassment. And every con in the heard it. They tried not to snicker, but a few snicks were heard.

“Of course, Mr. Sampson. Please hurry.”

Sampson turned and made for the door. Halfway there he staggered and fell to his knees. He came up and opened the door and stepped out. The door closed and everybody heard him swear. Nobody said anything, but Dr. Valencia smiled indulgently and said, “Dirty words are the province of the ignorant. Please don’t reveal your ignorance by using the incorrect words.”

Dick stared at the screen. It was a quiz on English.

English? WTF?

He answered a bunch of questions about parts of speech, verbs and crap, and then he went on to the next section, which was the real lesson. ‘How to care for clothes.’

It was a lesson in how to do his laundry! but he worked in the damned laundry! He told the computer this.

‘Have you hand washed dainty underthings in your laundry duties?’

‘No.’

‘Then we will proceed.’

But it was more than washing dainty underthings. It had to do with washing colors, different fabrics, how much and what kind of soap to use…everything…right down to hold to fold his laundry after washing it.

When the lesson was over he received a mild dose of pleasure. He had missed two questions, or he would have gotten his full iota.

“Mr. Busch?”

He reported to Doc Valencia.

“I believe you have a practical assignment?”

“I’m supposed to wash my clothes. But I was going to wait until tonight.”

“Sorry, Dick. But the computer wants you to attend to your tasks when you are supposed to, not at your whim. You have an hour.”

“But I can’t get everything dry in that amount of time?”

“There is a hair dryer in the bathroom under the sink.” She smiled her beautiful smile, which was now starting to irritate him.

He left, and attended to his laundry. He stood naked in the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror as he ran the dryer over his clothes. He was able to get his clothes dry enough, and he reported back to the classroom.

ZZZ.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, holding on to the Doc’s desk. The pleasure was wonderful.

She smiled. “I figured you needed some cheer, Dick. You looked a little sad.”

“Oh.” Then…as if from out of nowhere. “Thank you.”

He blinked and didn’t understand why he was being so polite.

“Here.” She handed him nylons and a garter.

“What..l.is…”

“Don’t be obtuse, Dick. Go change. Hurry back, your computer is waiting.

Five minutes later, his legs encased in silk, he began his next lesson.

The days passed, and the lessons were done with, if not enthusiasm, then at least with a phony alacrity.

An alacrity that became more real as the pleasure was passed out, and the pain was learned to be avoided.

To be precise, the next lesson had to do with table settings, and he was awarded pleasure and a pink bra.

Oh, the embarrassment, and Dick suffered a small shock before he was convinced of the value of the apparel.

‘I don’t need a bra,’ typed Dick.

‘You will.’

And he sat back in shock.

He looked at the desk where Dr. Valencia was lining up vitamins. He thought about getting up and running out. He thought there was something more than just vitamins in the vitamins, but something stopped him.

A lassitude.

An unwillingness to revolt.

A setting aside of his innate meanness.

So he wore the bra, and was ashamed when he had to show Dr. Valencia, and the class, his compliance with the computer program.

And the next lesson he wore a pink shirt. That was a bit thin. And the buttons were on the wrong side. And it didn’t button all the way up. And the collars were rounded instead of pointed.

He managed to put it on without suffering any shocks to his gonads. He was learning.

The fourth lesson was a make or break point, and while he endured it stoically, half the class revolted, and half the class lay on the ground moaning, holding their packages, several times.

But, in the end everybody complied.

Everybody was awarded a pink skirt.

And the lessons proceeded.

Lessons in cooking.

Lessons in sewing.

Lessons in painting your nails.

In..painting fingernails…

Now they had to work together. They watched their lessons, discussed their lessons, just like girls, and painted each others nails.

First the feet.

Then they put fake fingernails on their hands and painted them.

Oh, that was a sore class. Everybody was on the floor at one time or another, and it took higher and higher settings for the men to comply.

But once they were all looking at their fingernails, and even appreciating the art it took to create them, things smoothed out.

And, at that time, Dr. Valencia took their pictures and hung them on the wall next to the pictures taken when they had been admitted to the prison.

The men stared, chastened, at their own visages.

On the left, dour, sullen, angry. Shadows of beards showing. Eyes dull with resentment. Their skin pasty and their hair uncut. Sloppy. Messy.

On the right, they could see see their faces were changing. Their cheeks were higher, their skin softer and their pores smaller. Their eyes doe like and looking slightly bigger.

And happier. Sparkling with health.

And their hair, which had been let to grow, was long and brushed back nicely.

Some of them didn’t even remember the lesson on hair care.

But the main thing, when one looked at the pictures, was a subtle pride. Several of the men were even smiling.

It was a very subdued group of men who entered their lessons after that little wake up call.

“It’s working,” murmured Wally.

“This doesn’t make sense,” whispered Dick.

But it made sense. It had only been a month, and now they were wearing dresses and their nails were long and colored and…and they had pudgy mounds on their chests.

Yes, their bodies were changing. They had all been slender before, but now they were blossoming. Their chests were growing small mounds, their buttocks had gained a little weight, and…they were making the transition from ‘handsome’ (if they had taken care of themselves) to pretty (now that they were taking care of themselves.)

“Gentlemen. We will be testing tomorrow. Please study your lessons. Those who pass will get high heels, and be allowed to cum.”

The men looked at each other. They were a changed bunch.

They had learned a lot of feminine things, and they had been guided into an appreciation of the female culture. Often they spent the night chatting over fashion magazines, and once a week they were allowed to have a ‘chic flick’ party. They were issued pink pajamas and made popcorn and even drank soda pop.

It was the highlight of their week.

But to be allowed to have an orgasm? Oh, they wanted that!

They had been trapped in their chastity tubes for weeks, unable to relieve themselves, and…they needed relief.

So they actually studied all night. They formed study groups and asked each other questions, and when the test time came they were ready.

They hovered over their computers, frowned in thought, and selected answers. In the end they all passed. Bucky just barely, and both Freddy and Dick received an orgasm…and high heels!

The two men reported to the classroom that evening. they were made up and looked fine. Their dresses were clean and starched.

“Welcome, girls,” said Dr. Valencia. “Are you ready for your high heels?”

Both Dick and Freddy giggled.

Dick thought about how he had never giggled in his life…before this class. He was glad he had found this new way of expressing himself.

The Doc handed them high heels and they put them on and pranced about the room.

Oh, they were awkward, but they were so proud it didn’t matter.

Then she bid them to sit at their computers.

‘Good evening.’

‘Good evening.’

‘Are you ready for your orgasm?’

‘Oh, yes!’

‘Commencing program,’

The men sat and felt the buzz in their groins. They sighed, and the buzz grew louder, then they lost cognizance of the buzz and began to feel their own world.

Images appeared on the computers. Videos of beautiful women being laid out and screwed.Enjoying the big penises.

Dick and Freddy watched, and they felt the buzz increasing, the vibration to their cocks, growing larger, and larger.

Then Dick felt Dr. Valencia putting his hand in Freddy’s, and the two men held hands and came…and came…and came.

Lessons intensified, and they began to broach sexual matters.

What pleases a man.

What pleases a woman.

Different kinds of sex. Oral, anal, simple hand jobs.

The computer seemed to be tailoring the programs to the individual, for the sequences on the screen, the progression of sexual deeds, was different from person to person.

The men learned how to suck, where to suck, trigger points on the bodies, both male and female.

The most intense lessons were concerned with BDSM.

They learned how to give pain in a way that brought pleasure.

And the opposite.

And the rewards became more and more intense. Again and again the men were brought to the edge.

“And today’s student of the week is Dick!”

The other men cheered and Dick stood up and gave a curtsy.  He looked particularly elegant in his heels, and his breasts had really grown large.

“And here is his reward!”

Doc Valencia handed Dick a box, and he opened it with glee.

And pulled out a plug.

The class rose up in oohs and awws.

“Dick has done the lesson on insertions, and he will now show the class the proper method for insertion of plugs.”

The plug was glass, and it had a dial on the bottom. Once in somebody could dial the thing like a rotary phone, and it would turn inside his butt.

Dick was quite excited, and he pulled his skirt up and his panties down and lubed up.

The others crowded around and watched avidly.

It didn’t take but a moment, they had all been playing with their butts for weeks, and Dick slipped the thing into his rectum.

Oh, it felt heavenly, and he wiggled his butt proudly.

“May I?” asked Doc Valencia. She gripped the end of the plug firmly and started dialing.

Dick almost passed out from the pleasure as it twisted inside him. His nerves were so stimulated, and his penis was wiggling madly, and a heavy flow of pre-cum flowed out of the end of his chastity tube.

Bucky reached forward and caught a drop of the fluid on his fingertip. He tasted it thoughtfully.

“All right, everybody. Back to your lessons. Hurry, because it is obvious that Dick is ready to demonstrate the next lesson for us.”

That day they all worked hard, and that night Doc Valencia demonstrated milking.

It was after dinner, close to bed time, and the men…girls…all gathered around.

Dick was on all fours on Dr. Valencia’s desk, naked with his butt in the air.

The good doctor let them lubricate Dick’s butt, and they all made sure he was thoroughly greased up. And to receive so many willing fingers, Dick was quit hot.

Then she put a prostate massager into his rectum and began to rub it back and forth.

Dick sighed with the intensity of pleasure exploding from him.

“You girls want to rub his nipples?”

“Can we suck them?”

“Of course you can.”

The girls vied for the privilege of playing with Dick’s nips.

The sensations became strong, stronger, and then…

“Here he cums.”

Jizz flowed out of his chastity tube. A thick stream with some chunks in it.

Dick was in heaven. The relief he was feeling—it had been a month since he had been allowed to orgasm—was incredible.

Gobs and gobs, a long stream, then it was over.

He was helped off the table and they all went back to their trailers.


Epilogue

A week later Dick graduated, and two days after that he was called to the classroom.

He walked in, pretty in pink, and stopped and stared.

It was Cindy! The girl he had cared so much for, but who he had abused.

“Cindy!”

She stared at him, and he could see confusion in her gaze.

He dropped to his knees. “I’m so sorry. I will never forget how mean I was to you. I hope you can forgive me. I’ll spend all my time making up for it. Please…”

He went on and on, and the confusion left Cindy’s face. She looked at Dr. Valencia, who smiled knowingly.

“And this will allow me to…” she held up a fob.

“Yes, dear. Pain or pleasure, and we suggest you follow the guidelines and don’t give him either at the wrong time. He is quite willing now, and he will serve you well. you don’t want to mess with that.”

“Oh, no! Never!” She looked down at the now lightly sobbing Dick.

“But if you do have a problem, please call. We can put him through a refresher course quite easily.

“I will.”

Cindy pressed the fob and Dick felt a surge of pleasure.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go home.”

Now crying openly, glad to be accepted back into the ranks of caring humanity, Dick followed his girlfriend out the door.

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


Feminized for the Porn Industry!

The things he was asked to do!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Don’t you just love the porn industry?

All those long, happy hours. And your hands get so strong, too.

Did you know the porn industry is bigger and more powerful than the mainstream movie industry?

There are simply more people that would rather watch sex than some dried up, old actor pontificate on the whichness of the why.

Here’s some stats. Mainstream movies make 600 movies resulting in 10 billion dollars profit.

Porn makes 13,000 films and makes 15 billion dollars yearly.

Porn makes more money than Major League Baseball, The NFL and The NBA combined.

And while the movie biz has its ups and down, the porn biz only goes up.

In fact, according to one source the porn industry’s net worth is about $97 billion. That’s enough to feed 4.8 billion people a day.

Just thought you’d want to know.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What’s it like having a dick?” Lisa asked Jack.

Jack, having just cum, wasn’t much interested in sex. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling and pondered his answer.

“What’s it like have boobs?” he finally asked.

“Oh, it’s fun. They bounce a bit, and sometimes get in the way, but they feel good, and then you get horny and the nips stand up…almost anything will make them pulse and throb.

“I guess boobs are like dicks,” he said. “It bounces around in your pants, and sometimes it gets in the way, but it feels good and when it’s standing up and somebody rubs it…zowie.”

Lisa frowned. “I think you’re making fun of me.”

He was, but he would never admit it. “Nah. Just think, if I had told you what it was like having a dick, then you told me what it was like having tits, you wouldn't say that.”

“What?”

He kept his grin in and watched the ceiling.

It was dark outside, and he was a little high, and having cum he was ready to go to sleep.

So he did.

Lisa listened to his snoring incredulously. One second he’s making fun of her, the next second he’s sleeping…what an idiot!

She slipped out of bed and headed for the living room.

They were in his apartment, and he had ripped her clothes off and tossed them about like confetti.

Then he squirted and became a different man.

Ho hum. When you going home. I want to watch TV…and only the programs I like.

That was his attitude, and she was getting a bit tired of it.

She put her panties and bra on and thought about their relationship.

She liked him, thought she might even love him, but he was so…rude.

She put on her skirt and pulled her hoodie over her head. They had gone to a midnight horror show, and it had been fun, but…now he was sleeping and didn’t care how she got home.

She sighed and tied her black Converse sneakers.

What was wrong with him?

She stood up and went into his kitchen and looked out the kitchen window. The lights of LA twinkled and she came to a decision.

She was going to have to change him.

She reached into her pocket for her cell phone to call the Uber driver, and stopped.

She had tapped two sets of birth control pills to the back of her cell phone. She didn’t want to miss out on those. She wasn’t ready.

But…birth control. Hmmm.

She went to his cupboard and opened it. Two boxes of Raisin Bran. And he, in his odd way, had managed to open both of them. Probably forgot which one was open and grabbed the wrong one in the dark.

But…two open boxes.

She got out a saucer and put a pill in it, then she put her thumb in a spoon and crushed the pills. One at a time. And put one each, sprinkled them as powder, into the Raisin Bran.

She grinned. This was going to get a rise out of him. These were good pills, the most powerful on the market, and she had read what birth control pills did to a man. They upped his estrogen, and she figured if she upped his estrogen then maybe he would be a little more considerate and caring.

She giggled at the thought of him becoming a little bit more feminine.

Not a lot. She wasn’t doing this out of meanness. But…a little.

She had a fantasy of him growing small boobs, her brushing out his hair. His lips getting fatter.

She closed the boxes of Raisin Bran and shook them, spread the powder amongst the flakes of bran.

She knew he ate Raisin Bran every morning, so he would be getting a dose of estrogen every morning.

She sat down at the kitchen table and started thinking. She would bring some more pills over next time he went shopping. He went to Costco and bought in bulk. Four boxes at a time. She would bring eight pills over. Double doses for each box. Man, that would supercharge his behavior! He would be a giddy, little girl before he knew what had hit him!

Excellent. She would show him, and she would make him into something better.

Hadn’t he just asked what it was like to have boobs? Well, if these pills were as potent as they were claimed to be…he would find out.

Jack woke up the next morning and stretched. The sun was coming in the window, and Lisa was nowhere to be found.

“Lisa?”

Nothing. She must have gone home. He sighed. Sometimes that girl didn’t think things through. She could have spent the night and he would have taken her home. The only problem was that she was always a little too clingy after sex.

‘Hug me, honey.’

‘Hold me.’

‘Tell me how much you love me.’

Sheesh, what was it with women? Couldn’t they just relax? After all they had screwed, wasn’t that love enough?

He hopped out of bed and headed for the kitchen. He was naked, but who cared.

In the kitchen he got down a box of Raisin Bran and put some in a bowl.

He added almond milk and watched as the level of milk rose.

He studied the little white crystals on the flakes. That was the sugar the company added to the cereal. He liked sugar, and he smiled. Then he grabbed a spoon and headed for the balcony.

He sat in the sun, a big boner in his lap, and spooned the glop into his mouth.

The railing of the balcony was solid, so nobody could see him.

He waved to the girl across the way. She probably thought he was in a swim suit or something.

Or, who knows, maybe she suspected he was naked and didn’t care.

Or, maybe she did care. Maybe she was fantasizing about him right then. Thinking about his big cock. Admiring his manly chest.

Unfortunately, his chest wasn’t that manly. He was thin, not lots of muscles, and that was fine with him. Who cared if he had muscles as long as he got his nookie regularly?

Finished with his cereal he called up Lisa.

“Hey, babe. You coming over tonight?”

“I thought we had sex last night.”

“Well, sure,” he grinned. “But there is such a thing as not enough of a good thing.”

His confidence was arrogance, and she looked at the phone. Then she smiled. “Sure. I’ll be over about seven.”

They hung up, and Lisa headed for the bathroom. She wanted to make sure she had enough birth control pills.

For the next month Lisa was at Jack’s apartment constantly. She substituted birth control pills for his ibuprofen. She sprinkled it on his steaks. She added it to his protein powder.

Jack didn't notice a thing.

Well, he did notice that he was feeling more horny than usual. But that was about all. Until he felt his chest.

“I tell you, Lisa, my chest is growing.”

She snickered inside. On the outside she kept a straight face. “So you’re getting more muscular.”

“This doesn’t feel like muscles.”

“What does it feel like?”

They were once again at Jack’s place, and she was sitting on the couch and they were chatting.

Well, she was chatting. He was worried.

“It feels like…like…tits.”

Lisa moved away from him slightly and rejoiced inside. She hadn’t noticed anything, but it had only been a month, but she had given him so much of her birth control medicine that there should have been some reaction!

“Didn’t you tell me not long ago…no, you asked me…what it would be like to have tits?”

“Well, yeah, but that didn’t mean I wanted some!”

“Why not? You could be a medical marvel, get your name in the textbooks. The world’s first boy to have naturally occurring breasts.”

“But I don’t want breasts!” he whined.

“Well, you should. Show them to me.”

Jack was embarrassed as he lifted his sweat shirt.

His tee shirt was tight, and, sure enough, he had boobs.

They weren’t big, but they were definitely boobs. They were perfect, little shapes, and it even looked like his nipples were getting bigger.

“Nah,” she said. “Those aren’t boobs.”

“They aren’t?” Jack felt a bit of relief. “But they look…”

“You just need to do a little dieting.  I’ll make a list of foods you should eat. That will get rid of that gynecomastia.”

“Gynecom-whatea?”

“Gynecomastia. It’s when boys get fat on their chests. Looks a bit like boobs, but it’s nothing.”

“Well, they feel like something.” He stared at the growths on his chest.

“Well, relax. It’s nothing.”

She then proceeded to make love to him, and now that she knew he was worried, it was all the better for her. She grabbed his boobs and sucked on the nipples.

And he did admit that it was better for him.

Funny, he used to cum and leave her high and dry. But this time she left him high and dry.

Four cums. Heavy orgasms, and he had none.

Man, those birth control pills were really working!

She made up her mind to give him more.

The following month he could no longer deny it. Neither could she.

His slender body was still slender, but now it had boobs. Real boobs. Definitely boobs.

And his ass was spreading.

All of which made his waist appear thinner.

“I’m looking like a woman!” he said, staring at himself in the mirror.

She stared, too, and nodded. And she felt very proud of her self.

In bed he was struggling. He still had good boners, but he rarely came.

And she suggested that he wear a bra.

And in her mind she was sizing him up for a dress.

“No!” he snapped.

Then he went to see the doctor.

“Doc! I’m worried. I’ve got boobs! And my penis seems to be smaller. And…I’m starting to look like a girl!

The doc, a young woman who happened to be gay, saw right through him.

She smiled, did the usual tests, but knew what he was doing.

He was transitioning, but was too ashamed to tell anybody.

“I’ve got some stuff that will help you. It’s pretty strong stuff, but it should take care of your problems.”

“And these…these tits? They’ll be handled?”

“Of course.” And she wondered who would be handling them.

She prescribed pills that were ten times stronger than the birth control pills he had been unknowingly taking.

With his girlfriend double dosing him, and his doctor super dosing him, Jack’s progress increased. His boobs became quite a bit bigger, and his body looked more and more female.

Then his grandmother died.

Jack loved his grandmother. She had raised him when his mother died, and she was rich. In fact, Jack had not had to work because she always sent him money every month.

Now she was dead. Passed away in her sleep.

He would miss her.

And, the money immediately dried up.

Oh, somewhere down the line he would get a bundle, but right then he was suddenly on his own.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do,” he told Lisa. “I don’t have any job history. What it would take to keep this place going…I don’t have. I’m not sure what I’m going to do.”

Lisa had no suggestions. She rented a room in a house, and the people would never let Jack stay with her.

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ll figure something out.

Jack, feeling a bit emotional for some reason, cried on her shoulder.

The days passed. Jack’s meager savings were almost done, and he was face to face with homelessness.

He would have to get a tent, and sleep on the street. Go from homeless shelter to homeless shelter, begging for food.

He would have to make signs and stand on freeway ramps.

Out of work!

Please help!

Of course he had never been ‘in’ work, but what else was he going to do?

He had no unemployment because he had never been employed.

And his body was changing more and more.

He now had to wear a real bra. With sizable cups. His breasts seemed to always be too big, and he couldn’t even afford to get an operation to handle what he thought was a simple case of Gynecomastia.

So he was stuck.

He went through the want ads.

He went to apply for a warehouse job, but after a day it was obvious that he was too weak for this position. The birth control pills, and the doctor’s prescription had robbed him of muscle mass. He could no longer do jobs that required male muscles.

He worked at McDonald’s and that was okay, but he wasn’t going to have enough to pay his rent.

With the last of his savings and a month of McDonald’s he could pay one more month’s rent, and that was it.

Since he was now looking more and more female, he looked into secretary jobs. Unfortunately, he wasn’t very fast at typing, so job after job was snatched from him by girls who could type faster.

The month ended. One more month and he was on the street.

That was when Lisa asked him; “Jack? Do you know what a fluffer is?”

Jack frowned.

“Don’t move your eyebrows.”

She was plucking them, making them into pretty arches that were more appropriate for his shifting face. Shifting in that the male muscles were fading and fat was being redistributed.

“Do you?”

“No,” he said, careful not to move his face.

“There’s an ad in the newspaper for a fluffer. Maybe you should look into it.”

She finished plucking his eyebrows and started working on his hair. It was shaggy and needed some trimming and maybe a bit of layering.

Or maybe he just needed to start curling it.

“I guess I could find out,” he said.

She snipped scissors around the base of his neck and he stared at the mirror. He was going to end up with a bowl haircut. The ends would curl at his neck, he would have bangs, and…it worked.

When she was done they made love.

Sort of. He had a boner, not as big as usual, but it was sufficient. The only trouble was that it didn’t squirt.

Well, maybe once in a month or so.

But that was okay with Lisa, because she seemed to be squirting harder than ever.

Funny. The softer and more feminine he appeared, the harder she came.

She wondered if there was any correlation there.

The next day Jack hopped onto his bicycle and rode downtown.

He was wearing shorts and his hoodie and a ball cap. It was drizzling, so he put on a raincoat. It was yellow and looked like a dress.

Actually, it was Lisa’s, but he didn’t have one and it would do. He just hiked it up a bit and tried to avoid mud puddles.

He slipped through the downtown traffic and arrived at a warehouse on the east side of town. It was in a district of warehouses, and the buildings were being used for new businesses and lofts for artists.

He locked his bicycle to a lamp post and knocked on the warehouse door.

The sign over the door said, ‘Elagabalus Productions.’

He waited.

Knocked again, and this time he could see a shadow through the pebble glass window in the door.

The shadow was coming up a long hall, paused before the door, and opened it.

The security guard was the roundest man Jack had ever seen.

He was black, wore tents for pants, and a police style jacket. But how he ever found a police jacket that big Jack would never know.

Still, he had kind eyes, fat lips, and…he might be strong under all that roundness.

At least, he would be stronger than Jack.

“What you want, bro?”

“I’m here about the ad.”

The round security guard frowned, and Jack realized that his head was round, too. Round like a bowling ball.

The guard turned and yelled down the hallway.

“You advertising for somebody?”

A mumbled yell came back, and Jack couldn’t tell what was said, but the guard could. He stepped back  and opened the door and Jack slid past the round man.

“Go down and ask somebody what they want,” the guard mumbled, then he closed the door and made sure the lock latched.

Jack walked nervously down the hallway.

He passed doors with more pebble glass on the upper halves. He heard people talking, but it was all mumbles to him.

He reached the end of the hall and turned a corner.

Nakedness.

Two absolutely naked women were sitting at a folding table. Well, not totally naked. One had a boa feather, a long one, wrapped around her neck. And the other woman, on closer inspection, was wearing a thong.

But they might as well have been totally naked. There was that much flesh showing.

“Whacha want, honey?”

“Uh…”

“You here about the fluffing job?” asked the other one.

Jack nodded. He was trying not to look down, to stare at their voluptuous forms.

“Go upstairs and ask for Rod.” They woman nodded towards the stairs just past them.

Jack nodded and walked past them. He had a boner, a soft one these days, but, hell, how could he not have a boner around two beautiful and naked women?

He walked up the stairs, saw the security guard come around the corner and sit on a stool that looked very inadequate for the job of supporting him, and start chatting with the girls.

At the top of the stairs he turned and walked down a long hallway.

This was the working part of Elagabalus Productions. The doors were mostly open and he walked past the first door, stopped, and backed up.

It was a movie set. Across the room was a couch and two women were tribbing on it. Their legs scissored together and they grunted and moaned and rubbed their pussies together.

They were beautiful woman, and for the briefest moment Jack wondered why they weren’t with men.

Then he realized where he was, and what was being shot—lesbians—and he actually blushed.

He liked sex. A lot. But he didn’t scream it from the rooftops.

The next door revealed a woman fucking a man. Jack tilted his head and looked, and realized that she didn’t have a dick, she had just spread his legs apart and pushed them back and was doing something called the Amazon position.

The woman was howling, and the man under her had his forearm across his face and was making crying noises.

It Jack a second to figure it out—the man was acting like it hurt.

But why would he do that?

Because people had all sorts of tastes, and this was just one of them.

Another room, with an orgy. Men and women in daisy chains, humping and pumping and laughing merrily.

A closed door room with some screaming going on inside.

Screaming?

Maybe some BDSM?

Fortunately it sounded like acting screaming, and not like somebody was really getting hurt.

Screaming like in ecstasy.

He came to the last room. A beautiful woman was laying on a bed and two men were working her over. They used her mouth and cunt and she looked like she was really happy.

Jack stood and stared.

“What you want?” asked a girl with purple hair, a cigarette and a clipboard.

“Rod?”

“Back there. Third room, the one with the door closed.

Jack walked back down the hallway to the closed door. The screams had stopped, so he opened the door and slipped in.

It was a BDSM set. It had a camera operator, a boom operator, and a few other technicians. At the back of the room a structure had been erected. It was a small wall with several holes in it. A beautiful woman, naked, was sitting in one of the holes, her legs on the other side of the thing. Her hands were through holes higher up, and she sat and sagged and a make up person was touching up her face.

To the side the director was talking to an actor. The actor had a huge boner that stuck right out. Nobody seemed to notice.

“Okay, let’s get this next scene done. I want to go to lunch some time this year!”

“Don’t you mean rehab?” A camera operator quipped and everybody chuckled.

But the director just grinned, patted the naked boner donor on the back and said, “Go get her, Chuck.”

Chuck took a position behind the girl in the wall.

The director shouted, “Okay, insertion scene, take one. Go!”

Suddenly there was absolute quiet on the set.

Chuck: “Oh, baby, you didn’t have to hang around for me.”

Jack almost laughed, but he controlled himself.

Then Chuck moved forward and tried to put his penis into the girl in the wall. He fumbled for a few seconds, then backed off. “Ah, fuck. Rod, I can’t get the angle.”

Rod spoke to Sally. “Can you tilt your butt back?”

“I’ll try. Crap, I’m already bent out of shape.”

“Well, do your best.”

He turned to Chuck. “Put your feet closer to the wall.”

“I’m already as close as I can get.”

Rod thought for a moment, then said, “Let’ put a rope on the right of Sally, the camera won’t see it through her body and you can lean back further.”

A man stepped forward. And examined the wall. “Yeah, we can do that. Let me get some rope.”

The man went to a big box and pulled out some rope. He was tying it to the side of the wall when Rod noticed Jack. “Who are you?”

Jack blinked, everybody was now looking at him, and he stepped forward tentatively. “They sent me up here.”

“I figured. For what. Come on, speak up.”

Jack was throughly flustered. Naked bodies, seeing the nonchalance of the filming, not understanding what he was doing, he blurted, “A job.”

Rod bent his head forward and inch and tilted it. He squinted and examined Jack.

“You look okay, but…”

Jack was afraid he was going to lose out, so he quickly said, “Fluffing.”

Rod brightened right up. “All right! Where you been all my life, baby.”

Jack’s heart jumped. Baby? A man had just called him baby? And he realized that with the yellow raincoat he looked like…the coat looked like a dress!

Before he could explain Rod’s mistake the man had unzipped his pants and produced a rather large pecker.

Jack looked down at the hog.

The hog just hung there, not very inspired.

“Well, come on, if you can get me hard you got the job.”

Rod pushed down on Jack’s shoulder and Jack was just off balance enough to crumple at the knees. He knelt and stared at Rod’s rod right in the slit.

At that moment a girl came up to Rod and presented him with a clipboard. “You gotta okay this, Rod. They won’t deliver unless you do.”

Rod stayed where he was, dick hanging in front of Jack’s face, and turned his upper body to take the clipboard.

“Where’s Shiela,” he grumped. “I thought she was going to take care of this.”

“Shiela’s at home today. Don’t you remember? You said she could…”

The girl blathered on.

Rod checked boxes and signed his initials and finally his name.

Jack stared at the cock in his face.

Fuck. He suddenly understood what fluffing was. He had heard the term, and just hadn’t remembered, but now he did. When porn stars are between takes they need to be kept erect. The fluffer did that for them.

The fluffer sucked and gave hand jobs and…and…did they fuck?

Now Jack was in a high state of panic…but with a calm core inside all that emotional roiling. He needed to work. He had to have a job. He would get paid good for this. But…to take a man’s cock in his mouth? Could he do that?

Oddly, he didn’t think: I can’t do that! He wondered if he could.

He needed the money so bad. He was going to be homeless. That would probably nix his relationship with Lisa.

The cock loomed, bigger than life. A sack of fat and blood vessels.

All he had to do was touch it, make it pulse with a little blood, come erect.

Rod was still checking boxes and was oblivious of Jack’s dilemma.

The girl blathered on about how Rod should pay more attention to his people, and…

The cock hung, a little bloated. A little pale, at least in comparison to Rod’s bronze skin. The balls were still hanging back, half hidden by Rod’s pants.

Jack lifted his hand and was about to touch the cock—he had to have a job!—when Rod finished with the clipboard and handed it back.

The girl went away and Rod looked down. “Come on, honey. You didn’t have to wait for me.”

Nobody was looking.

Business as usual, somebody getting their cock sucked and who cared.

Rod reached down and lifted his cock, he grabbed the back of Jack’s head, and…blop! The cock was in Jack’s mouth.

Somebody was talking at Rod again, and Jack sat there with a cock in his mouth.

His mind, of course, was on vacation.

He was a man, with a cock in his mouth, he couldn’t think, a big thought crossed his mind—AM I QUEER?

But he wasn’t. He was just a man with a cock in his mouth.

Rod talking.

Nobody looking.

The taste of the pale slug, a little…not moldy, but…sweaty?

Oddly, that didn’t alarm Jack.

“Let’s go, babe,” Rod moved his hips back and forth. “You want this job or not?”

Jack swallowed, which moved his mouth around the penis.

“Yeah. There we go.”

Then…Jack sucked.

He needed the job. He wasn’t gay. He still wanted women. He loved Lisa. He brought his hand up and stroked the plump, sausage.

It was just meat. Like sucking a finger.

He imagined he was sucking on Lisa’s toes.

“Oh, yeah. We got a talent here.”

Jack thought Rod was maybe just encouraging him. They probably needed fluffers on a regular basis, for how many women would like to write home to their mothers: Gee, Mom, I got a wonderful job sucking dicks. The tips are great.…

Slowly, Rod’s dick got harder.

Gaining in confidence, Jack reached through Rod’s zipper and held his balls.

Fuck! He was sucking another man’s dick!

And he felt a surge of power. This was how women controlled men!

Then he had a mouthful of problems. Rod was getting too big to handle! And there was a weird taste, sort of sweet, then Rod pulled him back.

“Easy, girl. You got to know when to stop! You want me blowing my load? You want to ruin a scene?”

Jack stared up at the smiling director.

Chuck stepped forward. “Is that the new fluffer?”

Rod pushed his hard cock into his pants and grunted, “Yes. She’s a good one, too. You’re hired, baby. Go on, Chuck. Get hard.”

With that Chuck took Rod’s place.

Jack was still on his knees, and Chuck’s cock, though half soft, was bigger than Rod’s.

Chuck didn’t waste time, however, he stuck his cock forward and Jack opened his mouth to protest, though he wasn’t sure what he was protesting, and Chuck went right in.

“Oh, yeah!” Chuck grunted as he rocked back and forth. “Honey, you got a talent.”

Thirty seconds and chuck was hard as a rock. He turned to the woman in the wall. “Okay, Sally! Get ready for the rocket!”

Everybody seemed inordinately happy now. Cocks were up and the rope was on the wall, and Rod called for action.

Chuck stepped up behind Sally. “You didn’t have to hang around for me, baby, and the new angle worked. Chuck’s cock slid right up into Sally’s heinie.

Sally’s eyes opened and she gasped, and Jack thought she wasn’t acting. That was a mighty big hunk of meat she was taking.

And Jack had a job.


Part Two

Jack walked out of the Elagabalus Productions production facility in a mixed frame of mind.

On one hand, he was going to get paid good money.

On the other, he had sucked six cocks that day. Two of them, Rod and Chuck’s, big. The others sort of average. Like his.

He had sucked on men’s penises, and it hadn’t been difficult. It was just flesh. He had learned how to disassociate himself from the action, to just…do it.

And the men had liked it.

He had a talent.

They all agreed that he was a born cock sucker.

And he was going to be rich. Well, not rich, rich, but he was going to make more than his grandmother had given him.

Heck, a couple of months and he could buy a car.

Then he stopped, right in the bike lane, and thought about it.

He was looking at fellatio long term.

And he didn’t think it was wrong.

As long as he was not gay. Fine for other guys, but not him.

Then he had another thought, which thought was interrupted by a bicyclist going around him and yelling, “Move it, bitch!”

He was still being mistaken for a woman!

He started pedaling, but his mind returned to that one thought: What was he going to tell Lisa?

He just couldn’t see him walking in and saying: Gosh, I’m tired honey. I’ve been sucking cock all day, and my mouth is a little worn out.

He rode slowly, thinking about it. there was no way he could tell Lisa that. She would dump him in a flash. She might like sex, but she wasn’t a fan of porn, and to find out that he was involved…had actually had sex with a man’s tool, men’s tools, even if he they hadn’t cum…

Hmm. Could he say he had really sucked cock if they hadn’t cum?

That was a point in his favor, though it was a weak point. After all, he had had his mouth on their shafts, licked their glans, squeezed their balls.

He approached his apartment and saw that Lisa’s car was there. She had called him several times during the day, but he hadn’t answered.

But now he was going to have to answer.

He locked his bicycle in the bicycle area and walked up the stairs. Slowly. His mind thinking, trying to come up with something.

But how could he hide the facts from her?

In the end, he settled on a half truth.

“Hey! Where you been?” She greeted him with a kiss.

He kissed her back, but wondered if she could smell the penis on his breath.

Nope.

She kissed him again.

“Mmm. What have you been eating? It reminds me of something.”

Oh, crap! She could smell it!

“Uh, nothing. I had a tuna sandwich for lunch is all.”

“Mmm. I love tuna. So, how’d it go? Did you get the job?”

“Well, yeah?”

“So why aren’t you excited? Why aren’t you jumping for joy?”

“Well, uh…”

She stared at him, and he blurted out, “It’s in the porn industry!”

She blinked and her eyes opened up wide. “Porn?”

“Yeah! I do stuff around the set. You know, help with a hammer, move stuff…”

“Porn?”

“It’s not that bad,” his face was a brilliant red.

“So you’re working with a lot of naked women.”

It clicked. She wasn’t upset about him working in the porn industry, she was worried about him working around all those beautiful, naked women.

“You don’t have to worry,” a crooked grin coming onto his face. “They’re not all that beautiful without the make up, and they put on clothes as soon as their scene is done, and…and believe me, after getting porked all day they have no interest in sex. Especially with a geek like me.”

She stared at him. “You aren’t that big a geek. In fact, you’re pretty good looking.”

“Not good enough for them. Oh, I didn’t try or anything, but they mostly have boyfriends, and none of them hardly noticed me.”

She was suspicious, but…she was allayed. “So I’ve got a boyfriend who works in the porn industry.”

“I mean, I can quit if you want,” no, he wouldn’t, “but the money is real good.”

“Huh! I never thought you were that good with a hammer. You must have secret talents.”

Oh, shit! He gulped, but hid his reaction. Secret talents, if she only knew.

“So what does a fluffer actually do?”

“Oh, we just…just fluff up the set. Get everything ready for the scene.”

“So, does it make you horny? Being around all those beautiful women?”

She reached down and grabbed his package.

“Urk!” he gulped. “I told you, they aren’t that beautiful.”

“Well, okay. But if I find out you’re been shtupping any of those bitches…” she gave a squeeze and he made another urking sound.

“Did you just say ‘shtupping?’”

“I did,” she leaned into him, pulled his groin so his lips came closer to hers. “And I think I want to shtup. I think you should get a reward for being a working man.”

“Oh, yes!”

Although, to be truthful, he wasn’t that hard. A day of sucking dicks just didn’t do it for him.

Still, once divested of clothing, with her doing the sucking, and feeling of the mounds of flesh on his chest, he was in the proper mood.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned, riding him ruthlessly, “You’re so great.”

And she kneaded his pectorals happily.

That was fine with him. He had managed to dodge the bullet.

The next day was still gloomy, so he pulled on his shorts and the yellow raincoat.

Lisa, who had spent the night, giggled and brushed his hair out.

“What are you doing?”

“Practicing my styling. I like it when you let your hair out.”

He looked in the mirror. Man, it was really, feminine.

But the people at  Elagabalus Productions thought he was a woman, so…he didn’t brush his hair back into a more manly fashion.

But he was worried all the way to work.

They thought he was a woman. He was going to have to keep them thinking that.

He looked at himself in the reflection of a big store window.

The yellow raincoat was like a dress. It was thin enough that his little boobs could be seen. That was fine. Many women had small boobs.

But that stuck him in a contradiction. He wanted to get rid of his boobs, but to work he needed bigger boobs. He couldn’t have anybody doubting that he was female.

Well, he could fudge on his employment forms. He could just list his name as Jackie, and a little loop at the end of his signature and he could use his own name, his own signature, and get by.

But what was he going to do when summer came and he could no longer wear clothes that would give the impression that he was a woman?

Well, that would be dealt with in a month or two, when the weather turned springy.

He turned into the Elagabalus lot and locked his bicycle up.

He entered the building with other people and the guard recognized him and nodded.

The first scene of the day a fellow named Johnny Bigun needed a bit of encouragement. Between coffee and Jack’s mouth, the deed was accomplished, and Jack went on to the next set, and the next.

All day long he sucked, moving from set to set, being called occasionally.

By the end of the his first full day his mouth was sore and stretched, and he stopped off to buy some chapstick.

Chapstick, he looked at the little tube. What was next? Lipstick?

He coated his lips and continued on home.

There was a certain squeamishness to sucking cock all day, but only in the beginning. After a couple of days he felt no weirdness, was quite happy to go to his knees and help an actor rise to the occasion.

He even bought a pillow for his poor knees.

And a week passed.

“Hey, Jackie!”

“Yes, Rod?”

“Head for make up. Get yourself made up.”

“Me?”

“Who else? you’re a woman, right? And women wear make up. Besides, some of the actors said your face was a little plain. You know actors, they have to live the illusion, so they want you to wear a little make up, present yourself a little more beautiful.”

Rod touched Jackie’s chin, turned his face slightly, “You are a looker under the plain Jane stuff.” then he smiled and went on about his business.

Jackie stood for a moment. Make up. Oh, crap. But…he could take it off before he got home.

Except he couldn’t.

The make up girl was named Shelly, and she plopped Jackie down in a chair and went to work.

Strangely, it was exciting to have Shelly touching his face, brushing it and smoothing cream into it. He got a sort of a boner.

A sort of a boner. And he tried not to frown. Tried to stay unmoving so Shelly could do her work.

His dick was not as hardy as it had been. In the last month he had noticed that he was having a hard time getting hard, and a harder time squirting.

And it even looked like his dick was losing girth, maybe even shrinking.

Oh, not much, we’re talking fractions of an inch. But a man will always notice changes in his penis.

“What?” he suddenly asked. Shelly had said something important, and it had slid right past him.

“I said I’m using permanent lipstick on you. It’ll last a week, and it makes my job so much easier when I just have to do a light touch up and not start from scratch.”

“Is all my make up more…permanent?”

Shelly grinned. “It is. Don’t you just love it?”

Jackie didn’t love it. He wasn’t going to be able to wash this goop off! He was going to have to see Lisa with a made up face!

Oh, God! What would she think.

With this worry on his mind, the day went slower. And he slurped slower, and twice he had to be reminded to get to work.

When he did get to work he got the actor’s hard in a flash. He did have a talent, after all.

But what was he going to tell Lisa?

He rode home slowly. He stopped and looked at himself in the big store windows.

His face had gone from a middling half and half sexual aspect to a full on female aspect.

His hair was brushed out, he had brushed it out to match his face before he had left work.

His lips were red. His eyes were dusky, sexy, and seemed to have a glint to them.

The terrible thing was that this make up stuff, being made to look ever more feminine, was exciting.

His sorta hard dick stayed sorta hard, and he had to adjust it several times while riding his bicycle.

He parked his bike and went upstairs. He stopped outside the apartment and just stood there. Stood there and thought.

Lisa was home. She was spending more and more time at his apartment, and it was almost like she had moved in.

Would she move out when she saw him all decked out?

Would she run out screaming? Calling him a fag? Or a…a transvestite? Or something.

He probably would have stood there all night, trapped in indecision, but the door opened.

Lisa started to smile, then blinked, and the smile faded to shock.

“Jack?”

“I can explain.”

She backed away from him. She was shaking her head and looked totally confused.

He stepped into the apartment and blurted, “They needed an extra, a woman, so they made me up like one.”

For a long moment Lisa said nothing. Then she simply turned and walked into the kitchen.

Jackie followed her.

She reached into the cupboard and brought down a bottle. Rum. She wasn’t partial to rum, but with her confused state of mind she didn’t care. She took a big slug and slapped the bottle down on the counter.

“Whoo!” she whooped. And not just from the taste of rum sliding down her gullet.

She turned to him. “They made you a woman for a scene.”

He nodded. He took the bottle and put it back in the cupboard. He brought down the bourbon, took some Coke out of the fridge, and made them a couple of decent drinks.

He took her hand, and she went willingly, and set her down at the kitchen table. He sat down opposite her.

“I know. I was shocked when I saw myself.”

“Why didn’t you take it off?”

“Because they want to have me stand in again tomorrow. In fact, they’re talking about a long term arrangement. They gave me…uh…pretty permanent make up.”

“Are you going to get more money?”

“Not so much,” he admitted.

“So you’re going to be prancing around here like a woman.”

He nodded.

They drank, and she eyed him.

He wondered what was going on in her mind.

She finally said, “So you need to look like a woman all the time. At least for a while.”

He nodded.

She reached forward, a little tentatively, and touched his red lips. “Wow.”

“Are you upset?”

She touched his cheek, felt his face.

“Uh…no. I don’t think so. Surprised. I’m surprised, but…you sort of look good this way, Jack.”

“They call me Jackie at work,” he confessed.

“Jackie. Not bad. You look like a Jackie. Certainly not a Jack.”

Lisa stared at him, then she stood up and leaned across the table. She looked him in the eyes, fiercely, and touched her lips to his.

She backed off an inch, breathed on him, said, “You taste different. Not lipsticky.”

“So it’s all right that I look like this?”

She smiled, tasted his mouth again, and whispered. “It’s sort of sexy…Jackie.”

It was sexy, but it was also frustrating. Jackie’s cock was no longer a fully functioning member.

On one hand Lisa was glad she had fed Jackie the birth control pills, although she hadn’t expected this much of a change. He had little boobs now, and his shape was so feminine, and…it fit in with his new work.

On the other hand…she had to work extra hard to get him erect and to keep him erect. Which was sort of fun, but, depending on her mood, could be aggravating.

Sometimes a woman just wants a big, hard dick to screw her out of her frustrations and woes.

But she was doing the screwing, and this was getting her a little…pushy.

Heck, when your man can’t get it up you tend to turn a bit demanding.

Not that Jackie minded. He wasn’t as sexually driven as he had been.

But Lisa was feeling horny all the time.

Fortunately, she had a vibrator that was up to the task, and Jackie would often lay awake and listen to the sound of her vibrator getting her off.

He would lay in the dark and listen, and not be bothered. And he reasoned it out that he was getting so much sex at work that it just didn’t matter.

The days passed, and Jackie became ever more popular on the set. Now he was good looking, and his talent was shining through more and more.

He even had a couple of the set guys come and ask him for blow jobs.

He thought about it, then decided he should, and for one reason. He knew that one of these days one of the actors was going to lose it and blow his load in his mouth. He wanted to be prepared. He didn’t want to be the fluffer who gagged and maybe even threw up.

So, for the first time in his life, and in his career as a fluffer, Jackie took a penis to completion…and he swallowed.

It wasn’t bad. A bit salty, had a texture like eating clams out of the shell, but…it wasn’t bad.

But Lisa sure noticed the smell on his breath that night.

Fortunately, he made the lunch excuse, told her he had gone with a bunch of the guys to a sushi place and eaten that stuff raw.

“Yuck!” stated Lisa.

“Double yuck,” commented Jackie. “Let me go brush my teeth.”

Summer came, and with it weather and conditions inappropriate for a raincoat.

Fortunately, Lisa jumped right in.

“Let’s put you in dresses. You gynecomastia demands it, anyway.”

So Jackie finally put on a bra, and he wore skirts and blouses, and he liked it.

His legs were cooler in the hotter summer weather, and he could feel the breeze rippling across his balls.

Which led to another problem.

“I can’t get a boner in dresses,” he told Lisa. It shows in the scene.

So  she did a little research on female impersonators, for that was what he was, and bought him a gaff.

Oh, he didn’t like it. He didn’t think he’d like having his junk smashed up into his groin. but it was a solution.

“Look, Jackie,” said Lisa, “You’re supposed to be able to push your testicles up into the pubic area. Then we pull the gaff tight and everything—good Lord! Did you feel that?”

He did. She had pushed, and his balls slid right into little pockets.

“Stay that way. I’ll pull the gaff up.”

She pulled the gaff, and pushed his penis back between his legs, and suddenly it all fit.

He was smooth down there, no sign of the boner bump, and he could walk easily. His balls didn’t bang around back and forth between his thighs, and…it was interesting. And even sort of sexy.

He observed this ease of walking and Lisa got out some heels. “Try these on.”

He stepped into the heels, and…it worked! Suddenly he was taller, and walking, while initially awkward, made him realize how much fun it was to be taller, and how easily he could walk in heels with his balls and cock out of the way.

He went to work, and imitated the girls as they swayed and sashayed around. His ass, now getting quite round, moved back and forth enticingly. His chest was getting big enough to jounce.

And, most important of all, he was accepted!

People liked him. They appreciated his work. They greeted him and joked with him and he was thoroughly enjoying his life as a girl.

“Hey! Jackie!”

Jackie turned to Shelly.

“Stay late tonight. I’m going to do your nails.”

He did, and ended up with half inch claws. Bright red, sexy red.

And the actors, on the following day, responded even better to his taloned fingers wrapping around their cocks.

“It adds an element of danger,” said one actor. “Bloody, red claws that can rip and tear.”

Jackie laughed delightedly and made a scratching motion in the air and quipped, “Meow!”

Life was going good for Jackie. He had enough to buy a car, his rent was paid, and he even had a little  nest egg built up.

His relationship with Lisa was red hot. She liked him as a girl. Well, she liked him as a girl as long as he got her off, or she had access to a vibrator.

Okay by him.

And life would probably have gone on in this pleasant fashion for some time, except…one day…

Jackie had just sucked Chuck to a satisfactory almost conclusion, and he was ready to jump into his scene with a beautiful woman.

A woman, whom Jackie noted, probably wasn’t as good looking as he was.

Jackie stepped around a camera, was distracted by somebody dropping a box to the side, and tripped over a cable. He

He pitched forward, and his dress caught on a corner of a lighting stand and ripped. His head struck the base of the camera dolly and he was out like a light.

“Okay…he’s coming around.”

Jackie lay stretched out. He was surrounded by naked porn stars. Rod was bent over him and Shelly was dabbing at his head with a wet cloth.

“It’s okay…Jackie.” Why did Shelly hesitate in saying his name.

“Why didn’t he tell us?” somebody murmured.

“How’s his head?”

“Fine. No scars, but it’s under all that hair, anyway.”

Then Jackie got it. Pronouns. They were addressing him as ‘he,’ as ‘him.’

He moaned.

“All right, give him some water, and…come on guys, we’ve got work to do.”

The crowd dispersed and Rod and Shelly helped Jack to his feet.

“You okay, buddy?”

Jack looked down at his groin.

The gaff was plain to see. From the outside, through the dress, it was just a mons. No bulge.

But seen without the dress, in plain sight, it was obvious what it was.

“I’m all right,” Jack whispered, now terrified.

“All right. Shelly, why don’t you get him fixed up. I’ll be in the office downstairs when he’s ready.” He looked at Jack. “We’re going to have to talk…Jackie.”

Shelly moved him towards the make up area, and Rod headed for the door, and his office.

“What are they going to do to me?” Jack asked.

“I don’t know,” Shelly bit her lip. She was worried. One never knew in this business. “After all, male fluffers weren’t common in this business.

She handed him a dress from wardrobe and he slipped it on. Being from the wardrobe of a porn studio it was a slinky, kinky thing. Jack’s hips were shown as rounded, and when he tucked his blouse in his tits were accentuated.

He sighed, “Thanks, Shelly. I guess I better go down and face the music.”

He started walking and she called to him.

“Yeah?”

“You’re good guy, Jack, so good luck.”

“Thanks.”

“Come on in, Jackie.”

Rod didn’t look upset. In fact, he looked pleased. Was he the kind of guy who got off on firing people? He didn’t act like it, but in this business…

But it was going to get better. Rod set out some glasses and some Maker’s Mark. Rod sat behind his desk and sipped, and asked Jack about himself.

While there was guilt, there was also relief. Jack might get fired, but he wouldn’t be living a lie.

He explained how he was out of money, needed a job, and…

“But what about your boobs? You’ve got a female body, Jackie, a pretty luscious one.”

“I don’t know. I just started developing. Changing. It worked out, so I haven’t questioned it too much.”

“Well, if I didn’t know better, I would guess that somebody’s been giving you the HRT treatment.”

“HRT?”

“Hormone Replacement Therapy. It’s for people who wish to transition.”

Jackie blinked. He thought back. He thought over things Lisa had said, little innuendos…could it be?

But he shook himself and said, “Why are you being nice to me? I thought you’d want to fire my ass.”

Rod sat back, steepled his fingers over his belly, and smiled. “Jackie, you are the answer to a prayer.”

“I am?”

“Jackie, the porn business has multiple genres. The main ones are male on female, and then there’s male on male. But in the recent years a third large contender has come about. Trans porn.”

“Trans, like…shemales?”

“And ladyboys and whatever else people like to label that genre as.”

“But I’m not…” Jackie stopped talking. The fact was…he was.

“So, I could get all upset and fire your ass, in spite of the fact that you’ve been the best fluffer we’ve ever had. A couple of the guys are a little upset with me. They know what I’m planning, and they don’t want to lose their best fluffer.”

“They don’t.” Jackie not only sounded confused, he was confused. Greatly so.

“So, let me ask you, are you willing to do anal? I assumed you could because you’re so good at sucking cock. But if you’re not, that’s okay, we can train you. It’s pretty easy, and many of the guys and girls say they prefer anal.”

“But why would I want to…to…take it..up…”

Rod leaned forward, a light in his greedy eyes. “Because, Jackie, I want you to be the mainstay in our trans division. You’ll have to make love to both men and women, and that entails male on male, and strap ons, and all sorts of other stuff. But, listen…you have a talent. When you walk into a room it brightens up. People all greet you, and they perk up. You never say an unkind word, you’re a hard worker, and…I want to sign you to a picture deal. Jackie, I’m betting that your shining talent will translate to the big screen.

Jackie sat back and his whole body went kind of numb.

It was too much. Too much.

But now he had another secret, a bigger secret, to hide from Lisa.

She didn’t know that he was a cocksucker, and a mighty good one.

And she didn’t know that he made love to men and women.

She didn’t know that he was taking it up the fanny on a regular basis.

And she really didn’t know that he had started having anal orgasms on the set.

Heck, he couldn’t have regular orgasms any more, so…why not? He had to relieve his sexual frustrations somehow!

So he acted during the day, and he acted innocent during the night, and life could have passed quite happily like this, except that Jackie knew it had to all come out.

He couldn’t live a lie. He had to be honest. And she had to be honest with him.             

So a couple of months passed, and it was near Christmas, and Jackie asked Lisa to go to the movies with him.

“Sure,” she said. “Are you going to go en femme?”

“I guess I have to,” he said enigmatically.

She didn’t think about his attitude, however, and they got ready and headed downtown in Jackie’s new car.

They were almost at the theater when Jackie asked her, pointblank, “Did you give me some sort of…I don’t know…medicine? Pills? Something that would turn me into a woman?”

Lisa suddenly felt like crying. Busted. Tears forming in the corners of her eyes, “Jackie…”

But he raised a hand. From her reaction he knew. He said, “It’s okay. Because of that everything else has happened, and now you don’t have a secret anymore. You aren’t keeping something back from me.”

“Oh, Jackie…”

“But I’ve got a secret from you.”

“Huh? What?”

They arrived at the movie theater and Jackie pulled over to the curb.

Lisa was staring at him, wanting to find out what his secret was, but somebody came up and hopped into Jackie’s car and drove it away.

And a crowd of people surrounded Jackie. They were asking for his autograph, taking pictures, asking for selfies.

Then Lisa looked up at the marquee and saw it.

“Jackie O! The Best of Both Worlds.”

She was stunned. It was a porn film! And Jackie’s name and face were on big posters, and suddenly a young women linked an arm through hers and spoke into her ear.

“I’m Shelly, I do make up. Jack asked me to escort you in while he talks to his fans.”

“But…but…”

Shelly pulled her, and Lisa found herself going with her, as much to escape the growing crowd as anything else.

Inside the theater she had a long talk with Shelly, who explained a lot of things to her.

Finally, Jackie appeared, the crowd went to their seats, and Jackie settled in next to Lisa.

She stared at him.

He smiled at her. “You can’t be mad at me, because you started it.”

And he was right.

“Now, watch the show, and if you want to get mad, break up with me, or whatever, you can do it after the show.”

Lisa watched the movie.

She watched as Jackie  was made love to by men and women.

She was especially fascinated when he was bent over and screwed.

“You…you…” she whispered, not able to take her eyes off the screen.

“All the actors have been checked for diseases, and I don’t penetrate you any more. My dick is soft, you know.”

She glanced at him, her eyes bright in the gloom of the theater.

Yes. She knew. She had done it to him.

But then he had changed, and she loved him. Loved him with all her heart.

And before the movie was over she was crying, and they were hugging, and kissing, and they were okay.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Feminized by Aliens!

He thought aliens feminized him,

the truth was far worse!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I want to know what alien sex organs look like!

In the movie ‘Aliens,’ it sort of looked like the sex organ was a big vagina pushed up against glass.

But a vagina doesn’t slide down a throat and deposit eggs!

So, the burning question, and I’m sure many people have entertained it, what does an alien wanger look like?

Do they have boobs?

Do they spit goo, or do they really lay eggs?

I mean, this is a serious question!

We might get invaded by aliens any day, and I want to be prepared!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t see why you have to go!” Ann glared at her husband.

She was a stunning woman. She had good DNA to start with, and she worked out to make the best of it.

Her hair was long and wavy, her eyes were a soft blue, and her nose was pert.

Her waist was thin and that made her boobs and butt swell a bit. A perfect hourglass shape, if you like it heavy on the top.

“Nag, nag, nag,” Sam said. He put the cooler full of beer over the lip of the tailgate and turned to his wife and grinned. He had heard that ‘nag, nag, nag’ line on a Clint Eastwood movie, and he loved it.

Ann, didn’t think much of it. She wasn’t a nagger, she was a person who cared.

“You know I go off with the guys for a week during hunting season. We drink, we smoke smelly cigars, and sometimes we even watch some porn.”

“So instead of staying home with me, and letting me tweak your sex till your brain has conniption fits, you’d rather go off with your stupid friends and get swizzled.”

“Well, uh…” he appeared to think, then he held up a finger and said brightly, “Yeah!”

“Asshole.”

Sam ignored her. He had been doing this for years, and if she didn't understand now…she never would.

“Well, when they tie you to the hood of the car and put lipstick on you don’t cry to me.”

Sam chuckled. He had survived that experience, just as the other guys had survived jokes played on them. “That was funny.”

“That wasn’t what you said when you came home.”

“That was just once. And they promised me they’d never do something like that again.”

“But the picture is still up on Facebutt!”

“Ahh…I’m over it.”

And he was. Sort of. though he did have it in the back of his mind to have some sort of revenge.

After all, that was what it was all about, right? Get drunk, play a joke, and laugh until the next time.

“Well, let me tell you, Sam. When you come crying home don’t wake me up. I know you and your stupid friends, and it’s only a matter of time until somebody goes too far.”

Sam looked in the back of the truck.

Fishing gear.

Guns.

Cases of beer.

A few bottles of bourbon to round off the evenings.

A couple of CDs hidden under the back seat, the subject matter being large conical shapes that bounced wonderfully.

He thought back to previous parties and sighed.

There was the time they had had a circle jerk. What had Alvin called it? A jerkle. Yeah. That had been fun, until they all woke up the next morning covered with goo.

“Sam, for the last time, I’m begging you. Don’t go. Stay home with me. We can have our own sex party and—“

He just looked at her with a wry, shit-eating grin. “Sorry, hon. But a man’s got to do what a man’s got to do.

Ann stood there, her arms folded and her shoulders slumped.

Sam turned to her and held her. “Come on, honey. It isn’t that bad. We don’t get strange women up there, we just get drunk and relive our college days.”

“Yes, but you’ve got guns and alcohol, you’re all a bunch of sex deviants, and…you’re married!”

He chuckled. “But a guys got to have his own time, too. Now, chin up, cheer up, and I’ll be back before you know it.

He kissed her then, and she couldn’t help herself, in spite of being mad she kissed him back. Hard. And her hand slipped behind his belt and latched on to Mr. Happy.

“Whoa,” he grinned, not stopping her.

“I bet you think I’me going to jack you off and try to convince you not to go.”

“Well, I sort of figured so.”

“Well, Mr. Smart Ass Idiot Who Doesn’t Know When to Grow Up…I’m going to jack you, but not off, and you can think of me next week when you guys are all sucking each others dicks!”

She let go of him and walked back into the house.

Sam sighed. Well, that was it. She was going to be that way. So be it.

He lifted the tailgate and gave it a slam.

He walked around to the driver’s side and climbed in. A turn of the key and he was on the way.

He drove briskly, the radio blaring out some oldies, and headed for Chucks’ house. He was going to pick up Chuck. Johnny would pick up Ron, and they would all meet up at the cabin.

And, to get the party started, he opened a can of beer and put it between his legs.

On the radio Aerosmith was yelling:

Her dog day's just begun

Now everybody is on the run

Sam grinned. Janie got a gun. Zowie. Talk about classics.

A couple of minutes later he pulled up to Chuck’s house and waited.

Chuck came right out, and he was on the run. Shiela, his wife, was right on his tail.

“You run off and abandon me and you think I’m going to put up with your…” blah, blah, blah.

Chuck threw a bag into the back and jumped into the truck. “Go! Go!”

Shiela ran alongside the truck, pounding on the side with her fist and yelling like a Karen.

“Heysoos needed a blood transfusion,” Sam breathed out.

“You ain’t just a dickin’ Whixley,” agreed Chuck. “Man, she’s been on me all week, you just got the icing.”

“Makes me want to swear off all icing. Here.” He handed Chuck a beer and Chuck popped the top, looked around for cops, then drained half the beer.

“Fuck. I needed that.”

Sam laughed, “And the wives wonder why we want to get away from them for a week.”

Chuck grinned. “You got my tackle and guns in the back?”

“Got it all.” He handed Chuck another beer. “You want to open this for me?”

“PHHSST!” Foam sprayed the cabin, and the two men laughed.

Two hours later Sam pulled up in front of the cabin. They were in the woods behind Lake Arrowhead, and Johnny and Ron were already there.

“Hey, hey!” Johnny yelled.

Ron pointed his pistol in the air and pulled the trigger.

BANG!

They all laughed and staggered to the back of Sam’s truck. They unloaded everything and toted it up to the cabin. Soon they were all sitting on the porch, and had graduated from beer to bourbon.

The party had begun.

On the first day they had gone fishing, and between trying to tie flies and drinking Chuck had almost drowned. How one can drown tying flies is a wonder, but he almost managed it. When his buddies fished him out, with much hilarity, he found that somebody had drilled holes in his wading boots, which had filled with water, and which had impeded his motion so that he fell over and…nearly drowned.

A lot of laughter was spent on that jest.

On the second day Ron had the tip of his right ear shot off. They were playing William Tell with their rifles and William Tell shouldn’t have been three sheets to the wind.

It was just the tip, however, so no big deal.

“Boy,” quipped, Johnny. “When you get home you’re going to get an earful!”

Lots of laughter on that one, too.

They watched porn, lots of porn, on those first two nights. They drank and they hooted and they made ribald remarks, in the end challenging each other to a circle jerk.

But, even though drunk, no manly man does that sort of thing. At least, not twice.

“You guys are chicken!” shouted Sam. “It’s not like we’re doing each other, it’s just us beating on our meat and…”

Chuck lifted a foot under Sam’s chair and he went over backwards.

Then the third night came.

They had fished and hunted and drank all day.

They had had a cook out, big thick steaks and a couple of bottles of bourbon.

By dark, which was eight o’clock, they were plastered. So plastered that they simply went to sleep.

They slumbered, laying sprawled where they had been sitting.

They snored worse than a bear with tonsillitis.

And the moon started to rise.

Suddenly, far down the trail that led to the cabin, was the flicker of lights. First a simple glow through the trees, then the glow started bouncing and defining, and became headlights.

It was a Range Rover. Very expensive, and excellent for riding through the wilderness. Much better than Sam’s truck, which was the parked in front of the cabin.

The Range Rover slithered through the ruts and over the bumps and came to a stop below the porch.

For a moment it just sat there, and the buzz of voices could barely be made out. “Look! They’re all on the porch!”

“Drunk. Hopelessly drunk.”

“They’re just children.”

The four wives shook their heads in disgust.

“Well, let’s see what the damage is.”

The four women stepped out of the truck and ascended to the porch.

Ann looked down on Sam. “I’ve never seen him this drunk.”

Shiela picked up Chuck’s arm and dropped it. “This is ridiculous.”

Sandy slapped Johnny in the face and he just snorted.

Lisa reached down and grabbed Ron’s package and giggled. “I could blow him and he’d never know it.

“And they call this fun.”

“Being blotto is fun.”

“Who’d a thunk.”

“Why don’t we play a joke on them?”

The girls looked at each other and their eyes lit up.

“We could mess with them big time, and they’d never know what hit them.”

“They’d never even know we were here.

“Oh, my God! We’ve got to do this!”

The excitement went round and round, and then the ideas began to sprout.

“Let’s steal the beer.”

“Naw, they’d get upset.”

“How about putting them all in the bathtub?”

“Naked.”

The women were guffawing with each suggestion, and each suggestion became more lewd.

Then Sam said, “Let’s make them into girls.”

Silence. Stark, raving silence. And in that silence the girls blinked, and agreed. They didn’t have to speak, they just all knew in that womanly intuitionly sort of way.

“All of them?” asked Lisa?

“Too much work.”

“Then which one?”

“Mine!”

“Mine!”

They vied to volunteer their husbands to be made up.

“Wait a minute.” The women all looked at Shiela. “Let’s really do this. I’ve got an idea that will shock you, but…it will be the grandest practical joke ever played, and, furthermore, our men will never want to come up here and get drunk again as long as they live.”

She began to talk, and the women started to giggle, then laugh out loud, and, finally, they were all laying on the ground holding their bellies.

The night passed, long and slow and beautiful.

Creatures of the night sought solace in each other, and mating was accomplished in burrows, up against trees, where ever two furries could find the place to vent their lust.

The sun showed on the far horizon, a dim glow and grew brighter and brighter.

Light lanced through the trees, animals crawled back into their holes, or out of, and the planet turned.

On the porch the four men snorted, and moved, and Johnny opened his eyes. “What the fuck?” he greeted the day. Then he stood up, didn't give the others a glance, and headed over to the cooler.

There was still ice in the cooler, and the beer was cold. Everybody knows that the cure to a grand drunk is a little drunk. A sip of the ‘hair of the dog.’

Johnny extracted an icy can, popped the top, and tilted it.

“Oh, fuck,” he gargled as the sweet liquid poured down over his tonsils.

Which exclamation made Ron stir.

Ron blinked, forced his eyes open, and stared. His neck was crinked from the long, drunken slumber, and his throat felt like a donkey had taken a shit down it.

He moved, fell off his chair, and crawled towards Johnny and the ice chest.

A moment later he was gulping suds and feeling relief for the pounding in his head.

Then Chuck woke up. He stood up, tried to figure out which way north was, then walked, with a severe list, towards the ice chest.

Now there were three awake, and Sam, who had won the lottery, slumbered on.

He slumbered because he had had a bit more than just drink. Ann had drawn the long straw, chortled and clapped her hands in glee and…the girls had started working on him.

Now, a few hours later, he finally stirred. He was groggy, and didn’t really remember how he had gotten onto the porch swing. He thought he had been in a rocking chair. Now he was face down on something that moved, swayed back and forth, what the fuck?

At the other end of the porch he heard the other guys talking.

“What the fuck is that?” mumbled Chuck.

The three men looked back along the porch to where Chuck was pointing.

Over the porch swing on which Sam reclined was…light. A beam of light.

The men moved slowly back towards Sam.

Sam grunted and turned over, and he felt weird. Oh, he was all wrapped up in a blanket.

The men reached the porch swing and looked up.

There was a big hole cut into the eaves. It was about five feet in diameter, and edges looked scorched.

“What the fuck is this?” Ron climbed on a chair and felt the edges of the hole. They were smooth, burned smooth, and his finger went around without getting a splinter.

“That wasn’t there,” mumbled Johnny.

“It’s been burned through!” Light was filling the day now, and Ron blinked as sunshine shone down into his eyes.

“What the fuck could do that?”

The stunned bewilderment of being drunk was being replaced by the stunned bewilderment of the oddity that had appeared in their roof.

They didn’t know that the girls had actually cut the hole with a Sawzall, then burned the edges with a torch to make it appear as if the hole had been burned through the roof.

And the men were so drunk, and Sam had been injected with a sedative, that they had slept right through the ‘renovation.’

The men were all leaning forward now, and looking up through the hole.

Nothing but sky.

“What are you guys doing?” muttered Sam, finally coming to.

He was wrapped in a blanket, but he struggled against the wrapping and got his face out into the light.

“Fuck, Sam!” blurted Johnny, and he jumped off the chair and back against the porch railing. Which porch railing broke under his weight and he fell into a bush next to the porch.

“Sam!”

Everybody was backing away form him.

“Huh? What? Where’s everybody…what’s wrong?”

“Your lips…they’re…they’re…”

Sam felt his lips. They felt puffy, but that could just be puffy with sleep.

“What’s wrong with them?”

“They’re red!”

Chuck and Ron were standing back, but Johnny had stood up and was peering over the edge of the porch.

“Red?” He didn’t understand.

“Like…red! Real red!”

Sam looked at Ron. He struggled to throw the blanket off himself and that caused more commotion.

“Fuck!”

“My, God!”

“Hoy shit!”

They were all backing away from him. Chuck fell over a stool and Ron grabbed the corner post at the junction of stairs and porch.

“What?” Now Sam was worried, he didn’t understand. The looks on the faces of his friends…they were horrified…or something!

He kept feeling his mouth, then he felt it. As he moved and the blanket fell away he felt his chest bounce.

Bounce?

His chest?

What the…and he looked down.

“AIIEEE!” Sam shrieked and stood up, which caused his tits to bounce up and down.

Everybody was moving further back. Johnny fell into the bush which had broken his fall off the porch. Chuck was on his butt and scrambling backwards on hands and feet. Ron stumbled back and sat on the top of the ice chest.

Sam was on his feet now, his chest flopping around, and screaming.

“What happened? What is this? Why is…”

He looked at the guys in turn, his face twisted in shock, and his hands came up and held his boobs.

They were big. Real big. Double Ds at least. Maybe bigger.

Below his waist he was sporting a huge boner.

But he wasn’t thinking about his cock, he was feeling his breasts, trying to figure out how they had come to be. He had been drunk, he had passed out, but how…why…how had he come to have a woman’s chest!?

The Ron moved forward then, having backed up as far as he could, and ran down the steps. Chuck jumped over the rail at the other end of the porch. They met, and Johnny joined them.

They were all shouting at each other.

“He’s got tits!”

“Why’s he got tits!?”

“Why’s his lips red?”

“How did this happen?”

“Sam! What did you do!?”

“Yeah! Why are you…you…like a girl!”

Sam, meanwhile, felt like he was going crazy. At first he had been turning, looking at everybody and screaming.

Now, the screaming having done nothing, he stopped and just looked at himself.

And looked at himself in the big front window.

Finally, ignoring the yells and shouts of his friends, he staggered to the front door. He pushed it open and entered the cabin.

In the parking area Ron, Chuck and Johnny, having lost the object of their screams, stopped yelling. They were still panicked, but now they were talking, and even starting to think about what they were saying.

“Where’d he get boobs?”

“Why’d he go in the house?”

“Do you think he’s all right?”

“I don’t know. You think we should go check on him?”

Inside the house Sam stumbled across the living room to the back bathroom. He pushed into the small room and stared at himself in the mirror.

Boobs. Biguns. And the nipples even seemed swollen.

And his dick was big and hard and bumped into the cold porcelain of the sink.

He felt his boobs, felt his nipples, and suddenly became aware that it felt good to touch them.

Well, they were tits, after all!

He heard the others at the front door.

“Sam?”

“Are you back there?”

He stared at his lips in the mirror. Bright red. Like lipstick, but they didn’t have a waxy coating. It was like the skin had been stained.

Then he noticed that his eyes were lined. He rubbed the liner and it didn’t smudge.

What the hell had happened to him?

“Sam? We’re coming in.”

“Don’t do anything!”

“Sam?”

His friends crept across the living room. They could see part of his body through the open bathroom door and they crept up to the door.

Sam was now bracing his arms on the sink, staring at his face. His boobs were hanging down. Man, they were big.

He straightened up and cupped his tits with his hands. They were awfully heavy.

“Sam?”

“Don’t look at me,” he sounded like he was strangling and tears trickled down his cheeks.

“Sam, we got to! We have to see what happened?”

He turned and yelled, “This happened!” His hands cupping his tits made it like he was pointing them at the guys, and the three men all shrieked and jumped back.

At a motel in the nearest town the girls were also shrieking, but with laughter.

They had tapped into the security camera on the front porch, and Ann had left the boys’ laptop on the an end table, open and recording the living room and part of the bathroom.

“Oh, my God! He fell off the porch!”

Gut busting laughter.

“Look at their faces!”

“Oh..oh! They’re scared!

Knee slapping, belly rolling laughter.

“He fell down!”

“Look at his tits!”

The girls were rolling, shrieking, laughing so hard they were getting sick to the stomach. They were laughing so hard they couldn’t breath, and it was only getting better.

In the cabin Sam exited the bathroom. The guys moved back, afraid to touch him, and he went to the couch and sat down. He held his head in his hands, then, his breasts feeling heavy, he cupped his tits again.

“Sam? What happened?” asked Chuck.

“I don’t know! I went to sleep and…and…woke up! And I had…had …these!”

Again he held his breasts as if pointing them.

“But that’s crazy. Something had to have happened.”

“You guys did this! This is your trick this year!”

“No!” All three were shaking their heads and denying.

“We could’t have done this! How could we make your lips red? How could we give you…give you…those…those things!”

“They’re tits, you asshole!” sobbed Sam.

“But…how!”

“Aliens.”

Sam, Chuck and Ron stared at Johnny.

“You saw the hole in the eaves. They drilled down and sucked you up and…and they experimented on you!”

In the motel room Lisa yelled, “I told you! I told you what they’d think!”

“Holy shit,” whispered Sandy, exhausted form laughing and hardly able to talk. “I can’t believe they actually…”

“They believe it,” gasped Ann.

Ann couldn’t take her eyes off her husband. She especially stared at his cock. They had given him a super dose of Viagra, and that dick was going to be there for hours!

At the cabin the men were now on the porch, staring up at the hole in the eaves.

“It’s pretty round.”

“And smooth.”

“The edges had been burned smooth.”

Sam, holding his tits and his cock pointing out like a harpoon ready to spear a whale, stared.

“I tell ya, they beamed down, like Scotty, and beamed him up.”

“They could have had him for hours.”

“Playing with him, experimenting on him.”

“They probably butt fucked him.”

Sam spun on Johnny, “No! They didn’t do anything to me…back there!”

“How do you know?” asked Chuck.

“Because I’d feel it!”

“How do you know you’d feel it?”

“Yeah, they might have…like…outer space anesthesia!”

The three looked at Ron.

“Just saying…” and he shrugged.

“But what are we going to do?” asked Sam. Tears were a constant on his cheeks.

“Well, we should check your asshole.”

“Nobody butt fucked me!” he yelled.

“We could take you to a doctor.”

“And a doctor can undo whatever medical experiments the aliens did to me?”

“No. We have to figure this out ourselves.”

Then they were silent, thinking, glancing at each other, opening their mouths to speak, then not saying anything.

After five minutes of this Chuck muttered, “I need a beer.”

Ron and Johnny agreed.

Sam, his eyes big and hollow looking, said, “I need a bra.”

In the cabin the girls were recovering from the initial blast. They were still laughing, but now they were able to talk, to make jokes and exchange quips.

They watched Sam come down the steps, his chest lifted and protruding mightily.

“That’s my bra! I left it there last time we were there!” Lisa blurted.

The girls howled.

“He’s bigger than you!”

“By a lot! Look how he overflows.”

Ann said, Well, I’m not going to let him wear my bras! He’s going to have to get his own lingerie.”

“Don’t worry, we can all chip in,” announced Shiela. “We can get him bras and stockings and everything.”

“And style his hair and really do his make up.”

“I’ve got some high heels that will fit him!”

The men, all four, sat in a circle in the living room and drank.

Sam was drinking bourbon. He had found a half full bottle and poured Coke in until it was topped off. He held the neck and poured the stuff down his throat.

“What am I going to do?” asked Sam of no one and every one.

“Wear a dress,” remarked Chuck. It was the first sign of humor, and Ron and Johnny smothered grins.

“Not funny!” Sam looked around the circle of friends. “You guys think this is funny! It’s not.”

Nobody said anything, but their faces were twitching.

“I didn’t mean…” Chuck started to say.

“Yeah…it’s not funny.”

But they were ready to break.

But…it sorta…sorta…is.” Johnny held his hand over his mouth and tried to stifle the explosion of laughter.

Then the three men who hadn’t been altered by ‘aliens’ were laughing.

Like the girls had laughed, they were out of control. Holding their bellies, falling to the floor, howling like monkeys in a zoo.

Which set off the girls, ten miles away in their motel room. They burst into laughter all over again, and all Sam could do was sit there and take it.

Back in the cabin Sam stared at his cock. I wish this damned thing would go down, he thought.

The guys recovered from their hilarity, as did the girls ten miles away.

A few random snickers, a guffaw or two, but the laughter was pretty much done. For the time.

“So what am I going to do?” asked Sam once again. The bottle of bourbon and Coke was half gone, but he wasn’t feeling much. He was too riled up by his condition.

The other three were getting drunk, however, but the answers weren’t what Sam needed.

“We could call the cops,” said Chuck.

“What are they going to do? Arrest the aliens?”

Ron burped and observed, “I think the cops would need flying saucers to do that.”

Johnny and Chuck exchanged smiles at that. Sam just glared.

“What about calling a doctor? I mean, you really need to get checked out. What if there is something wrong with you?”

“Nothing’s wrong with me,” groused Sam.

“There might be. I mean, everybody who’s been abducted have talked about…you know…the anal thing.”

“I wasn’t butt fucked!”

But the others were of a different mind. After all, how would he know? For sure?

“Okay, so we can’t call the police. But we can take you to a hospital.”

“I tell you…I don’t want to go to a hospital! Nobody stuck anything up my butt!”

Johnny opened his mouth to say, ‘How do you know?’ But Sam glared at him so hard he closed his mouth.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what,” Johnny said. “You don’t want to go to a hospital, that’s fine, but you really do need to get checked out. Maybe not your ass, but what if the aliens did things to you?”

“Like implanted something in him,” Chuck said with a straight face.

Sam glared again, and the others managed to control themselves, but they did stare at his tits, which were implants.

“So I’ll tell you what.”

“What?” Sam stated defensively.

“I’ll call Sandy. She’s doctor, and she can come up and give you an examination. You don’t have to go anywhere, Sandy is totally professional…what do you say?”

At the motel the four wives sat up straight.

“Oh, my God!”

“He’s going to call you!”

“You get to go see him!”

“Okay,” Sam said begrudgingly. “But she’s got to be sworn to silence. I can’t have anything about this get out.”

Chuck spoke wryly. “It may not matter about her being silent. I mean, how you going to hide this?”

There were nods at that, and Sam sighed heavily.

“Okay, I’m going to call her. Okay? Are you okay with that?”

Sam thought hard and fast, harder and faster than he had ever thought in his life.

“Okay,” he finally said.

Dinga doodle ding ding! Sandy’s phone was laying on the kitchen table and it began to vibrate.

“What do I do?” asked Sandy, starting to panic.

“Nothing. You act normal.”

“You don’t know anything, so just act normal.”

“Oh, fuck! How do I act normal when I know everything and he doesn’t know anything and…what…”

Sandy wouldn’t have answered the phone, and it kept ringing, so Ann answered it.

“Hey, Johnny, this is Ann. Sandy’s in the bathroom. You want her to call back? No? Oh, you’ll wait. Sure. How’s it going up there? Are you studs all having a good time?”

The other girls were patting Sandy on the back, priming her, and she finally reached her hand out.

“Oh, here she is. See ya.” She handed the phone to Sandy.

Sandy, rising to the occasion, immediately calmed down. “Hey, babe, what can I do for you?”

“Do you think you can come up here?” asked Johnny.

“Oh, Lord, what for? This is your guys’ time.”

“We, uh…Sam isn’t feeling well, and, uh…”

“Sam? What’s wrong with him?”

“We’re not sure.”

“Can’t you just take him to a hospital?”

“Well, uh…we don’t want to do that. You know how expensive things are, and…”

“So I’m supposed to make a house call? A two hour drive to look at a drunk? I’m assuming you guys are swilling beer.”

“Oh, uh, we’re not that bad. And…Sam would really appreciate it.”

Around the motel room the girls were watching the laptop, watching the guys make motions, nod or shake their heads, and tilt cans of beer down their throats.

“Well, I don’t know.”

“Honey, I’d owe you!”

“A fancy dinner out every month for a year?”

Silence.

The guys in the house nodding.

Johnny doing the math.

Then he looked at Sam, whose face was the picture of begging. His hands were up in a prayer position and he was mumbling entreaties.

“Okay.”

The girls all jumped around and high fived. Sandy put out a hand to calm them down.

“So when do you want me there?”

“Can you come up now?”

“Johnny! This is—“

“I know it’s asking a lot, but—“

“Then you guarantee deserts on all those nights out.”

Sam crying and sobbing and begging.

“Okay.” Johnny gave in.

“All right. I’ll leave within the hour. But let me tell you, Sam better be really sick by the time I get there.”

“Oh, he will. I mean, he is. He’s sick! Real sick!”

“Okay, see you in a couple.”

“Thanks, hon.”

Click. in the motel room.

Click in the cabin.

Click on the laptop.

And Sam looked down at the swell of breasts on his chest.


Part Two

In the motel room, Lisa said, “You’re going to have to wait three hours to travel ten minutes.”

The other girls all nodded. So they opened a bottle of wine and ordered brunch.

In the cabin the guys were taking beer out of the cooler and putting more beer in. A little thing like an alien invasion wasn’t enough to stop their little party.

Except for Sam.

Sam was not feeling like a party.

Sam was on edge and close to a breakdown.

The slightest step he took and his check jiggled.

He couldn’t look in a mirror without seeing his bright red lips.

And his penis wouldn’t go down! He had never had an erection like this!

And, of course, the ever hard penis was driving his horniness.

All of these factored into his highly excitable frame of mind.

He looked at his friends guzzling beer, adding a bit of bourbon to their beers, and laughing about his chest, and went upstairs.

He trudged, trying not to bounce his boobs, but failed. Man, they were big!

He entered one of the top bedrooms and lay down on the bed.

He closed his eyes.

And opened them.

What was going on?

Why had aliens picked him to do their little outer space experiments on?

He turned, and his tits flopped to the side.

He had them in a bra, but it didn’t help.

He sat up and looked around the room.

He was just wearing a bra, and he needed more clothes.

He opened his suitcase and picked through the clothes.

He put on underwear, which was not very comfortable because of his boner, and pants. And immediately took them off. His dick was so hard it was hurting!

Not bad hurting, but…over stretched and bumping into anything was irritating hurting.

Okay. Pants weren’t working. How about a shirt?

He took out some shirts and tried them on. They didn’t fit well because he had mountains on his chest.

Damn! He had never realized that women’s clothes were designed differently. Sure they could wear men’s shirts that were oversized, but the right sized shirt wouldn’t go over their boobs properly.

Sam through the shirts at his suitcase and sat down on the bed.

He was at a loss. He didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t even get dressed and—his eyes were pointed at the closet.

He never opened the closet because the girls used it when they stayed at the cabin.

He jumped up, then groaned as he had to hold his bouncing boobs down, and opened the closet.

Oh, fuck!

Dresses. Blouses. Articles of underwear. Shoes. Everything a woman needs to dress properly.

He looked sideways and saw himself in the mirror on the back of the bedroom door.

He looked at the clothes.

He looked at his chest.

He looked at the mirror and saw his red mouth.

He looked at the closet.

He reached into the closet.

For the next three hours the girls imbibed, slowly losing control. They went from wine spritzers to wine to playing with mixed drinks. They shared and sampled and gave their opinions on the drinks.

“Too sweet.”

“Too harsh.”

“Perfect! Let’s all have one!”

In the cabin the men were imbibing rather ruthlessly. They had gone from beer to hard stuff, and they were making remarks like:

“I wonder if Sam is going to grow a pussy?”

“That boner he’s sporting means he likes having tits.”

“He’d look good in a dress.”

Upstairs Sam tried on dresses. He put them on and he took them off.

He kept his legs shaved because he liked to ride bicycles. He kept his groin shaved because, well, because he was a kinky bastard.

He would put on a dress, adjust his nylons, brush his hair, which he wore long, until it was fluffed out and sort of like a bubble. He had watched his wife flip the brush under her hair and do this, and it sort of worked.

He watched himself in the mirror and made poses and even pursed his lips in kisses.

And the three hours passed.

Sandy, drunk as a drunk skunk, picked up a bottle of liquor and headed for the door.

The other girls intercepted her and took the bottle back.

“Hey! Gimme that!”

“Not until after you’ve examined Sam,” Lisa muttered, slurring her words.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Yeah. You got the hypocritical oath, right?”

“Oh, yeah. Don’t fuck anybody up.”

The girls all giggled because they were fucked up.

So they helped Sandy pull her doctor’s gown over her dress, then helped her to the Range Rover, then put her behind the wheel.

“Okay, bitches!” Sandy chortled merrily. “See ya in a hour!”

She backed the car out. The motel was nearly on the highway and she caused a diesel rig to hit the brakes and a shriek of scorching rubber filled the air.

The girls cheered and sandy waved as she took off.

The truck driver said some words that would definitely not make it through the censor at a porn movie.

It has been said that God loves drunks and idiots, which is sort of redundant because drunks are idiots.

But, whatever, Sandy drove slowly up the hill. There were no cars on the road, and later she would swear that she was weaving back and forth, but that because it was a mountain road it weaved back and forth, and everything sort of evened out.

She drove, and ten minutes later she arrived at the cabin.

She stopped in front of the porch and laid on the horn.

BEEEEP! BEEEEP! BEEEEP!

The guys burst out the front door, laughing and giggling. They all waved, and her husband, Johnny, turned around and lowered his pants, which caused them all to do the same thing.

Sandy stepped out of the car, staggered sideways and almost fell over. She caught herself on Sam’s truck with one hand and yelled. “I saw a moose! A big, white Moose-a-potamus!”

The guys tripped and stumbled down the stairs and all hugged her. And somebody grabbed her tit, but she didn’t care.

“What’s going on you guys? What’s the big emergency?”

The guys stood back and Chuck said. “Aliens turned Sam into a girl.”

Sandy blinked, then giggled. The girls had discussed how she should react, and she smothered a full laugh. “Yeah. Right. What’s really wrong?”

Then the boys took her up the stairs and showed her the hole in the eaves. Sandy stared at it and blinked into the sunlight coming down through the hole. They had done a good job of making the hole.

“They must have beamed right through the roof, grabbed Sam and done an outer space anal exam.”

Sandy was having a hard time controlling herself. She was constantly coughing, and covering her mouth, and trying not to look like she was having the time of her life.

“Yeah, but he won’t let us look. He says his butt is fine.”

Now, the guys were drunk, so drunk that they didn’t realize that Sandy was drunk.

And everything they said was ludicrous, and Sandy wasn’t the most polished actor, but…they were too drunk to notice.

“Well, lemme see thish patient.”

Back at the motel the other three girls were glued to the laptop. They watched and cheered and made ribald remarks as Sandy looked up the hole. Then they shifted the screen and followed Sandy and the guys into the house.

“Hey! Sam! Come down stairs!”

Sam froze. He was standing in front of the mirror. He was wearing a purple wrap around dress which showed off his cleavage. His legs were shimmery nylons, and his hair was brushed out in the most feminine manner.

He looked like a woman. His red lips, his hair, his wide eyes…he was definitely feminine.

“Sam! Sandy’s here! She’s gonna ‘xamine you!”

Sandy? Johnny’s wife? What was…oh, yeah. She was a doctor.

“Sammy! Oh, Sammy boy!”

He heard the tramp of feet up the stairs and he looked around. He couldn’t let them see him like this! He couldn’t…

The door opened and the guys crowded in, and stopped. And gawked.

Sandy moved through them, pushed her way through the drunks, and stopped.

And looked at Sam.

The girls hadn’t dressed him like that!

That meant he must have dressed himself like that!

Sam had put on dress and brushed his hair and…and nylons…and…and she had to say something to break the moment.

“Hi, Sam. It looks like the aliens really worked you over.”

Sam stood in the center of the room, a frighten deer-look on his face. His mind blasted out of logical comprehension.

“Man, buddy, you look pretty good.”

“Yeah, he’s a babe.”

Sam stuttered and looked around.

“Come on, Sam, let’s go downstairs and I’ll take a look at you.”

“No…no!” Sam backed up.

But the guys grabbed him and pulled him forward. His dress ripped in a couple of places as seams gave way.

Sam was struggling, but being outmuscled he was ‘helped’ down the stairs and into the living room.

In the motel room the girls gawped at the laptop screen.

“Oh, my God!”

“He dressed up!”

“That’s my purple dress!”

Then Shiela said what they were all thinking. “Your husband is…he’s a transvestite!”

“He looks more like a she-male.”

“Or a futa,” observed Lisa, who had once read a futa story and gotten so excited she had masturbated. A few times. Over a number of days.

“What’s a futa?” asked Ann.

But they were all looking too hard at the laptop to answer Ann’s question.

On the screen the men dragged Sam, who was yelling and begging, down the stairs.

Sandy, following them, gave a grin and a thumbs up to the laptop on the table, and the girls in the motel room cheered.

“Okay, Sam,” she said, I need to examine your body.”

Sam sat and she used here stethoscope and listened to his back, then she moved to his chest, and blinked at how big his boobs were.

Holy moly!

Then she looked down at his dingus. Oh shit! It was big! And it was purple and gnarly with veins! And she remembered Ann telling her to double the dose of viagra she had given him. Well, he had double the boner now. That shit was really working!

In the motel room the girls were talking at the laptop.

“Come on, Sandy! Do it!”

“You said you would!”

“Come on!”

And Sandy did.

In the cabin Sandy said, “I’m going to have to give you an anal examination.”

“What? No!”

“Come on, Sam!” The guys encouraged him.

Sandy: “You know what aliens do…they always implant things in people’s butts. I have to take a look.”

“No!”

“We got to find out if the aliens buggered you,” Johnny stated cheerfully.

“Yeah! Take off the dress.”

“Take it off! Take it off!”

“You want a drink, Sandy?”

Sandy did, and she sipped from a bottle that was half bourbon and half Coke and said, “He doesn’t need to take it all off. We can just lift his dress and pull down his panties.”

“NO-O-O!”

But the guys flipped him over, bent him over the back of the couch, and Sandy moved forward.

Sam hung over the back of the couch, his boobs over the back and looking pretty big as they hung there trying to escape his bra.

Sandy lifted his dress and the guys all tried to rip his panties down. They succeeded in ripping, and Sam was now partial exposed. His big cock poked down and his rectum was plain to see.

Sandy had one of the guys run for her bag, and shortly she was pulling on latex gloves and greasing up Sam’s back door.

Sam was making gurgling sounds.

Then she inserted a finger and Sam stopped making sounds. He jerked, and…oh, my God, he thought. That feels GOOD!

Sandy reamed him gently. Even though she was drunk, her doctor training peeked through. She went around and around and the guys stared in fascination. They had all had anal exams at some time in their lives, but this was the first time they had ever seen one.

“Wow,” muttered Johnny.

“Look how big it is,” commented Ron.

“Look how deep her fingers are going in!” stated Chuck.

Sam, feeling the ultimate pleasure, was suddenly silent. Well, except for a few suppressed moans. And he was starting to wiggle his butt.

“Hmmm. Everything feels normal. This is his prostate…”

She rubbed the little walnut in his pokey and his cock bounced up and down.

“How you doing, Sam?”

“Unh….unh….uh…” The pleasure in his voice was obvious.

Sandy nodded. “Okay. Let’s get the speculum out and have a real look see.”

Sandy took her fingers out of Sam and reached into her bag. She pulled out something that looked sort of like duck’s lips on a little pole.

Now the guys were following her every move. They stared as she made she the speculum was closed and greased it up.

She inserted the device and tightened the locking screw.

The guys crowded around and stared into Sam’s asshole.

“Wow!”

“So that’s what it looks like!”

“Pretty big.”

“Be pretty easy to fit a dick into that.”

The guys all nodded sagely at that remark, which proved to Sandy that all guys get excited at the thought of a hole. Any hole.

Now Sam was gurgling happily. His asshole was singing and he had never felt such pleasure.

No wonder guys turned gay!

“Well, everything looks fine in here,” said Sandy, shining a little penlight into Sam’s innards.

“There’s no implant?” Johnny asked.

“Not so far as I can see.”

That was the moment that things went too far. As if they hadn’t gone too far already. Now they went super too far.

One of the girls in the motel had slipped a dildo into Sandy’s bag as a joke. the others had giggled, and Sandy had grinned and made a remark about it not being an official medical instrument, but she could probably use it.

Sandy reached into the bag and pulled out the dildo.

“I guess it’s time to really make sure no alien has done anything to him.”

The guys’ mouths all dropped and they began blinking.

“That looks like a…a—“

Ron elbowed Chuck to shut him up.

“You’re going to…?”

Sandy turned to face the guys, and the laptop on the table. She held up the dildo and tried not to grin. She held up the big tool and said to the guys, and the girls in the motel room, “We have to be sure, right?”

The guys started snickering, then slapping each others shoulders to make each other stop.

The girls in the motel room howled.

“No!”

“Yes!”

“She’s really going to…”

Sandy turned around, back to Sam’s butt, and…she did.

Sam’s eyes bulged, and he pushed back, and he literally exploded with pleasure.

His penis exploded, too. It shot white goo down onto the couch for a long minute.

Sandy wiggled the thing in him.

More goo.

In the motel room Ann jumped up. “We gotta go see this!”

With that word all the girls pulled on coats and crowded out of the motel room.

They jumped into a car and backed into traffic.

Another big rig screamed to a stop, and two cars collided.

The car zipped off up the road, the girls shooting birdies out the windows and screaming things like:

“Fuck you!”

“Take that, bitches!”

In the cabin Sandy was done.

She pulled what was left of Sam’s panties up, and tugged his ripped dress down.

Sam lay on the couch and wondered what was going on. He felt so good. He knew he had squirted a load, a big load, but he didn’t understand how that had happened. It was only a little anal exam, right?

Then Chuck chuckled, and picked up Sandy’s high heels, which she had kicked off while working on Sam.

He tip toed over to the kitchen table, which had an open tool kit on it. He took out super glue and smeared some inside Sandy’s heels. Then he went and put the shoes on Sam’s feet.

Sandy saw that and giggled. Super glue in her high heels? Oh, my God! These guys were funny!

Sam was out of it. He felt somebody putting his shoes on him, and it felt weird, but he was so busy trying to figure out what was going on, that he said nothing.

The guys all went into the kitchen with Sandy. They poured drinks and talked about the aliens and ignored Sam.

Sam lay on the couch for nine minutes. Then he pushed back and knelt, backwards, on the couch.

His asshole felt so…funny. And good.

He put his feet down, and that was when he realized he had high heels on.

He stared at the heels.

“Hey? What?”

He tried to kick them off, but they weren’t coming off.

The guys and Sandy had all turned to watch him, and they all had big grins on their faces.

“What’s the matter, Sam?”

Sam looked around, and suddenly he was emotionally wrought up again.

The pleasure of the moment dissipated in the face of the fact that he was stuck in high heels. Wearing a dress. Red lips. His hair looking brushed out and frowzy. Frowzy like he had just had sex. Which, in a. way, he had.

“What did you guys do?” His voice was shrill as panic reasserted itself.

Not even good sex can alleviate the fact of being implanted by aliens.

BEEEEP! BEEEEP! BEEEEP! BEEEEP! BEEEEP!

Everybody but Sam crowded to the windows.

“The girls are here!” yelled Sandy.

The guys raised a mighty cheer.

And Sam broke.

While everybody was looking out the front window at the sight of the drunken women piling out of the car, and flashing their tits, and screaming obscenities, Sam ran up the stairs.

Well, he sort of ran. He hobbled, nearly breaking his ankles, but so desperate to get away that he didn’t care.

He ran down the hallway and into the bedroom. He closed the door and looked around, and realized he had just trapped himself in a no exit room.

The guys and Sandy crowded out on the porch and yelled at the girls.

“What are you bitches doing here?”

“We came to see the aliens!”

“You’re too late! The aliens already buggered out.”

Every laughed at that. Buggered out.

“Where’s Sam!”

Everybody looked around.

“Sam?

“Buddy?”

“Honey?”

“Where are you?”

Upstairs Sam saw the window. He ran to it and jerked it open.

It was small, but he could fit out. Then there was a short drop to the roof of a shed, and…and he began wiggling through the small window.

Downstairs everybody charged into the house.

“Sam? Where are you?”

And the truth came out.

“Sam! It was only a joke! There were no aliens!”

The guys looked at the girls. chuck blurted, “What?”

“It was all a joke. We came here last night and cut the hole in the roof with your Sawzall.”

“We burned the edges to make it look real.”

“But what about Sam? His lips? His…how did he get boobs?”

“We put lip stain on his lips.”

“And Sandy injected some stuff into his chest. Perfectly harmless, it will be absorbed by his body in a few weeks.”

Then, like dawn in the morning, the guys got it.

They, the practical jokers, had been pranked. And pranked good!

If they had laughed hard earlier, they laughed ten times harder now.

The room filled with laughing, rolling, knee slapping, belly busting, gut wrenching laughter.

They laughed so hard they cried.

Upstairs Sam was caught, but he was going to make it. He pushed harder. He heard the roar of voices. He couldn’t distinguish it as laughter, it sounded like they were having a riot, and he grew even more fearful.

Suddenly he spurted forward, was freed, and fell three feet to the roof of the shed.

And rolled down it, screaming in terror.

And fell six feet to the ground.

The noise from inside the house suddenly stopped.

“What was that?” asked Chuck, drying his tears.

“What?”

“I heard somebody scream.”

Ann suddenly had a bad feeling. Sam was the only one not there. Could he be hurt.

Sam, struggled to his feet. He was off balance, dazed, and he staggered up the incline in back of the cabin.

Ann ran up the stairs and…stopped.

She looked through a little window half way up the stairs.

She saw Sam staggering up the hill. He was en femme, but there was no hiding the fact that it was Sam.

Sam found it was easy to run up hill in heels. His feet were bent so he could dig his toes in. He lifted his legs, pulled on roots and tree limbs, and entered the forest.

“Sam’s outside! He’s running!”

Everybody jumped up.

“He’s running like something is chasing him!”

That was the moment incredibly stupid went to incredibly dangerous. The guys, thinking that a wild animal was after their friend, picked up their rifles.

The girls, seeing the guys arm themselves, jumped to conclusions, and they all picked up pistols.

The whole group charged out the back door and up the hill.

Sam ran. He hadn’t been drinking this day, and he was in good condition, so he made it to the top of the hill.

He could hear the mob coming up after him. He could hear their shouts. And at one point he heard the discharge of a rifle.

He ran harder. He crested the mountain and started down.

In front of him, two minutes by walk over the hill, but ten minutes by wiggly road, was the little town where the girls had moteled.

“Are you all right?” Sandy asked Johnny, helping him up.

He had tripped and fallen and his rifle had discharged.

“Yeah! Come on! We got to rescue Sam!”

“Yeah,” yelled Chuck, passing the couple. “Something’s after him. We got to rescue Sam!”

Sam headed down the hillside, and now his heels proved difficult. He was on spikes, and the spikes either slid or dug in. Adding to that the fact that his ankles were wobbling all around…he was slowing down.

Behind him he heard the mob closing in on him.

He reached the back of the motel and ran for the side. Around the side, across the parking lot and into the street.

Right behind him, less than thirty yards, his friends burst into view.

“Sam! Sam!” They screamed.

Sam was sobbing, and he ran up the main street.

All the citizens had come to town for a flea market, and they all stopped what they were doing, stepped out to the sidewalk, and stared.

Sam ran like the devil was after him with a boner.

All the people saw was a woman with big tits screaming and running. Her dress was torn and one heel was broken. Her face was lit with terror, and the good people of the town did what all right thinking people in an open carry state would do.

They reached under coats and drew their guns.

Sam’s friends charged into the street. They were screaming and brandishing weapons.

And nobody would ever know who fired the first shot.


Epilogue

ONE MONTH LATER…

Sam stood in the elevator and felt the floors pass.

His boobs had started to shrink, but he had found a doctor to keep them going. They were even a little bigger now.

He looked in the polished metal of the elevator wall and studied his lips. They were bright red and looked pretty fine. He kept them stained, and he used gloss to give them a bit extra shine.

The elevator stopped and the doors opened.

Sam strode down the hallway, his dress swishing around his nylon  clad legs, his boobs quivering as his heels made their click, click, clicking sound.

He had elected to dress as a woman permanently, and he really enjoyed it. He especially enjoyed the looks men and women gave him as he walked down the street.

He turned into the ward and stepped up to the first bed.

“Hey, honey. How’s it going?”

Ann lay propped up. She had bullet holes in her legs, back, and would always have a pretty nasty ‘pirate’ scar on her face.

“I’m fine.” She smiled slightly, then groaned. Sometimes it hurt where the bullet had entered her cheek.

Sam leaned down and kissed her softly. He then raised his voice and turned to the other patients in the ward. “And how’s everybody else?”

Next to Ann was Lisa, then Sandy, then Shiela. Between them they had 21 bullet wounds, arms and legs, chests and torso, and Shiela had a scar that was worse than Ann’s. This was because the people who had been shooting at them had mostly been old, and their aim had been shaky.

“We’re fine,” muttered Shiela, sounding weird as her face got used to a new configuration.

“How about you guys?” Sam faced across the room.

Ron, Chuck and Johnny just groaned.

The girls, upon being fired on, had gone to the deck. The guys had shot back, and that proved their undoing—they were simply outgunned. A hundred citizens, even those citizens who weren’t very good shots, can still provide a lot more fire power than three drunk guys.

“So have you been to the lawyer?” asked Chuck.

Sam answered, “Half the town wants to throw you in prison for 99 years. The other half wants you to come back so they can shoot you up some more. The lawyer says if he can get the venue moved, and you guys will do public announcements for removing the second amendment…he can bargain them down to ten years. Hospital time not included.

Nobody said anything.

“But there is good news.”

“What?” asked Ann.

The others all perked up. They needed some good news.

“Hollywood wants to make a movie.”

END
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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


Emasculation Made Easy!

How to handle a cheating husband!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

We live in an older house. A great charm of a house with tall ceilings, a stand up attic, a basement, and a ton of things that go wrong. The heating system is one of those ancient radiators. We replaced the stove, which was actually one of those cast iron behemoths that you feed chunks of wood to. The floors had to be ground down and re-stained. Incredible oak from a hundred years ago.

And so on and so on and so on.

I was up in the attic. The last owner left a lot of bric a brac up there. Boxes and trunks, she died and nobody wanted them, so I was pushing them around, re-arranging them, and occasionally going through them.

Mostly junk. Yellowed newspapers, broken lamps, although there was one box of dolls which might have good value.

Anyway, I had reached the end of the attic, right over the living room, and I had a coughing fit. All that dust. Gah. So lay down with my face over a vent.

I don’t know why the vent is there, perhaps it had something to do with airflow back in the last century, maybe something got remodeled, but, whatever. I was laying there, I couldn’t speak, still had dust in my throat. Not enough to make me cough, but my throat was dry and I needed water. So I laid there, looking down at the living room, was about to get up, when I hear the front door slam.

I grin. My husband, I’ll wait until he gets into the living room then I’ll scare the crap out of him. Yell a big ‘boo!’ and watch him jump out of his pants.

I almost giggled, but my throat was so dry, and I waited and…my husband and a woman come into the living room.

My eyes opened up.

A woman? Was this some sales woman or something? Was he coaching one of the girls from his work? What was the innocent explanation for him bringing a woman into our home in the middle of the afternoon.

“Where’s your wife?” she asked, She was a tall redhead, good body, even eyes that were made up a little too much.

“She went to visit her mother.”

I had, but I had come back early and decided to clean the attic.

“But don’t worry about her, she’s a real stick in the mud.”

Wha…?

“Her tits are too big, she’s irritating, and, let’s face it baby, she ain’t you.”

My mind now in shock, I watched as he turned and took the woman in his arms. Like he took me in his arms.

He kissed her, like he had kissed me so many times before.

He began unbuttoning her blouse, like he had…

Tears dropped from my eyes and I had to move back so they didn’t drop right through the grate. I wiped my face with my tatty, old shirt, then went back over the grate.

Kissing, his hand unbuttoning her bra, and her breasts tumbling out.

I would have yelled, but my throat couldn’t work. Besides, I was somewhat frozen. Stunned. Couldn’t believe it.

My husband was cheating on me? And we had just made love the night before!

Then I realized. He had gotten me off, but he hadn’t cum himself! He had said he was tired, but what he really was was saving himself for this red-headed bitch!

“Oh, baby, this is what I’m talking about. My wife never gives me this. She’s just a dried up, old prune.”

I was gasping now, and had to take a short break.

Dried up, old prune? I fixed him meals, sucked his dick, worked my finger to the bone, was always asking for sex, and he…he says this about me?

The red head giggled. He had his hand in her pants now, and I could tell, from the expression on his face, that he had his fingers in her hole. He was good at finger banging, and he knew how to crook his digits right into her sex so that they were rubbing on the g-spot.

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

He laid her on the couch and began unbuckling. In a second he was naked, his strong body, chiseled and defined, his big penis jutting out.

“Oh,” she said, suddenly sitting up and taking it in her hands. She stroked it, fondled his testicles, then took it in her mouth.

He groaned in pleasure, arched his back and tilted his head. Again, I had to dart back. When I moved forward his head was back down. His hands were behind her head and he was fucking her mouth.

She liked it, the slut. She made wet sounds and deep throated him for a long minute.

“Wait…wait,” he finally blurted. “I’m too close.”

She lay back and he wedged in between her legs and thrust himself into her.

Her eyes were closed and her face was twisted in ecstasy.

“Fuck, your wife doesn’t know what she’s missing!”

“Hey, she’s good for keeping the house, but the real stuff…this stuff…” He plunged into her again and again, taking her breath away.

She began to grunt rhythmically. Her hips jerked and spasmed, and she began to cum.

He began to cum. Together they locked up, naked, lusting frames frozen into the little death. The big O.

Above them I drew back, and my tears made mud out of the dust.

A half hour later they were gone. They simply got dressed, he made a few more remarks about how worthless I was and how he wished he had a real woman, then they left. Out the door and back to work.

I came down from the attic, an endless stream of tears washing down my cheeks, falling on my old, plaid shirt.

I was gasping and choking and couldn’t believe it.

He was my husband. For better or worse. And he was cheating on me, and from his practiced, polished manner, he was used to it.

And the things he said about me. Terrible.

But maybe he got off on abusing me behind my back.

I went into the kitchen and poured myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. Drink of the Gods, now a sop to help me stop crying.

I sat down at the table.

I had parked in the garage to give him room to park in the drive way. If I hadn’t done that he would have seen my car and driven on past, and I never would have…would have…

And I had been upstairs, working, and unable to talk for my dry throat.

I had come home early from Mother’s, but…but…

But all that didn’t matter. My husband was cheating on me.

There was only one thing to do. I picked up my phone, dialed a number my mother had given me back when I was first married.

“I hope you never need it, but if you do…” and she had told me what it was for.

And here I finally needed it.

“Husband Hotline,” came the cultured voice on the other end.

“I…I…”

“There, there. Take your time. We’ve got lots of time. Cry if you need to.”

So understanding and compassionate.

“My…my husband…I caught him, I saw him…cheating!”

“I understand. Can you give me your name and address?”

“Annie Hotchkiss.”

“Okay, Annie. You’re doing good. Tell me your address.”

“432 App…App…Apple Valley Rd.”

“All right. I’m dispatching someone as we speak. I want you to stay on the line. I need you to relax. Everything is going to be all right.”

She kept talking, soothing me, reassuring me, and 15 minutes later I heard the knock on the door.

“She’s here,” I managed to say.

“Excellent. Now don’t hang up the phone, just go answer the door. Her name is Maria and she’ll help you through this difficult time.”

I placed the phone on the table and went to the door. I was distraught, embarrassed, and I stared at the woman.

She was blonde, little crow’s feet just starting around her beautiful, blue eyes, but not old. She stepped in, her eyes focused on me. She placed a hand on my forearm, and I broke. I stepped into her arms and started sobbing all over again.

“It’s okay. It’s okay. We’re going to handle this.”

Finally, she walked me into the kitchen and back to my phone. She picked it up and said, “I’m here. Everything is good.” Then she hung up the phone.

I was starting to slow down now. My tears weren’t so bad and I was able to dry them faster than they came.

“Have a seat. I see bourbon and Coke, shall we?”

I nodded.

We were sitting opposite each other. I had gulped my first drink, but I was able to sip this second one.

“First, is your husband due home any time soon?”

“No. Not until six.”

“Okay, we’ve got lots of time. Start from the beginning and tell me what happened.

I did. And again and again, and two hours later, finally exhausted, the tears stopped.

Maria nodded. “Okay, what do you want to do about him?”

“What do you mean?”

“We, the Husband Hotline, will eventually take care of the girl. Heck, we’ll end up enlisting her. But we have to decide what to do about your husband. Do you want to keep him?”

“Yes,” I sounded weak.

“Okay. Would you like to punish him? Make him understand what he has done?”

“Like…I don’t know…”

Maria was very patient as she explained the options.

“A sit down intervention.”

“I don’t think so.” That was too weak for what he had done.

“A beating.”

I blinked. Possible, but…I’d have to think about that.

“Feminization.”

I giggled at that one, imagining studly Doug in a dress and high heels. Maybe a big set of his own boobs.

She noted my reaction. “That’s a long term project, requires a lot of help, but…” she shrugged. “Then there’s chemical castration.”

“What?”

“Chemical castration. Oh, and there are all sorts of other similar items.

“You really castrate him?”

“A chemical castration renders him limp. You can choose a set time, and during that time he won’t be able to get hard. Of course you can also do things like chastity belts, in which he would try to get hard but couldn’t, but, again, there are…”

“How long would he be castrated? How would you do it.”

It was obvious that I had made my choice.

“The beauty of chemical castration is that we give him a pill, or drops in his soup, or whatever, and he never knows why. He just stops getting erections, and he is left with a deep confusion. He will start to question his manhood, he will suddenly become concerned and polite where you are concerned, and he definitely will not be cheating.

“So I could just put a pill in his drink, and he would drink, and that would be it.”

“Absolutely. And the chemicals we are using now are traceless. He can go to the doctor and the doctor can give him tests, but there will be no tell tale chemical in his blood or anything.”

“And I could choose how long I wanted him to be…like this.”

“You can. But, we need to give you a lot of data. You need to know what to say and when to say it to get the best results. After all, his mind will be in a fragile place, and you don’t want him going off the deep end.”

“Deep end.”

“Until we had our script down men were known to commit suicide.”

“Over their dicks.”

“That’s men for you.”

I was quiet then, mulling ferociously.

“Okay, we need to talk further, but I’d like to get you out of the house, go somewhere where we can go over the plan and discuss any questions you may have.”

“I should move my car. He doesn’t know I’m home.”

“Excellent. I’ll leave my car down the street and we can take yours to a coffee shop somewhere.

“Okay.”

I had a long talk with Maria, and we made some serious plans. It was obvious that she was going to have to help me on remembering the script and the plan, but we managed to get me calm enough to begin the first steps.

At seven o’clock that evening I drove into the driveway. His car was there and I nudged up against it, then unloaded my suitcases.

I caught a glimpse of him peering from the kitchen window, but he didn’t come out to help me. Pig. I dragged my bags up the walk, up the steps, and into the house.

“Hi, honey!” He came out of the den and gave me a big hug.

I was revulsed, but Maria had prepared me for these feelings. I hugged him back, even kissed him, but not too ardently.

“How was the drive?” he asked.

“Oh, it wasn’t bad,” I said, thinking of him laying on top of his red headed girlfriend, driving his penis deep into her snatch. I bit the inside of my mouth so hard I was afraid I was going to start bleeding. “But I did screw up.”

“How so?”

“I left my computer there. I’m going to have to drive back and get it.”

“Oh, no!” Handsome and concerned, and doubtless already thinking of how he could take advantage of this to screw his girlfriend. “When are you going back?”

“I figure I might as well go tomorrow. If I leave at eleven I can be back by seven.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, babe. But if you have to you have to.”

Yeah, and you have to get your tawdry tart over here and exercise your stupid weenie…you asshole. “Oh, it’s okay. I’ll turn the radio on and…” I shrugged.

We went about our business then. Interestingly, he was horny. I guess having a little nookie in the afternoon, and then having a big, old secret, was making him horny.

When we went to bed, I didn’t even want to sleep in the same bed with him, but Maria told me I had to make everything as normal as possible.

He reached for me, I wanted to slap his hand, or maybe put it in a vise and squash it, I simply kissed his cheek and said, “I’m sorry, honey, all that driving, and I have to do some more tomorrow…I’m really not in the mood.”

“Let me get you in the mood,” he whispered.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I rolled over and went to sleep.

It took a long time. But I finally slipped away.

He bounced around in the bed and I opened my eyes. Sunlight. It was morning. I knew what was coming. He always bounces around when he wants me to wake up and fuck him.

Quickly, I slipped out of bed.

“Hey!” he yelled as I padded across the floor.

“Got to pee!” I yelled back, making my getaway.

Then, while he waited, I took a long, hot shower. When I came out he was still waiting.

“Oh, sorry, hon, I didn’t know you wanted to so badly. But I’m all clean now.”

He grumped, and I hid my grin, and I headed down for breakfast.

“So you’ll be leaving about eleven?” He was making sure I would be gone.

“Yep.”

“Give me a call, I’ll say good bye.”

“Okay dokey.”

He just wanted to make sure.

Then a quick kiss and he was off to work.

I called Maria.

Maria showed up at nine, and I helped her lug the equipment in.

“I wish I could give him the pill right now.”

“Got to get the evidence first,” she admonished with a smile.

“I know.”

We set up a camera in the attic Then, just in case, we set one up in the bedroom. Here’s hoping he didn’t bend her over in the laundry.

That he would do it we were fairly sure. His behavior with me indicated that he was turning into a real horn dog.

But, if he didn’t, we would just try something else.

Though I really wanted him to do it. I wanted to get phase two, the limp pill, going fast. I didn’t want to have to put up with his cheating ways any longer than I had to.

We were done by ten, had a cup of coffee, then we headed out for her house. On the way I emailed Doug a message.

On the way

love you, honey.

Annie

Hopefully that would do it, I didn’t really want to talk to him.

At Maria’s house we sat down and went into educating me as to how to act, what to say, to pull this plan off. We worked for hours, took a break for dinner, then back to work.

Finally, actually tired, I was done. I hugged Maria at her door and headed for my car. Time to head on home.

Doug’s car was in the driveway. I pulled in behind it and turned mine off. I opened up the trunk and took out the laptop, which had been in there the whole time, and sauntered up to the house.

“Hey, honey,” I shouted.

“Hey, baby!” He came out of the den and gave me a kiss A big one. Fuck! He hadn’t screwed his bitch.

I put my stuff away and made a little dinner.

He went back in the den.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

But, I had to check everything anyway.

While he was in the den I checked the bedroom. It was a motion set up, and there had been no motion, counter at zero.

Then, making sure he was till in the den I crept up into the attack and checked the counter.

Counter at 12570. Yippee! He had to have done her. That was a lot of tape just to be a guy roaming around all alone.

I came back down, sent a message to Maria, and exulted.

The evening passed, and I again fended off his advances. The horny fuck. Getting his ashes hauled with a mistress, then wanting to do me. Well, if he really had brought his bitch here…he was going to be sorry.

The next day Maria showed up at nine and we looked at the footage.

Eleven thirty he brought her into the living room. We watched as he undressed her, then started taking his own clothes off.

“Not much for small talk, is he?”

“Nope.”

“Oh, my gosh!”

“What?”

He’s got a big dick!”

There he stood, in all his glory, his penis poking out and easy to see.

“Yeah,” I agreed dourly.

She nudged me with an elbow. “That will make it all the sweeter.”

We watched to the end, then they sat around and talked, mostly him telling her how useless his wife was. Useless. Me.

“What an idiot,” Maria whispered.

I didn’t say anything. I had feelings of exultation, we had caught the bastard, mixed with feelings of extreme worthlessness.

“Cheer up, girlfriend,” Maria grinned and held out a little packet. “Give him three drinks, on the third one drop this pill in it. Make sure he drinks everything.”

“Oh,” it must have showed on my face.

“Don’t be disappointed, you won’t have to fuck him. Give it an hour, then spread your legs. He’ll be Mr. Rubber Band Man.”

I smiled. “Okay.” Yet, there was a certain amount of unhappiness in my gut.

He was my husband. Maybe not a very good one, but…

“You have to do it. If you don’t he’ll just keep on cheating. He’ll get somebody pregnant, or pick up a disease. This way you teach him a good lesson. After six months you can decide what to do with him.

“You think he’s cheated much before this?”

She didn’t say anything, and the somber look on her face told me what she believed.

“Okay,” I sighed. “We’ll find out the hard way.

That night he came home all cheerful.

“Good day at the office?” I asked.

“The best,” he said, taking the drink I offered him and guzzling it.

I had images of him taking the red head to a motel, or maybe just bending her over a couch at her house.

I wondered if she had a husband.

“Wow, you were thirsty. Let me fix you another one.”

“Keep ‘em coming, honey,” he grinned.

He drank the second one. I had a wine spritzer, Barefoot and ginger ale.

He was slowing down now, but I didn’t anticipate him stopping.

I made his bourbon and Coke and dropped a pill in it. I swirled it until the pill was gone, then I brought it out to him.

We were sitting on the back porch. A wonderful, little room with two rocking chairs, a sofa, and a big screen TV.

I handed him his drink, had a seat, and watched him sip his bourbon. Three drinks, he wouldn’t be sloppy yet, but he wouldn’t be as perceptive, and he wouldn’t notice any unusual taste to his drink.

He drank it slowly, but he finished it. I sat there, and the enormity of what I had done finally hit me.

I had emasculated my man. I had taken away his boners. I had robbed him of the ability to fuck.

I didn’t feel guilty, but I did feel…something.

“Honey?” I asked.

“Yeah?” he was watching the TV on low. Fox news.

“How long have we been married?”

“Six glorious and wonderful years.”

Glorious and wonderful, and yet he had referred to me as worthless.

“Has it really been that good?”

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned at me. “The best.” Then he said, “Can I watch the news now?”

He wanted to watch the news more than he wanted to talk to me. That was telling.

“Sure.”

I looked at the little clock on a side table. Forty-five minutes to go.

I wasn’t going to test the pill, though. Give it plenty of time to work.

I left him to watch Tucker Carlson and went into the other room and gave a call to Maria.

“Is it done?”

“Yes.”

“You okay?”

“I am.”

“But…”

“Just…I don’t know. I feel a loss, like maybe it was all my fault.”

“You know better than that.”

“I know.”

We chatted for a while, then it was getting late, we hung up.

“Honey, time for bed?”

He looked up from the TV. He grinned. “Is it that time already?”

“It is, and, you know, I’ve been a little remiss in my wifely duties lately.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” he blurted, springing up from his rocking chair. “We can make up for it now.”

I couldn’t help but think that he was easy in accepting that it was my fault, and yet he was the one…”

We went headed for the bedroom and I took off my clothes slowly, thinking hard thoughts.

“Hunh!” he grunted.

I turned.

He was standing there, naked, looking down at his penis. His penis was hanging there. Slack. A slug with no bones. No pulse or quiver. just…a hanging dick.

“It’s soft,” his brow was furrowed.

“We’ll take care of that!” I chortled, and I went to him, sunk to my knees and started sucking.

It was like sucking on a wet sock. The thing just hung there. In my mouth it just lay there.

I used my tongue. I slurped at the head. I slapped his balls. Slapping his balls should have worked, it always worked. Give him a little shock to his system and he was Ready Freddy.

But Mr. Happy just hung there, now Mr. Unhappy. A worm with no backbone. A sack with nothing in it.

“Wow,” I said, putting a show of concern on my face. “Why isn’t it working?”

“I don’t know,” he shook it, it flopped around like a fish de-boned. Just a slack noodle with no oomph.

“Maybe you’re just tired?”

“Maybe. But…no.”

“You’re not all fucked out, are you?”

He looked at me, a quick guilty look.

“I mean, maybe there’s only so many fucks in a lifetime. Maybe you just get so many orgasms and that’s it.”

“Oh, don’t be silly.” He didn’t exactly snap, but he was unhappy.

“Well,” I pondered his procrastinating penis as if I had no idea, “Does that mean…can you get me off?”

“Uh, honey….I don’t…”

“Well, be that way!” I flounced off to the bathroom.

“It’s not that…”

“What is it?” I called back.

“I’m just worried. It’s never happened before. I’ve never not risen to the occasion.”

I brushed my teeth, combed my hair out, and sashayed back into the bedroom. I was still nekkid, and he stared at my boobs that were big and fat like a cow’s, one of the phrases he had used to describe me to his girlfriend.

“What?” I asked.

“Aren’t you going to wear your night gown?”

“Don’t you know,” I giggled, “Girls only wear that stuff when they don’t want to get a big old penis shoved up their tight, little pussy.

He gulped. Maria had told me to talk dirty. It would emphasize his helplessness.

“Doesn’t it make you want to pork me?” I looked down at his weenie sadly. “I guess not.” Then I put a frown on my face. “You haven’t been fucking anybody else, have you?”

“Oh, God! No!” He blurted loudly, too loudly. Methinks thou doth protesteth too much.

“Well, okay. I mean…I know. You’re the truest and bluest. You’d never cheat.” I kissed his face and slipped into bed.

He stood there, holding his worthless dick.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?”

“Uh…”

“Come on, at least you can snuggle, and what does it matter if you’re firing blanks.”

“But I’m not firing anything.”

“Come on to bed.”

Finally, he got under the covers, and I knew he was holding his penis and thinking dire thoughts.

“Here, give me that,” I turned to him and reached down for his penis.

Not a throb, not a jerk. It lay in my hand like a condom full of Jello.

I put my arms around him, he did have a nice, warm body, and I felt him, and exulted in what I knew was happening.

It’s funny, I had felt guilty thinking about it, but now that the time had arrived, I didn’t feel so guilty.

We lay there for a while, and I drifted off. Then I drifted awake, he was stirring, getting out of bed. I smiled and went back to sleep.

Sunlight exploded in the window and I leaped out of bed. I felt more fresh and rested than I had in years.

My hubbie isn’t going to betray me anymore.

I slipped into a sexy bra and panties. I pulled on a short skirt and a thin blouse. My nipples were showing right through the material.

“Good morning!” I chirped, leaning over the bed to kiss him.

He grunted and groaned.

“What time did you go to bed?”

“Three, I think. I don’t know.”

“Oh, you want some breakfast? Put some lead in that pencil?”

His eyes opened up. His leadless pencil. I could see the thoughts racing through his mind.

“I…”

“I’ll fix some bacon and eggs. That’ll get you some energy. You’ll be hard in no time.”

“Oh…”

He sat up. He looked bad. His eyes were red, his skin sallow. I had a feeling he had been on the internet, probably looking for reasons why a man would be limp.

“Well, come on,” I pulled the covers off.

“Hey,” he reached to pull them back, it was too late.

“And bring them when you come, I want to do the wash. Or maybe you could just take them out to the garage and start the wash.”

“I…uh…oh.”

I sat down at my make up table and made myself sexy. Worked on my eyes, colored my lips what he had once referred to as ‘boner red.’

“What’s the occasion?” he asked.

“No occasion. I just want to be beautiful, do my part to excite your little traitor.”

“Can we stop talking about that?”

I turned and frowned. “Sure. Yes. But simple communication often solves problems.

“Not this one.”

He got out of bed. His dick was sill limp.

“Still not doing anything, eh?”

He grunted something and headed for the shower.

I smiled, finished my make up and went down to the kitchen.

The next few days were the most delicious days I ever had.

Doug was obsessed with his dick. All through the day he reached into his pants and felt himself.

Nothing there. So sorry.

That night he was unable, and I told him it was all right, but I tried not to sound so happy about it. After all, I was deprived.

And the next day.

The day after that I brought up…

“Honey, I want you to see a doctor.”

“I don’t need to see a doctor.”

“Your limp dick does.”

He glared at me.

“Sorry,” I said, not really sorry. “But we need to make sure that everything is all right. I mean, what if you have some kind of dreaded disease.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. I was researching this stuff the other day, on the internet, and there was an article about men who fuck so much their dicks actually fall off.”

“What?”

“Just fall off, no scab or anything, just fall off the tree like fruit that is past its time.”

“Come on, that’s bullshit.”

“I sobered. “Yeah, sorry, but I’m worried. You’ve never been unable to get erect. It might actually be part of a larger problem.”

“Well, I’m fine. I don’t have a problem.”

Of course he did, and it was the biggest elephant in the smallest room in the world.

“I made an appointment for you.”

“What?”

He looked up from his cereal.

“I said, I made an appointment with the doctor for you.”

“I don’t want to go!”

“Tough.You’re going. And that’s it.”

Now, here’s the odd thing, this was the first time I had ever talked tough to Doug in my life, and…I liked it.

I liked the way he flinched when I put my foot down. I made up my mind that I would have to do it more.

“Well, I’m not…”

“Shut up!” Yeah, it did feel good. “You’re going and that’s it. I am not going to have you drop dead on me just because you’re too scared to go to the doctor.”

“I’m not scared.”

“You’ll have a chance to prove that this Thursday at ten in the morning.”

Oh, the grumbles. He grumbled throughout the day and into the night.

But I knew I had won.

It was like when I had taken the sap out of his weenie I had taken the sap out of his spine.

Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I see you’re having erectile dysfunction.” She directed her statement directly into Doug’s face.

“Well, uh…”

“When did you first notice this problem?”

He told her, and she listened, and made notes, and looked very concerned.

And she was working for the Husband’s Hotline.

“Let me run some tests, check the blood, that sort of thing. We’ll find out what is going on.”

Doug actually looked a little relieved when we left the office. I handled his relief quickly, though.

“Doug.”

“Yes,” he was watching the road, waiting for a chance to turn into traffic.

“I need to get off.”

He blinked, stopped trying to turn and pivoted towards me. “What?”

“You can’t get me off, and I need…I have needs.”

“So…what am I supposed to do.”

Feel helpless, you ass.

“Well, we could stop and buy me a dildo.”

“A what! What? Are you kidding?”

“My pussy doesn’t think I’m kidding.”

“You don’t need a dildo! I can—“ he stopped talking.

“You can what? Get me off? You’ve already proven that you can’t. And until you can…I shouldn’t be deprived. I’m a woman, damn it! I have needs!”

“Look, honey, can’t we talk about this?”

“What’s there to talk about? Your dick doesn’t work. I need one that does. unless you want me to sneak around and have an affair or something. I would think a dildo would be much preferable to that.”

Oh, Lord, did I get him good with that one. I had brought up having affairs and then just run right over him. And I could see by the squashed look on his face that he was feeling about one inch tall.

“Well, I don’t…”

I interrupted him. I used some of that new power I was experiencing. “I want you to stop at the sex store on Sixth street. Go in and buy me a dildo.”

“What? I’m not going to—“

“Yes, you are. Because you have failed me with this,” I reached across the console and grabbed his crotch, you can make up for it by choosing a dildo for me. I want you to find one that you really think would make me happy.”

“I’m not going to do that!”

“Yes, you are. Because if you don’t do this for me I am going to make your life a living hell.”

He stare at me.

“Limpy.”

Oh, the look on his face. I had just scooped his soul out, mixed it up, and jammed it back into his weasel body.

“Honey,” he was reduced to begging. “You can’t ask a man—“

“A man?”

He actually  gave a sort of involuntary whimper.

“Now prove you’re a man and help me find satisfaction.”

He pulled into traffic, and his mind was falling into little pieces. But there was nowhere for those little pieces to hide. He was breaking down right in front of my eyes.

“It’s up here on the right.”

He pulled in to the parking lot of Romantix Sex Toys. I thought he might try to pass it, and I would have to tell him how worthless he was, but he already felt pretty worthless, I guess.

He pulled into a corner of the parking lot and sat dumbly.

“Well?” I asked.

He turned to me. “Honey, don’t make me do this!”

“Oh, come on. Satisfying your wife should be your first interest. I’m actually a little surprise you hadn’t thought of this earlier. I mean, you leave me high and dry every night! What am I supposed to do?”

Yet I spoke softly. I was having my way, and I had to make sure that I used my power carefully so that he wouldn’t suddenly revolt.

He got out of the car, then turned and looked back in. “What do you want?”

“A dildo.”

“Yes, but…what kind?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” I thought about just telling him to surprise me, but maybe I better take it easy.

“As big as yours used to…as big as yours. Maybe get me a couple. Different shapes and sizes. I’ve never fucked a lot of people, so maybe I should just try a few out.”

Again, I had zinged him. Spoken of cheating without accusing, just casually reminded him.

He trudged off, looking like his legs were made of wood, and I settled back to wait.

A dildo. Hmm. I had never used one, but Maria had told me how good they were. But she had also said I would start craving flesh. Even though flesh wouldn’t be as exciting as…as the various shapes and sizes, there was something about flesh that did the deed.

The car was running and I turned on the radio. Carrie Underwood was carrying on about scratching some guys car, and bashing the headlights out. Hunh. Silly. There were much better ways to get revenge.

Revenge. Doug had a six month sentence to carry out, and I was starting to regret that it was so short.

Maybe Maria would let me lengthen it. I mean, I felt so good and powerful and…and sexy!

I felt…my cogitations stopped as I watched Doug come back across the parking lot. Oddly, he didn’t look sad. His eyes had a gleam in them and he was walking fast. He slipped into the car and held the bag and stared at me.

“Okay,” he said.

“What? What is going on with you?”

He reached into the bag. “I don’t know. I was looking, and a girl came up and started asking me questions. I told her I was buying these for my wife.”

He took out a medium size dick. Pink. Nothing special. Just a long bullet.

“She said this will surprise you. Better for rubbing the nub—her words—than insertion.”

I stared at the thing, I held it. I was holding a fake dick, and it felt really strange. Surreal.

“Then she said this one will reach places you didn’t know existed.”

He took out a blue one, with two prongs at the base. It had ridges and bumps all the way up the shaft. The sides were clear and I could see a ring of ball bearings.

“And she said that this is for those long , lonely nights when you are feeling a little desperate.”

He took out a dildo, a thick one, black, and it kept coming out of the sack. And coming. And coming.

“Holy fuck!” I breathed. “I’m supposed to put that in me?”

“She said it is called Mandingo.”

I held the thing, my hands would fit around it, it was like a baseball bat.

“Come on, let’s go home.”

Stunned, I realized that Doug was excited.

“I thought you didn’t want to do this?”

I didn’t, but then the girl, and I just…I just…”

He didn’t finish his sentence, and I watched him drive.

He had a wild look in his eyes. An excited look in his eyes.

We arrived home, and he rushed up the stairs, bag in hand, then he rushed down. “Well, aren’t you coming?”

I was virtually speechless as I followed him up the stairs.

He put the bag of dildos on the side table, sat down in my make up chair, and watched.

I looked at him. I looked at the bag. I couldn’t believe this. This was supposed to crush him, but here he was…as excited as a boy at Christmas.

I took the dildos out of the bag and placed them on the bed.

“Get undressed,” he could hardly talk.

“Easy, slick,” I murmured, as I slipped out of my clothes. I took off my bra and my big tits fell forward, my nipples hard as pebbles.

“Uhhh,” it was a little wheeze of a groan. It sounded like he was getting excited…but he couldn’t get excited!

That was the day I learned the truth about sex.

Yes, boners are biological, but real sex happens in the mind.

I picked up the big, black one. It had fascinated me, and I looked at it.

And he looked at it. His eyes glistening. “Are you going to…are you going to…”

Tell the truth, I was a little creeped out.

I mean, he couldn’t fuck me, but the wild look in his eyes. This was real perv stuff. Fuck! What door had I unlocked?

I got on the bed, held the dildo in my hands. I was supposed to what? Just shove this thing up my pussy?

“Come here,” I asked, a bit throatily.

He came, eagerly. “What?”

“Get me ready.”

He dove between my legs. He lapped at my slit. He sucked on my clit. I could feel the softness of his tongue and the hardness of his teeth.

Finally, I was ready. Not greatly ready, but able to confront fucking a piece of plastic.

I pushed him away, spread my legs, and put the thing to my pussy.

He was a foot away, staring at my pussy.

“Go away,” I grunted, as I pushed the thing at my slit.

“What?”

“You’re creepy. Go away.”

Oh, the desperation on his face. “But…but…”

I looked around. “Go int the closest. Make me think you’re not here.”

He turned his head and looked at the closet, then he got up and ran to it. He slid in, his face sweaty and excited. The door was still open an inch, enough for his greedy eyes to scope me out, but I could at least pretend he wasn’t there, that I was alone…alone with my big, black dicked lover.

I pushed the head into me, and the pleasure was instant and excruciating. My hole just exploded, and I was only working the edge of it.

I slid it in a little, wiggling my hips and groaning at the goodness. Then, inch by inch, I engulfed the thing. I slid it all the way to the massive balls.

I held the balls, they gave me leverage, and I started fucking myself.

“Oh, God!” I cried out.

I heard a sound from the closet, but I managed to ignore it.

I rammed that thing into me, I felt like my pussy was being exploded, and sheer exhilaration and sex burst through me.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, jacking it harder and harder.

It was so big, twice as big around as Doug’s poor cock, and I could feel the veins on the sides sliding into me, irritating the nerves in such a wonderful way.

I began to lose track of my surroundings. There was nothing but this throbbing pole in my pussy. There was nothing but the back and forth as my nerves were rubbed one way then another.

“I began to whimper and cry at the same time. I lost track of everything except the giant in my cunt.

Suddenly, I began to scream meaningless words, phrases that had no meaning. I wasn’t aware of anything except this golden explosion, and I realized, as if from far away, that I was cumming.

I jacked and I jacked, and I came and I came.

Finally, eons later, I was done. Empty. My pussy actually hurt, but in the best possible way. I knew that I would be feeling this hurt in the coming days as my pussy recovered, that it would hurt, but in such a way that I loved it. A good way.

I flung the dildo away. It hit the wall and rolled across the floor.

The closet door moved an inch.

“Don’t come out!” I yelled. Funny, I didn’t think I could yell, but I had yelled that command at Doug.

The door closed.

I lay there, totally fucked out, and yet still horny. A big black dick. Every woman needs one.

I rolled off the bed and almost fell down. I caught myself and staggered.

I put on my clothes, starting with the half bra. My nipples peeked over the edge, and they hurt with a glorious goodness. I pulled on panties, and my lower lips felt like they had been rubbed raw. Well, they probably had. I had no idea how long I had lain on the bed and fucked myself.

I sat down at my make up table and caught sight of myself in the mirror. I was crying. Crying for the pleasure I had discovered.

“Are you all—“

“Shut up! Get back in that closet!”

The door clicked shut.

I sat there for a long time, staring at myself, and finally the tears stopped. But the white hot heat in my chest didn’t.

Finally, I put on my make up, repaired it, really. I made myself beautiful. I needed to. I was beautiful. I had just had the most incredibly great cum in the history of the world, and I deserved to look like a beautiful, ultimate woman.

Finally, I slipped into a housedress, combed my hair out, and left the room.

The closet door remained closed.

“Mr. Hotchkiss, we can find nothing wrong with you.”

We stared at her.

“The tests all came back and there is nothing wrong with you.”

“But why can’t I….why won’t my…”

“I’m going to refer you to another doctor.” She wrote on the back of one of her cards and handed it to me.

Willow Cather

Psychiatrist

Doug looked over my shoulder. “A psychiatrist? I’m not—“

“Shut up,” I snapped. Since that night of black dick love I had begun treating him more harshly.

And here’s the odd thing. I treated him harshly because he couldn’t get it up. He wasn’t a man. But it was me that made him that way.

And I treated him harshly because he was a peeping pervert, only wanting to watch me from hidden places. But it was me that made him that way.

The doctor didn’t even notice my tone.

“I suspect you’ve got some issues, Mr. Hotchkiss. This doctor will help you get to the bottom of them.”

He wanted to say something, but I glanced at him. He nodded.

“I’ll make an appointment for him,” I said, exerting my control.

“Excellent. Well, if that’s all…”

We left the office.

“I don’t want to see a psychiatrist,” his voice was low, careful. He didn’t want to make me mad.

“Too bad,” I said.

I was driving down the street. Part of my new personality demanded that I be the driver.

“But don’t I get any choice in this?”

I turned to him. “Honey, I’m doing this for your own good. You have a dick problem, and I’m not about to have my life wasted just because you can’t handle a little problem.:

“It’s not just a little problem. I can’t…”

“Doug,” I snapped. “If you don’t go see the psychiatrist I’m not going to let you hide in the closet anymore.:

Well, that did it. He shut right up and didn’t say another word.

“Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I’ve read Doug’s files, so let’s begin.” The psychiatrist was a pleasant, middle-aged woman with blue eyes and grey bubble haircut.

Doug and I sat down on a couch, next to each other.

“How long have you been unable to get an erection?”

Doug answered, and the questions began.

“How do you feel about your mother…do you hate your father…how often do you masturbate…do you watch porn…how many girlfriends have you had…”

And his answers started to come slower.

“Uh…I don’t know.”

“Thousands?”

“Oh…no.”

“Hundreds?”

“Uh…”

“Okay, let’s make this simple. Start listing them.”

“All of them?” He glanced at me.

I knew exactly what was happening. Maria had apprised me of the doctor’s methods, and I knew she was going to put Doug in a situation where he had to confess his infidelities.

“Of course. Let’s do this chronologically. Who was the first girl you ever…”

Doug named names. He had had a couple of girl friends in high school, maybe a dozen in college, then the list started to get big.

There was, uh, Janey. And—“

“And Janey was when?”

“My first job.”

We were married then, and I looked at him.

“Okay. And the second one?”

“Look, I don’t want—“

“Mr. Hotchkiss, Doug, many people lose the ability to erect from pornography. Do you watch a lot of porn.”

“Uh, some,” he was on the defensive.

“Define some.”

“I don’t know—“

“How many hours a day.”

“Uh…”

I nudged him. “Be honest.”

He looked incredibly guilty as he said, “Maybe three.”

I didn’t say a word. Dr. Cather made a note.

“Excellent,” Dr. Cather murmured. She looked up at Doug. “So we have one cause right there. Another cause would be cheating. A man cheats on his wife and he loses his erections. Do you cheat on your wife?”

“Uh…”

“Because that’s why we are listing your girlfriends. Your lovers. Women you have cheated on your wife with.”

“But, I don’t…” he looked like he was ready to cry.

“So I know it is tough, I know you are feeling unwanted emotions, but if you ever want your penis to function properly again you are going to have to finish this list of lovers.”

The office was silent for a long moment then.

“Mr. Hotchkiss. Who was your second lover at that first place you worked.”

“I…I…”

I decided now would be a good time to intervene. “It’s okay.”

He looked at me, his eyes tormented, his face miserable.

“Tell the truth now and we can work it out.”

“But…but…”

Now I didn’t command. I knew this was a fragile point in his life.

I faced him and said, “Doug, do you want your dick to work again?”

He started blubbering.

“Then be honest. No matter how much it hurts, be honest.”

“But you…you’ll…”

“I’ll what…”

He broke down and started sobbing.

The Doctor and I waited.

Finally, his tears lessening, Dr. Cather asked, “The girl…?”

“Her name was Alice.”

He couldn’t look at me. He couldn’t raise his head. He just looked down and started answering questions.

Samantha, Lauren, Roberta, Amanda…the list went on for a long time. My cheating, little hubby had been a busy boy.

I sat silently, and I wasn’t mad. I was distraught when I had first found out he was cheating, but I had had time to get over it. Besides, I was already having my revenge, so why bother getting mad?

Finally, he was done. He sat completely defeated, his mind shattered, his soul in ruins.

“Okay, Mr. Hotchkiss, we have made good progress.”

He finally looked up at her, he couldn’t look at me. “What am I supposed to do?”

Dr. Cather smiled wanly. “Well, that is really up to your wife.”

“My…my wife?”

“Yes. You see, it is her that you have wronged. You hurt her. And that hurt you, and the eventual result was that you lost the ability to have erections.”

“But what do I do?”

“You are going to to have to earn her trust.”

“How do I do that?”

“Do anything she says.”

“Anything?” He risked a side glance at me. There was a lot of fright in his face.

“Absolutely anything. Pretend her word is law. Make it so. Once she sees that you are sincere the healing process can begin.”

“I do anything she wants and I get my dick back.”

“Yes.”

“But what if…what if…” he again glanced at me, “what if she asks me to do something that I can’t…I can’t…”

“Oh, come now, Doug. She’s your wife. I doubt very seriously whether she would ever do anything to hurt you, and, in fact, I am sure that—“

“I want to dress him up like a girl and fuck him.”

Talk about a silence. Everything was deathly still. I hadn’t intended to say anything, but…heart of hearts, it just came out.

Now he looked at me, and his face was totally stunned. “You want to…”

“If you want me to forgive you…you’ll have to dress up like a girl. Completely, totally. A girl. Then I use one of my dildos on you. I’ll get a strap on and…” I stopped talking.

Dr. Cather scrutinized me.

Doug stared at me.

Finally, Dr. Cather said, “Well, it looks like we have a plan.”

Doug’s head spun towards her. “What?” He actually squeaked.

“It’s actually sound psychology. Be what you have hurt, then you can understand, and then the other person will see that you are sincere in your empathy.”

“But…but I can’t—“

“Then you’ll never be healed,” Dr. Cather commiserated.

“No boners for you,” I said.

I thought, for a while there, that Doug might actually have a heart attack, the way he was breathing, gasping for air. But he finally calmed down. We said our good byes to the good doctor and headed for home.

Doug sat, looking at the floorboards. He whispered, “I’m sorry.”

“Okay,” I responded without much feeling.

“”But can’t you forgive me? Without…without…”

I pulled into the parking lot at Romantix Sex Toys. He looked at the building. “What?”

“Go but a strap on harness for a dildo.”

“A…a…”

“And think about what dick you would like to take.”

“But I…but I…”

He finally gave up and went into the building. He came out with a small bag.

I walked into the living room and tossed my car keys on the side table. I sat down in his easy chair, flipped the lever and put my feet up.

He walked in behind me, head down. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“Sure,” I looked at him. “I want dinner. I want the dishes done. I want the laundry done. I want my feet rubbed.”

“And then you’ll forgive me?”

“Then I’ll be in a mood to fuck your ass.”

“But…but…”

“But before you do anything I want you to go put on one my bras, my panties, and a dress. And bring me down some red lipstick.

“Shoo.”

He actually shoo-ed.

I watched Fox news for a while. I got up and went in and got a bourbon and Coke. I sat down again.

I wondered whether Tucker Carlson had a dick. And if he did, how big it was. He didn’t look like the kind of guy who had a big—

“Is this okay?”

I turned my head. Doug stood there in a dress. I could see the panty lines and the straps on his shoulders.

I held out my hand and he put a tube of lipstick in it.

I had him bend down and I squeezed his cheeks and rolled on the lipstick.

He stood back, flaming red, and I said, “It’s a start. You’ll need a lot of work, but it’s a start.

I often wonder whether, if Doug had just given in right away, we would have gone so far.

But he didn’t, so the days passed, and I schooled him on making his body hairless, women’s clothes, long nails, and make up.

Within a matter of weeks he was prancing around the house, often in a maid’s black outfit, but always in woman’s clothes. I bought him a wig, and high heels, and he had his own outfits and make up. He took care of the house, did all the housework, inside and out, male and female. And he did seem relatively happy.

At least, he did when he came out of the closet after a long session of watching me pleasure myself.

But there was always that one piece that resisted, that wanted breaking.

So the days passed, and the weeks, and the months.

It was actually getting close to six months, his shot was about to wear off, when he finally broke.

He entered the living room, duster in hand, quite beautiful, actually, and knelt in front of me.

“Ma’am?”

“Yes, Dougie?”

“I think…I think I’m ready to…to do what you want.”

“Are you sure?”

I lifted his chin and gazed into his perfectly made up face. His hair was long now, and we kept it coiffed. “Are you sure?”

He forced himself to keep his eyes on me. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. Get two drinks and bring them to the bedroom.

When he arrived in the bedroom and presented me with a glass of bourbon and Coke I was ready. I was wearing nothing but the strap on. I had placed the big, black dick in it. It jutted out like a big, huge baseball bat.

He looked at the dick, and his throat worked.

“Drink,” I said, and he did.

Then: “Do we…is that…”

“You stalled so long…I think it is necessary we use the big one.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Up we go.”

He climbed on to the bed. He didn’t often get on the bed these days. I let him eat me a bit, especially if I was feeling like the big, black dick, but then he had to sleep on the floor. I was thinking about making him sleep in the kitchen, curled up like a dog. It was a warm, nice feeling.

“On all fours, your ass towards me.”

He knelt and pointed his fanny in my direction.

I didn’t waste much time. I lubed him up, even though he wasn’t much of a man he needed lube, and I reamed his ass with my fingers.

He began groaning, and I smiled.

“You’re going to like this,” I said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I put the head of my dick on his brown star and began pushing.

For a moment it was difficult, and he made a sound like he was in pain, then the lube worked, the brown ring opened up, and the head of my cock slipped into his nethers.

He flattened out, just collapsed and gave way. I was prepared for that, however, and I stayed with him, riding him down to the mattress.

“Oh…” he half yelped, half screamed.

I held still and let him get used to it.

He lay there, and the pain went away. Finally, he nodded.

I began to push into him. inch by inch.

“Oh…” he groaned.

Then I was in. Balls deep.

“Oh…oh…” he whimpered.

I smiled and began to ride him.

It was quite enjoyable, actually. I felt like with every stroke I was taking over some bit of him, taking over his power and making it into my own.

He was lightly sobbing, but I don’t think it hurt. I think he liked it. At least, his fanny started pushing back at me.

For long minutes I slowly went in and out, I could feel his prostate give way, and semen slithered out of his dick.

Wasn’t that interesting? His dick was limper than a drunken noodle, but he still had semen. Will wonders never cease!

Finally, all done, I pulled it out. Tears streaming from his face, his happy face, he looked at me, nodded, and went to clean himself up.

The next day, interestingly enough, he didn’t ask to be forgiven.

But I expected him to.

So I brought it up.

He was serving me lunch, and I asked, “Would you like to be forgiven? Or take hormones?

“Hormones, ma’am?”

“Yes. I think you would look wonderful with some real breasts. those breasts forms are okay, but…” I shrugged.

“So you forgive me…and I get my erections back..or…or…”

“Or you take hormones and grow a pair.”

I expected him to say he wanted to get his erections back. I mean, it must have been torture in that closet, having a mental hard on, but to be deprived of his real hard one. I was surprised, however, when he said, “I’ll take the hormones, ma’am. If it’s all right with you.

I nodded and dismissed him. Her. I would have to get another six month pill for him, but he had chosen to stay limp.

Life is interesting.

I had started out getting a little revenge, and discovered in myself a whole new person.

And I had discovered in my husband a whole new person.

Yes. Life is interesting…and I made a mental note to write a check, to make a large donation, to the Hubby Hotline.

END
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All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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