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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

When you read those old stories, like Wuthering Heights, you have people running around and going all weepy and pledging their love…but they never really get into what’s happening beneath covers.

So do you really think they have these secret meetings and just hold hands?

Nah! The clothes come ripping off, the boobs are high and tight, the man’s dingus is like a ramrod!

Right?

And anybody who thinks otherwise is a dope.

Did you know that my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke, actually rewrote the Oz books? The first couple of them, anyway. Blew me away.

Anyway, check them out on Amazon. I think the first one is called ‘The Horny Wizard of Oz.’

Of course he was! If you were in charge of a magical land and could cast a spell and every lady in the kingdom dropped her drawers…or if every man was suddenly stiff and rigid and unable to cum…wouldn’t you?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Boobs for Solidarity!

He got breast implants, but lost his dingus!

Grace Mansfield


Part One

Shiela was crying when Jason came home.

She was sitting at the kitchen table and she raised her head when he came through the door to garage.

She was wearing her good pencil skirt, a blouse and a jacket. Her auburn hair was coiffed and looking like ocean waves in the sunset.

She was wearing make up, and the mascara was streaked.

“Honey? Shiela? What’s wrong?”

Jason hurried to the table and sat across from her.

“Oh, Jason,” and she put her head down and cried.

He moved around the table and sat next to her, and she moved her head to his shoulder and sobbed.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

She looked up at him, tried to wipe her tears, but only managed to smear here make up more.

“I went to the doctor today.”

Jason’s heart moved downward in his body. It went through his stomach, down into his lower body and right to his feet.

“What is it?”

She cried some more, then looked at him again. “I’ve got…I’ve got…”

“Spit it out, honey. Whatever it is we’ll get through it.”

“Cancer.”

The word hit Jason like a sledge hammer to the chest.

“What?” Though he had perfectly understood her. Then: “What kind of cancer? Where?”

Shiela held on to him. “My breasts.”

“Oh, my God!”

Not to be crude, but Shiela’s boobs were his favorite body part of her.

Still, love was more important than body parts. He held her tightly and tried to calm her.

“Honey, it’s okay. People beat the big C all the time. There’s chemo and drugs and all sorts of things. It is just your breasts, right?”

She nodded, her face rubbing on his shirt front. “It is. but…but I’m going to lose them. They want to give me a mastectomy.”

Jason nodded, and he rocked her gently. “Honey, a person is more than a body part. You’re more than your legs, or…or your liver, or anything.”

“But you love my tits!”

“I love you more, and we’ll get through this.”

“Oh…okay.”

They talked long after that. They talked, and they had a quick dinner, just hot dogs and instant mashed potatoes, and by the end of the evening Shiela had stopped crying.

When the went to bed she noted her face in the mirror and gave a half sob at the mess she had made of her face.

“I’m so ugly.”

Jason grabbed her and pulled her into his arms once again. “We’re not going to say that. Never. You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, and nothing can change that.

Again, they hugged, and said little, and just dealt with what was happening.

Later, Shiela slept, the sound of her light snores gentle in the night, and Jason got up and walked out to the kitchen.

There he poured a big drink, bourbon and Coke, and quaffed it. He needed it. The big C was not something you take lightly. It was the heavy weight champ, and you had to take it seriously.

Then Shiela entered the kitchen. She came directly to him and snuggled against him. “I’m sorry I’m such a baby,” she said.

“You’re not a baby, or, if you are, then I like it.”

“I’ve driven you to drink.”

“Sorry, but…I needed it.”

They stood in the dimly lit kitchen for a while, this time not talking, just taking in each others presence.

People go through series of emotions. What series depends on what situation they are in, what experience they are going through.

Something like cancer people will cry, and deny, and lie, and try…to be brave.

As they stood in the kitchen they realized some of the emotions they would be traveling through.

And it was okay.

They went to bed again, and this time they lay awake, didn’t even try to sleep. They just held each other and thought.

If only thoughts could cure illnesses she would have been well ten times over.

Jason moved his hand down her chest and stopped. “Can I…is okay to touch them?”

“Of course,” she laughed, but it was a sad sort of a laugh. “Touch them, suck them, make me enjoy them while I have them. Please. I need you to do that.

So he touched them, and fondled them, and tried not to imagine what it would be like when she didn’t have them.

Then she grabbed his dick, roughly, and said, “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, so I’ll always remember.”

He took her roughly. Aware, concerned, but understanding what she wanted.

He pushed into her, slammed her, kissed her hard. Then he flipped her over and took her from the rear.

She moaned, and pushed back.

And it was good.

The next day they went to the doctor for a pre-surgery examination .

Jason wanted to be there so he could ask questions and could fully understand what the doctor was going to do, and what he would have to do to help Shiela recover.

The doctor had Shiela take off her gown and he palpated her breasts thoroughly. He felt under, over, around, and spent a lot of time feeling the area around and behind her nipples.

To Jason it looked like there was nothing wrong. Her breasts were big and firm and the nipples stood up straight.

Shiela winced a few times, but that could have been because the doctor had to feel her hard.

“So when do you operate?”

“We’re looking at next week. We have to liaise with the hospital, but they are talking next Tuesday. Now, let’s talk about reconstruction.”

“Is she going to have full sensations with the …the reconstruction?”

Eighty per cent,” answered the doctor. “They won’t feel the same, either. We try to get them as lifelike as possible, but there are limits to silicon. They won’t be as soft, and they won’t sag.”

“What about nipple sensation?” asked Shiela.

“That’s a tough one. We try to isolate all the nerve endings and ducts, but this is a very concentrated area. Some women retain full sensation, others get less.”

“How much less.”

“That’s something we’ll find out.”

The meeting on for some time, but by the time it was over Jason and Shiela were totally in the know. Unfortunately, Shiela was now scared.

“I don’t want to do this,” she said as they drove home.

“I know,” Jason said.

“What if I just went natural, did herbs and things.”

“You saw the statistics on those, they’re not good.”

“I know, but…”

“Whoa, what’s this?”

They pulled up to their house and several neighbors were gathered in the front yard.

Jason parked and they got out, and the neighbors clustered around.

“Hey, Shiela, we’re here for you.”

“When are you going to get the operation?”

“Let us know what you need.”

Shiela was a little floored, to say the least. “But, how did you find out?”

“Your mother,” said the neighbors who lived in the house to the right of theirs. she called me, and I told Rhonda, and Rhonda told…it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we’re here for you.”

Shiela was caught between embarrassment, she didn’t want to air her personal problems, and gratitude for the outpouring of support.

The meeting quickly became a party, and other neighbors showed up.

Hot dogs and hamburgers on the back grill, lots of beer, and a few of the guys made some hard drinks.

The girls pretty much clustered around Shiela and had a hen party. It was exactly what Shiela needed, and she even drank a beer herself, the doctor had told her she could still drink, but not too much.

The guys wandered around, had little meetings, talked everything from the coming operation to sports.

A few hours later everybody was comfortably high, Shiela was feeling the best she’d felt in months, and Jason was feeling pretty loosy goosy. He and Chuck Johnson, who lived in the house on the right, were talking about the Superbowl, and Chuck, quite bleary-eyed, suddenly said, “You should show solidarity.”

“What do you mean?” Jason hiccuped.

“Well, like when women get cancer and they lose their hair, everybody shaves their head.

A couple of the other guys overheard this and they moved into the group. “Yeah, Jason. “If Shiela goes bald, you have to, too.”

One of the girls heard that, from all the way across the patio, and she blurted, “Jason’s gonna get his head shaved for you, Shiela.”

Shiela smiled. All this encouragement, she felt really good. “That’s my Jason. He’s my support animal.”

There were a lot of chuckles over that.

“No, I’m serious,” said Chuck. “If you get chemo and lose your hair then Jason’s got to get his head shaved, too.”

“Really?” asked Shiela.

“Several of the other girls ‘oohed.’

“Well, I would, but you’re not going the chemo route.”

That caused some interest, and while the girls already knew about the mastectomy, the guys were suddenly blinking and thinking.

For a woman to lose her tits…that was…heavy.

Chuck laughed. “So you’re going to get some implants. So will Jason.”

Then everybody was laughing, Jason most of all. It seemed like a joke, but suddenly Shirley blurted, “That’s sweet of you Jason.”

Jason tried to figure out what she was talking about, but he had had too much to drink. He said, “What?”

The guys patted his back. “You’re a gutsy guy, Jason. I never would have been able to do that.”

“Do what?”

And some of the girls talked about how cute Jason would look with implants.

And some of the guys talked about how heavy tits were and how Jason would have to have the implants done.

And so it went. Everybody laughing and joking, and Jason puzzled, but glad. Every time he looked at his wife he was glad all over again.

The next day Jason’s decision to have implants to match his wife’s was on Facebutt. And by noon it had a thousand hits, all positive.

The women in town thought it was a marvelous way to express one’s love.

The guys in town were amazed, and a few actually sounded envious.

Jason didn’t hear about it until lunch, when he walked into the lunch room and heard the TV announcer talk about the courageous man who was supporting his wife.

He smiled, started eating, then realized the hair head on TV was talking about him.

“What?” he squeaked.

Some of the guys came by and congratulated him.

When he returned to his desk he passed a cubicle in which some of the secretaries were having a small party.

“Jason! That is so brave of you!”

“I wish my husband was that brave.”

And one of the girls cupped his ass, and when he turned she actually kissed him. “You’re our hero, Jason, supporting your wife like that.”

Jason stumbled on to the cheers of the women.

He was flabbergasted. Who woulda thunk? Yet…he had a warm feeling in his heart.

Last night he had figured it was all a joke.

This morning the joke had become real.

Still, it was a joke. At least it was to him. He had no intention of getting breast implants.

He was a man, dammit!

Then he got the phone call from Human Resources.

Jason walked into HR and was greeted by an overweight lady named Marcy. Marcy was known as a ball buster, but she welcomed Johnny, told him to have a seat, and offered him tea or coffee.

“No, I just ate.”

“Well, good. No doubt you’re wondering why I called you up here?”

“I was a little curious.”

Marcy leaned forward. Her big breasts laid on the desk and her second chin jiggled lightly.

“Jason, what you’re doing, getting implants, it’s pretty ballsy.”

Jason would have interrupted her and told her that he wasn’t getting implants, but she was saying such nice things about him…

“I never figured you for that kind of guy. Honestly, I thought you wee a little shallow, but I’m glad to see I was wrong.

“I talked to the boss and we’re going to give you two weeks leave, paid, and not off your vacation time. In addition, I’ve been in touch with our insurance company, and they’ve agreed to cover your operation.”

That was the moment it hit for Jason. When Marcy said ‘operation.’

He was going to have to speak up, nip this in the bud. If he didn’t…

But Marcy kept talking, telling him what a cool fellow he was, and saying there might be a managerial position open in the summer, and…

And when Jason left her office he was dazed, and walking on air, and scared.

Was he really going to get this operation?

He was a guy! He shouldn’t have tits! What would the other guys think?

But the other guys, as he found out when he talked to his shift boss, were fine with it.

Apparently their wives were so happy with the news of Jason getting an implant that they were treating their husbands as if they were the ones getting the implant.

Jason had become a sort of poster boy for how husbands should be treated.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“Back here!” Shiela called from the TV room.

Jason went to the TV room and found Shiela watching TV, and the newsie’s were talking about what a fine fellow Jason was.

“This is a fellow who understands women,” said one lady.

When a male counterpart begged to differ he was treated to sneers and snipes.

Jason stared at the screen.

“Honey, are you really going to go through with this?” asked Shiela. “I thought we were all joking last night, but the way…have you seen what people are saying on Facebutt?”

Jason nodded. He suddenly had a nervous sensation in the pit of his stomach. “I…yes.”

“So you are going through with it?” And she was suddenly hugging him, and crying, and carrying on like he had just invented the cure for COVID or something.

“Honey! I’ve never been so proud of you. All the girls have been calling me and telling me how lucky I am to have you.”

That was the moment that Jason realized he was stuck. He was committed. He was going to get breast implants.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. He was drinking too much, but he needed to.

The phone rang. Ding! Ding! Ding!

“I’ll get it,” chirped Shiela.

She entered the living room and picked up the phone. Jason listened, he couldn’t help but listen, and one more nail was pounded into the coffin.

“Yes, we’re all set. Tuesday. He is! Oh, my gosh! He’ll be so happy, I’ll tell him!”

Then she hung up and came into the kitchen. “That was the doctor. They arranged to do our breast implants at the same time. They want to see us tomorrow to take measurements.”

“Oh…oh.” Jason was dazed and the world was spinning. “That’s…that’s wonderful.”

“Isn’t it?” And Shiela actually jumped and clapped her hands.

The following day Jason and Shiela reported to the doctor. Since Jason had already gone to the doctor with Shiela he knew about the implant procedure. So the doctor had him remove his shirt and he took measurements. He measured around Johnny’s chest. He measured weird things, like the distance from Jason’s elbows to his shoulders, and logical stuff, like the location of Johnny’s nipples, the width of his chest, and so on.

And Jason felt very weird when the doctor explained that he was going to need a bra.

“Are my boobs going to be that heavy? I thought I’d get some cute, little perky ones.”

Jason about died describing boobs like that, especially in conjunction with himself, but he had to.

“Well, the problem is that your chest is wide. Male chests are normally wider than female chests, and if we put in small implants it will look somewhat silly, like little golf balls too far apart. But if we put in big ones, like the Chyna 2000 implants, then your chest will look normal.”

Chyna 2000s?”

“Named after a professional wrestler, Joanie Laurer. She was billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. These are top of the line implants. They were made with such things body slams and other wrestling maneuvers in mind. Believe me, you’ll be very happy with the Chyna 2000 implants.”

Jason nodded.

“Now, just a suggestion, you should probably remove your chest hair.”

“Remove it?”

“Chest hair will look funny on breasts. In fact, it might be best if you just shaved your whole body, or used Nair. We’re going to have to sterilize your chest, and shave it, and if you come in ahead of the game…” The doctor shrugged.

Jason drove home, Shiela beside him, and he was in deep thought. Not about the upcoming operation, although that was in his mind, but because of an oddity that had happened.

While the doctor was measuring his chest he had gotten a boner.

The doctor’s hands gripping his pectorals like they were tits, feeling his nipples and making them rigid, it was all too much.

For the nth time he had the thought: I’m a man, dammit!

And he was. But he was about to be a man with boobs.

The days passed slowly, and the horror mounted just as slowly.

Jason would wake up in the morning, look at himself in the mirror, and shiver.

Yet he couldn’t back out. He was famous, at least in his town. The newspaper ran stories on him and Shiela.

So he shivered, and worried, and alternated between being happy, and concealing his feelings of fear.

He concealed his feelings so well that nobody was aware of them. Not even Shiela.

The upside was that Shiela was more loving than she had ever been. Even if she didn’t feel like it, she gave him sex. And she even gave him head.

In fact, he didn’t know who started it, but women passing by kept accidentally bumping their hands against his groin. A few times, once in an elevator and once in the mail room at work, a woman gave him a full on grope.

Oh, it wasn’t love, and it wasn’t a come on to a fuck. It was just women showing their appreciation for his act of solidarity.

Then came the day of the operation.

Shiela went in early. She had to have cancerous material removed. She was lucky in that she would get her implants the day of the surgery. Usually patients had to wait months before getting the implant procedure. She was getting them right away.

Jason went in a couple of hours later. They would wake up about the same time, and both be endowed.

Jason kissed Sheila, then the nurses rolled her away.

Jason sat in a waiting room and stared at a book without seeing a thing.

Every once in a while somebody would pass in the hallway, and every once in a while somebody would stop and chat.

He was a hero, but he sure didn’t feel like it.

He felt like a freak, and shortly he was going to look like a freak.

Shortly after lunch, while Shiela was just getting finished with the first part of her operation, Jason was prepared for his operation.

Final paperwork was gone over, then he was rolled down the hall.

And it seemed like an awful lot of people knew him. People he had never seen wished him well, patted his hand, and one brazen nurse placed her hand right on his crotch and kissed his cheek.

In the operating room he lay on the table and looked at the ceiling. He tried to count the dots in a square of the sound proof tiles overhead.

The doctor came in, nurses came in. Instruments were readied. The anesthesiologist entered and sat down next to Jason.

“Well, are you ready?”

Jason was gulping, and he said, “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Well, just to be on the up and up, the anesthesiologist smiled. “I’m a big fan. Then he put the face mask over Jason’s face and said, “Count backwards from 100.”

Every patient tries to stay awake, and every patient. fails. Jason was no exception. He reached 95 and…

…woke up.

He felt warm and fuzzy, and he knew he was all drugged up, and he liked it. After the week of worrying he was ready for a little ‘relaxed brain’ time.

He was in a long room with a dozen beds, and he was the only recovering patient.

“Hello, Jason.”

Oh, he wasn’t alone. Shiela was in the bed across the way.

“Shiela! How did it go?”

“I don’t know. I just woke up. But I’m feeling good.”

“Me, too. Do you think we could score some of these drugs? Take them home and stay stoned?”
Shiela laughed. She sounded tired, but happy. Of course she was happy, the enemy had been cut out of her body.

“How are your boobs?”

Shiela sat up and looked at her chest. “Well, I’m bigger than I was, but I’m bandaged up. I’m probably pretty ugly under there.”

Jason lurched forward, then controlled his motion. He sat up and looked down.

“Whoa!” he blurted.

“What?”

“I’m fucking huge!”

“Chyna 2000s, babe.”

Jason slipped a leg out and sat sideways on the bed.

“Whoa!” blurted Shiela.

“What?”

She had a sideways view of him now, and she said, “You’re bigger than me.”

At that moment a nurse came in, smiled, and welcomed the couple back to the real world.

She took care of Shiela first, mainly telling her that she had to be careful, don’t move quickly, don’t rip the sutures, don’t do any gymnastics.

Then she turned to Jason. She saw his chest under the gown and smiled. “Jason, forgive me for being a wee bit unprofessional, but that is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.”

Jason blushed.

“Okay, let me give you a quick exam, and we’ll get you fitted with a bra.”

“A bra,” he said, dully.

“That’s right. You don’t want to sag or get stretchmarks, so you’ll be wearing a bra from here on out. Not that you’ll sag much, your implants have been hooked right to your ribs. You’ll be standing up and proud from here on out. But a bra will take some of the load off your ribs, and your back.”

Shiela sat up and watched as the nurse helped him out of his gown and started feeling his breasts.

She placed her hands under them and lifted. She checked their weight. She listened with a stethoscope. In fact, she seemed to be spending an awful lot of time just massaging his boobs.

“Well,” she smiled. “Everything is normal.” She was breathing a little fast, and her eyes were sparkling. She even had a little red in her cheeks.

She put the bra on Jason, made sure his boobs were correctly in the cups, then she reached around him to fasten the snaps in the back.

Jason felt like she was hugging him.

“Sorry, it’s difficult to get this thing fastened.”

Finally, she backed off, and Jason felt the effects of being firmly supported.

It felt good. It transferred weight to his shoulders. Of course it made him stand out even further.

The nurse quickly backed off and mumbled, “I’ll see you later.”

She left the room, and Shiela hissed, “Did you just get felt up?”

Yet she wasn’t mad, more amazed.

Jason nodded. “It’s been like that. I didn’t say anything, but I get groped wherever I go. Women seem fascinated with me.”

“Well, you are fascinating.”

Jason looked at her. She was staring at him, and maybe it was his imagination, but she looked..excited. Sexually excited.

“They’ve mostly been feeling me down there, real quick and subtle, but…am I going to have to worry about having my boobs groped?”

Shiela chuckled. “You are.”

“Really?”

“Did you see the look on her face? She couldn’t keep her hands off you.”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“You guess…I know. Women know women.”

“So what am I going to do?”

“About being groped?”

“Yes!”

Shiela sat back, looked at the ceiling for a moment, and smiled. She leaned forward again and looked at him. “Honey, if you were a woman I’d tell you to scream ‘rape.’”

He stared at her.

“But you’re a man. You’re one of the ones who normally does the groping.”

“But I’ve never…”

She raised a palm to stop him.

“Honey, you’re a man. When you even look at a woman there is appraisal and the start of desire in your look. You dissect the fairer sex with your eyes, making judgment on the size of our boobs, the sway of our ass. This is just the way you are. This is the way all men are.”

“Your point being?”

“My point is that you’re going to get groped, and you might just as well enjoy it.” She giggled.

“Enjoy it?”

“Go with it. Put up with it. Learn how to have fun with it.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“Yes, you can, and you will enjoy it, and I’ll even enjoy it. Just think, you’re going to be getting back what you’ve been putting out ever since you went through puberty.”

“You make it sound…sound…”

“Like you’re a piece of meat?”

“Well, yeah. I guess.”

“Well, good. Sometimes men do that to women.”

Jason sighed. He wasn’t happy with the conversation, but something he couldn’t deny, his pecker was rising up.

Even though he as still on drugs, his dingus was singing. He looked down and saw the bump under the sheets.

Shiela saw it, too, and she laughed. “There it is! That’s the proof we needed!”

Then she grew sober. “Do you remember Audi Murphy?”

Jason blinked. “What? What does Audi Murphy have to do with the price of carrots in Ukraine?”

“He was a war hero, most decorated soldier, and then he was a movie star, and the world loved him. You liked his movies, and I got interested in his cherub face, and I looked him up on the internet. I came across an interview with his wife.”

Jason was wondering where this was going.

“The person interviewing her pointed out that Audie was a ladies’ man, that he was untrue to her, but that she still loved him.”

“Again, what are you saying?”

“Mrs. Murphy said that she came to the realization that the world, specifically the women, wanted Audie Murphy. And the women wanted him sexually. And he was a man, and he would do what a man did, and she said she realized that though she didn’t like it, she was going to have to share him.”

“Share him.”

“Look, those pillows on your chest make it look like you’re a member of the sisterhood. That automatically builds up trust. Women are going to be more comfortable around you, they won’t treat you like the regular, sex starved bozo that is a man. They’ll be willing to touch you, and they will look at your chest and think. Sexually think.”

“But I don’t—“

Again, she interrupted him. “No, you don’t. But all of this attention, this fascination for the man who has broken through, combined with the fact that you’re a hero…women are going to want you.”

“Want me.” Now he was surprised.

“They will want you, and they will accost you wherever you go.”

“So what am I supposed to do about that?”

“Whatever you want.”

“Let them grope me?”

“Honey, you won’t be able to stop them. When it comes down to it, even though women are always avoiding the male pursuit, they are just as hungry, sexually, as any man.”

He stared at her.

“Yes?” she tilted her head and smiled at him.

“What are you really saying here?”

“I’m saying that I can’t afford to be mad, pissed off, angry, whatever, if you find yourself in a compromising position.”

“So it’s okay if I fuck somebody else?” He was whispering, trying to grok it all.

“No. But since there’s nothing I can do about it…” she shrugged her shoulders.

“But…you…we…we could move away!”

“Do you want to leave your home? Your friends?”

“If I’m going to be forced to fuck, then yes!”

Shiela just shook her head. “Look at you. You’re such a good liar.”

“I’m not—“

“Look down!”

He did, and his little bump was now a big bump.

“You’re a man, and the idea excites you. Don’t deny it.

Now Jason was caught. It was exciting. there was a direct correlation between what she was saying and the size of his boner.

Having made her point, Shiela sat back and watched Jason.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything. Just be honest, tell me the truth, and we’ll get through this.”


Part Two

Jason went home, and Shiela had to spend a couple of days at the hospital. Hers was the more serious operation.

But the fun and games started as soon as Jason arrived at home.

He was in an Uber, slumping his shoulders in a way to try and hide his enormous boobs. The driver noticed, but he didn’t say anything.

Jason walked up the steps to the front door, and Ellie Halston, the neighbor from a few doors up, was walking her dog.

“Hi, Jason!” she trotted up, almost dragging her miniature poodle. She hadn’t taken the dog for a walk in Jason’s memory.

“Uh, hi.”

“I see you’re home.”

“Yes.”

She was moving next to him, and it almost seemed like she was encouraging her mutt to pull his leash between Jason’s legs.

“Well, I…could you let my dog have a little cup of water?”

Jason should have known better. There was a garden hose right there, and Ellie’s house was only a hundred feet away.

“Sure.”

In truth, he expected her to grab the garden hose, but she followed him into his house.

He turned and she slid right past him and into the kitchen.

Ellie grabbed a shallow bowl and dripped a bit of water into it and put the bowl on the floor.

The dog turned up its nose.

Then Ellie was closing in on him. Moving closer, making sure he had to face her. “So how does it feel to, uh, you know?”

“I don’t know,” said Jason honestly. “I just got them.”

Her face was now a foot from his, and her eyes were almost sparking.

“Can I see them?”

Now Jason was caught, and he realized that he was caught, and he realized that Shiela had been right. He wasn’t even home and he was being accosted.

“Please?” And hidden in her bright smile was the knowledge: You show me yours and I’ll show you mine.

“Well, I—“

“It’s nothing between us girls, you know. We show each other our tits all the time.”

“Well, I—“

Then her hands were actually on him, feeling his boobs.

Jason tried to back up, but she moved with him.

“Oh, those are nice.”

Her hands were quick, and she undid buttons and pulled his shirt apart.

Jason looked down. He was still enormous. He had mountains.

Ellie fondled his breasts. She stared at the expanse of skin bulging up. She licked her lips.

One hand went down to his groin.

Finally, Jason managed to move. “Please, I don’t…I just got out of the hospital.

For some reason, Ellie wasn’t put off by his refusal. But she still had her hands on his boobs.

Then she lowered one hand and grabbed his package.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jason.

Ellie squeezed, and grinned up into his face.

“Please…”

And he moved her hands off him with his own.

Now Ellie pouted. “I’m offering you something, Jason. Something that doesn’t grow on trees.”

“I’m sorry…I’m married…I…”

“Well!” Taking an attitude she stomped out of the house. Her little doggie looked back at Jason sorrowfully.

Jason sighed and sagged against the counter. Heysoos. He just wanted to relax, catch some ZZZs. What the fuck! Ellie had never come on to him like…oh, yeah. He had tits now.

The next day Jason headed for the hospital. He was approached by an older lady in the parking lot, and the lady went right up to him and grabbed his tits.

“Eeek!” Jason felt ridiculous. He had actual screamed, like a little bitch.

He ran away from the victorious lady.

In the elevator up to the third floor a nurse asked him if he would like to accompany her to a closet.

Jason shook his head, and he must have looked frightened. The nurse patted him on his cheek. “Well, don’t worry. You’ll come around.”

Then she marched off down a hallway, and Jason went the other way to his wife’s room.

Shiela was in a bed in a two person room. The other person in the room was a diminutive lady, only five foot tall, but her eyes glistened when Jason entered the room.

“Here he is! Hi, honey!”

Jason gave her a kiss. He was about to sit down when Shiela said, “Juanita wants to see your boobies.”

Jason’s mouth opened and he blinked.

“Oh, don’t be such a stick in the mud. Show her.”

He didn’t want to, but Shiela was so insistent that he finally opened his shirt front and showed the other woman his big chest.

“Wow! They’re big!”

Jason felt, once again, like a piece of meat. The woman didn’t care about him, she didn’t ask how his day was or what he did for a living. She just wanted a glimpse, and then a feel, of his boobs.

“Go on, let her feel them,” encouraged Shiela.

Against his better judgement, Jason let the woman squeeze his breasts, then she ran a thumb over the outline of his nipples in his bra.

Jason shivered and the girls laughed.

“Okay, back to your soap operas, Juanita. “You’ve had your fun.”

“Thanks, Shiela,” and the woman turned on her TV, and, sure enough, she tuned it to a soap opera.

Jason sat down and tried to get over his red face and heavy sweat.

Shiela was laughing. “What’s the matter, honey? Don’t like being a sex object?”

“Not really.” Then he told her about Ellie coming over, ostensibly to water her dog, which sounded really lame.

Shiela just chuckled. Then: “Why didn’t you fuck her?”

Jason was aghast. “But…I’m married!”

“And we talked about this.” She sighed. “I almost wish you had just so you can get over it.”

“You want me to fuck somebody else?”

She shrugged. “Jason, you should understand something. Technically, you’re my man. I own you.”

That was brazen and even a little off putting.

“But if I hold onto you too tightly, you’re going to revolt. And even if it wasn’t you, the other women would eventually have their way with you.”

“So you do want me to fuck somebody else.”

There it was, not a question, but a statement of affirmation.

And Jason came to a decision.

That night, when he went home, he dug through the bottom dresser drawer in their bedroom. This was where they kept their sex toys. He shoved a couple of vibrators aside. He moved the velvet handcuffs. He pushed the penis gag aside, and…he found it.

They had bought a chastity device some time ago, but had never used it. Jason didn’t like how horny it made him, but now he needed it. Horny or not, he needed to be protected from the women who were coming after him.

He was horny, the days of women groping him and fondling him had made him so, and his pecker stood out and drooled.

Heysoos! he thought. Does it never end?

And, of course, it didn’t.

So he laid back on the bed and began to stroke himself.

But he couldn’t get off. He was hard and horny, but…he couldn’t, and he started to worry. After all, when old faithful doesn’t erupt, there’s got to be something wrong.

He went into the computer room and called up some porn. He stared at pictures of big breasted woman being poked by big dicked men.

He watched Holly and Richelle and Casca, but…his dick would not squirt!

Now he was worried. His dick was hard! All the time! And he had never had this trouble before!

So why couldn’t he squirt?

Then, he was cruising through sites, looking for inspiration, he came across an image of a girl with a dick.

Oh, fuck!

A lady boy! A trans! A shemale! Whatever you wanted to call it!

Was this why he couldn’t cum?

By him getting tits had some essential, manly part of him been changed?

He clicked on the pic, hoping to prove his thesis false. He would look at the pictures of men with tits, like himself, and prove that this wasn’t the source of his horniness.

He opened up a movie and watched. He didn’t touch his penis, he was afraid, but he watched.

Nothing was happening. Good. He didn’t want it to happen. He wanted to be good, old heterosexual Jason. He just wanted— “Unh…unh…FU-U-U!”

His baby better shot out of the head of his dick.

Long squirts of white hot fever, and then…he was soft.

And terrified.

I’m a man! he thought. I’m not a woman! Or..or…one of those…those hybrid things!

But he had cum from seeing a man with tits! He was weird! He was a pervert! His life was over!

But he didn’t try to kill himself. He just wiped his dick off and put it in the chastity tube.

The tube was only a couple of inches long. He barely fit in it soft. And it was narrow. He had to grease himself up, and then it was like trying to put a rubber band into a keyhole.

Still, he managed to make it happen. He put the circle around his package and clicked the tube and the ring together. It locked automatically.

He stared at his dingus. It wiggled inside the plastic sheath. It tried to get hard, and it was so incredibly frustrating.

But at least he was safe from predatory females. Now they couldn’t reach him.

Sure, they’d still be able to touch his boobs, but…there was nothing they could do about it.

He had circumvented the perverts of the world.

Then he had the thought, even though I’m one of those perverts.

The next day Jason headed for the hospital.

When women smiled at him he smiled back, for they couldn’t defile him.

Sure, they still groped his chest, but now he was safe!

He rode up in the elevator, secure in the knowledge that nobody could have him unless he produced the key. But he had left the key at home.

Heck, he had almost been tempted to destroy the key, or just flush it down the toilet.

But he managed not to go that far.

“Hey, honey!” he smiled and kissed Shiela.

“What are you so happy and smug about?”

He told her.

He smiled, she was incredulous.

Jason…you…what?”

“Locked myself up. Now I don’t have to worry about being true to you.”

She shook her head. “Oh, honey. You’ve done it now.”

“What do you mean?” his brows dipped.

“Don’t you know how nature works?”

“Of course I do.”

“But you locked your thing up anyway.”

“Of course I did!”

“Jason, when a female animal gets in heat all male animals are afforded the right, do you know what happens if the female of the species is not willing?”

“What?” he was confused.

“Then the males turn on here. They nip her and bite her, and they can even kill her!”

“What?”

“It’s the survival instinct. It’s the reason for sex, and you…you…you’ve just put yourself in a bad position.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Jason! If you don’t pleasure females, then eventually they will turn on you! They have to! It’s survival!”

“No! I’ve never heard of that. That’s crazy!”

“And I’m telling you, right now. Go home and take that thing off.”

“Take off the chastity tube?”

“If you don’t you’ll be sorry. Women will gather. They will come together and pursue you. They will track you down and try to have their way, and when they can’t…they will hurt you.”

“No! You’re being silly! You’re just saying this to…to…”

“To what? I don’t have anything to gain. In fact, I’m worried that you’re at risk.”

“This is ridiculous. Women beating up men to have sex? That goes against everything I’ve ever heard! Men are supposed to do the pursuing.”

“But if they don’t then the women turn on them. Haven’t you ever heard that women are the more vicious of the species?”

“Sure. But that’s…” he ran out of words.

“Honey,” Shiela turned very serious. “Go get the key and take that thing off before women find out.”

“It’s in my pants.”

“And you’ve been groped, and you will be groped, and when women realize they’ve been cheated,” she shook her head sadly.

Jason sat and just shook his head right back at her. This was the stupidest thing he had ever heard of.

At that moment the. little girl in the bed next to Shiela’s woke up. She smiled and stretched when she saw Jason.

“Come here, stud. Let me feel your tits.”

Jason was compelled to, not because he wanted to, but because he wanted to prove that Shiela was wrong, that he was at no risk.

He moved to Juanita’s bed and she reached out a hand and felt his breasts. “Oh, you are such a manly woman!”

“Jason,” Shiela warned.

Then Juanita reached down and felt his package.

Except all she felt was the plastic tube.

The change in her was instantaneous. Her pretty face became a snarl. Her eyes widened, then narrowed.

“What have you done?” she hissed.

“Jason! Get out of here!”

Jason wasn’t alarmed. Not yet. The woman was small, petite, and he was a big man.

Then she came out of her bed and attacked him.

Jason went backwards over Shiela’s bed.

Shiela shrieked and protected her breasts.

Juanita scratched him, bit him, and end up on the bottom when they completed their roll across the bed.

Jason jumped up and ran around the bed.

“Come here, you son of a bitch!”

Juanita scrambled over the bed and Jason dodged the other way.

A nurse came in. “What is all this ruckus!?”

Jason tried to hide behind her.

Juanita screamed, “Feel him! See what he’s done!”

The nurse was confused.

Shiela: “Jason, you need to leave, get that thing off of you.”

“What thing?” asked the nurse, confused.

“Feel him!” snapped Juanita.

The nurse reached out and grabbed Jason by the manhood. The patient, kind caring face evaporated, and in its place was a snarling, snapping animal.

“What did you do?”

Jason slapped her hand away and backed up.

“Jason! Run for it!”

Jason turned and ran. the nurse and Juanita, who had a broken leg, ran after him.

“Come back here!”

“Stop him!”

Nurses and doctors and patients backed away, but as the nurse and Juanita passed the women started to react. Their heads snapped around and they glared after Jason. Then they joined the pursuit.

Jason reached the end of the hallway. He looked back and saw the snapping, shrieking pack of insane women.

He ran down the staircase. People stepped aside from his mad rush, but when the women crowded onto the stairs and passed them, it was like they were infected by the smell, the psychosis, the whatever it was that was changing normal, reasonable women into screaming harpies.

The good thing about a mob is that it is unwieldy. It gets in its own way. Thus, Jason was a good ways ahead of it when he burst out of the stairwell and into the parking lot. He was confused as to where he was, but he managed to figure it out and he ran for his car.

The women burst out into the parking area. They saw him and set off in mad pursuit.

Jason ran around cars, slid over hoods, and was almost to his car.

The insanity of the women, now in the open, spread fast, and didn’t wait for women to get near women. Now women around Jason looked towards him and transformed. They became howling beasts. They had been deprived, the survival of the race was at hand.

Jason had his key out. He reached his car and put the key in the lock. He opened the door and jammed himself into the car, but hands grabbed the door before he could shut it. Women crowded behind his car, surrounded it, and they screamed and pulled on the door.

Jason tried to get the key into the ignition, but the door was pulled out of his grip. Hands reached in and grabbed him, pulled him screaming from his car.

He was pulled onto the asphalt. Delicate, red tipped fingers were transformed into claws, and the women ripped at his clothes. They didn’t speak, except in harsh, guttural growls. There was no mind except that of a savage beast.

Jason screamed, he tried to fight, he kicked, he punched, but there were too many of them.

They ripped his clothes off him. They grabbed his chastity tube and began pulling on that.

Jason slipped into unconscious at the pain.

Jason woke up in the hospital. He was in a bed. His boobs had survived, the women hadn’t torn those off his body, but he looked down at his groin. It was swatched in thick bandages, and he couldn’t feel a thing.

A male nurse was sitting in a chair next to him. He was reading a book, but he put it aside when Jason stirred.

“What…what?” Jason asked. He was dazed.

“Hi, Jason. It’s okay. You’ll be okay.”

“But…what happened?”

The nurse sighed, was very professional. “The women, they…assaulted you.”

“Why am I bandaged down there?”

“I’m sorry, Jason. The women…they…got you…your penis”

“What?”

“They didn’t get everything, your balls were badly bruised, but your penis…they…well…it’s gone.

“No!”

“I don’t know what happened, but they were screaming and shrieking, and then they…they grabbed your penis, and…and then they seemed to lose interest. Police have interviewed some of them, but they don’t seem to remember what happened.”

“Oh, my God!” Then: “Where’s my wife?”

“She was discharged three days ago. We’ve had you in an induced coma for several days. You needed a couple of operations, and then you needed to heal.”

“So I’ve got no…no…”

“I’m sorry, Jason. The doctors will be in to see you, but…you’re essentially a eunuch now.”

Jason felt the tears flowing. He felt the breasts on his chest. He felt himself screaming, then nurse and doctors were holding him down and he was given a shot.

“Hello, Jason.” Shiela smiled at him.

“Shiela, honey!”

She sat down next to him. She didn’t make any show of affection, didn’t hug him or kiss him.

“Where have you been?”

“I’ve been at home.”

“And you know…you know…”

“That you’re no longer a man? Yes. I’ve been told.”

“What are we going to do?”

Shiela was silent for a moment, bit her lip, looked down at her lap.

Her new breasts were marvelous. She looked radiant, except…there was a sadness in her that couldn’t be concealed.

“Well, honey, I’m sorry to say, but…we’re not going to be married any longer.”

“Why not?” His heart was breaking. First he loses his penis, then his wife…what was going on?

“I’m sorry, Jason, but I married a man. You’re no longer a man.”

“But you were excited when I got tits! You thought that was the greatest thing in the world!”

“Yes, and it was, but…but then you deprived womenkind of your penis. You get tits and make us all horny, then you refuse us, and now…now you aren’t even a man.”

“But I did it for you?”

She nodded. “I know. That makes it all the harder, but I’m sure you understand why I can’t be married to a man who can’t please me.”

“But I can!”

“How?”

“I’ll…I’ll use a strap on! A dildo! I’ll eat you out!”

“Sorry, Jason, but it’s just not the same.”

“But what will I do?”

“You can live at the house until you get sorted out, but somewhere along the line you’re going to have to move out and get on with your life.”

Jason began to sob.

Jason was released a few days later, and Shiela was kind enough to come and pick him up. She drove him back to their house, now her house, and he entered the old homestead.

It was different. Shiela had started redecorating. All trace of his manly presence was removed.

His golf clubs and clothes, his bowling ball and power tools, were all in a pile around his work bench.

In the house Shiela had painted the guest room pink, and this was where Jason was to stay, until he got on his feet.

He stood in the pink room and looked around. White enamel dresser and vanity table. The bathroom was small with only a stand up shower in it. Quite close quarters.

He turned to Shiela, “Honey, we’ve—“

She shook her head sadly, and she said the words that no man ever wants to hear. “Jason, a small dicked man isn’t of much use, and a no dicked man is of no value at all. I know you didn’t intend for all this to happen, and I know that when you got tits like mine you were motivated by the kindest of intentions. But…it’s over. We’re done.”

That night Jason cried himself to sleep.

Jason returned to work, and got another shock. He was summoned to HR, and Marcie was waiting for him.

“Hi, Jason.”

“Hi, Marcie.”

Before he had been a hero. Now her face was placid, even cold.

“I heard you had an accident…” that was a polite way of putting it. A mob of howling females pulling off your dingus was not quite an accident. “…and I do sympathize. Unfortunately, and this may come come across as downright mean, though we don’t intend it as such, but your job has been phased out.”

“What?”

“We’ll give you the obligatory two weeks salary, and we won’t fight unemployment insurance, but…you’re going to have to empty your desk and move along.”

That afternoon Jason brought the little cardboard box of his belongings home.

“They fired you, eh?”

He nodded.

“Well, I told you putting on that chastity tube was a big mistake.”

That was all Shiela said, and now Jason was convinced: females are the more vicious of the species.

Days passed, and Jason grew morose and withdrawn.

He was no longer welcome in the world. He had gone from being a high producing salesman to…a joke. That’s all he was…a joke.

He looked for work, but there was none. When people saw a man with tits they were excited. Jason could help them fulfill government regulations. He could be their newly hired trans.

But when they found out the circumstances of his ‘accident,’ they didn’t want anything to do with him.

“Sorry, Jason.”

“No thanks, Jason.”

“You’ll have to look elsewhere.”

One night he was sitting in his room, feeling sorry for himself, and Shiela entered.

“How’s the job hunting going?” she asked.

He snorted.

“That good, eh?”

“There is no milk of human kindness in the cow of humanity,” he stated.

She nodded. “I sort of expected something like that.”

He looked up at her. “Can I stay longer?”

She sighed. “I guess you’ll have to.” Then: “Can you get a job in the food service industry? At McDonalds or some place?”

“I don’t know. I guess that’s my next step.”

Shiela was standing in the doorway, one shoulder against the jamb, nibbling on a red fingernail.

“You know,” she said, “there is one thing you might try. It’ll probably work, but you’ll have to overcome certain…considerations you might have.”

“What’s that? Sure! I’ll do anything!”

Shiela took a big breath and let it out. “Become a woman.”

“What?” His voice went up a few octaves.

“You’ve already lost your dick, and I suppose it doesn’t matter if you have balls, and your breasts are the envy of any woman, but…people might accept you if you weren’t halfway between a man and a woman.”

Jason thought about that. Halfway between. He had balls, but no pecker. He had tits. He had aspects of both men and women. Maybe it would work. At least he wouldn’t be a half and half man.

“How do I do that?”

“Come on.”

Shiela took him back to her bedroom and sat him down at her vanity.

“You’ll have to bind up your balls, get them out of the way. Do they still make you horny?”

“Oh, yes. but I don’t have the pecker to use to relieve them, so…I’ve got the worst case of blue balls in the history of the world.”

“Well, that might work in your favor, when we get to the end.”

“The end? The end of what?”

“The end of your transformation.”

Jason blinked. Transformation. He remembered the night he had looked at the computer, how he had involuntarily cum just at watching those people.

“Sit down. Pay attention. I’ll tell you what and why, but it’s you who have to remember it and be able to do your own make up.”

Shiela went to work. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and made him like a canvas. Then she started decorating his eyes, giving him long lashes, eyeliner, the whole nine yards.

Jason watched, and though he had no pecker, it was making him extremely horny. His nuts were still producing testosterone, and he felt warm and hot and drippy, even though he had nothing to drip from.

Shiela finished his make up and stood back, and…frowned.

“What’s the matter?” asked Jason self consciously.

“Nothing. Nothing. you’re…perfect.”

“Then why are you looking at me like that?”

“No reason. Just thinking.

But there was a reason, and it wasn’t ‘just thinking.’ Seeing Jason in make up had made her hot. Him without a dick didn’t make anybody hot, but him wearing panties and bra, his face all made up, his big, beautiful breasts upthrust…Shiela suddenly felt horny. And not just horny, but horny horny. She felt hornier than when Jason had been a man with a pecker.

Jason sat and watched as she helped him put on fake nails and paint them. He studied his hands, and damn if he didn’t feel hornier himself.

His hair was long, and she styled it in a female style. By the time she was done she was breathing hard, and Jason noticed. “Shiela? Are you getting turned on?”

“I…I think I am.”

They stared at each other, both of them breathing hard now, and then Shiela was kissing him. She was sitting in his dickless lap, her tongue crawling down his throat, her hands groping his breasts.

He groped hers. And he felt her pussy, stuck his finger in it until she moaned.

“What are we going to do?” asked Jason.

“We’re going to fuck!” Shiela grunted, pulling her clothes off.

“But how? I have no dick!”

“But I have one!”

She ran to the dresser, hit the bottom drawer, and pulled out a strap on.

Jason stared at it. “When did you get that?”

“When you were in the hospital. Some of the women came around and commiserated with me over you, and…and sometimes we…they…oh, fuck! Put this on!”

She helped him put the dildo on, and it projected from his groin, bigger than his own dick had ever been.

“Come on!” she cried desperately. “Do me!”

Jason jumped on her. It was weird, it was crazy, he was fucking her with a dick and felt nothing, but…he was fucking her.

“No! No!” Shiela wailed and gnashed her teeth.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Give me the strap on!”

He unstrapped it and she took it, put it around her hips. Now the big dick was poking out from her groin, and she had a fierce look of victory on her face.

“What are…are you going to…”

Too late, Jason realized what the transfer of the dildo really meant.

Just like one of the women in the mob that had castrated him, she was beside herself. She threw him down, bent him over, and entered him.

Fortunately, the dildo was slick from having been in her pussy. It slid into him easily and he groaned.

“Oh, yeah! that’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

She howled as she pummeled him, pounded into him, opened him up and deflowered him.

For Jason it was painful…for about two seconds. Then he submitted to the stretch of his anus, the slither of the big, veined dildo up his heinie. He began to move his hips back, to fuck back, and shortly he felt the beginnings of an orgasm.

But how? he wondered.

But he knew. The dildo was pressing on his prostate, and he was having a sissygasm.

Fine with him, at least it was a relief. He jerked his hips and arched and cried out in wonder.


Epilogue

Jason and Shiela lay in the bed. they were breathing hard, and were happy.

After Jason had orgasmed he had managed to use his mouth and fingers to get Shiela off, and…they were happy.

“I guess you won’t have to move out after all,” Shiela  whispered, holding him close. She was holding him like he was the woman, and she was the man.

“But what about me getting a job?”

“You keep me happy like this and you won’t need a job. I’m making enough for both of us, and you can stay home and make yourself pretty.”

Jason nodded. It was a good solution, and she tilted her head up and kissed her husband.

END
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The Bend Over Boy!

Prison made a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Part One

“I don’t know. I mean, he’s cool, and he’s handsome and strong and all that, but there’s something about him that  makes me wonder.” Jean sat on the park bench, tossing popcorn to the birds. She was 23 years old, classic 36 by 24 by 36, with long, blonde hair.

Tammy sat next to her, munching on a Three Musketeers bar. She was blonde, too, and had a similar body. Her nipples tended to show through her clothes when it was cold. Or she was hot.

“So what do you guys do when you go out?”

“Oh, you know. Movies, hang out in a pool hall. Mostly talk.”

“So why is he weird?”

“I didn’t say he was weird.”

“He makes you wonder, and that’s weird.”

Jean didn’t say much to that. Tammy was right.

“It’s not what he says or does, it’s the feel of him.”

“Okay.”

“I know. I’m not making sense. But when I talk to him I have the feeling he’s sitting in the back, watching, waiting.”

“Waiting for what?”

“That’s it. I don’t know.”

“How’s the sex?”

Jean smiled. “That’s the good stuff. He’s gentle, and considerate, but…”

“But what?” Tammy was starting to feel exasperated.

“I don’t know. Just the feeling that there’s something more. That he’s more than I think.”

“Or less.”

“Maybe, but probably not.”

“So why don’t you call him on it?”

“And how do I do that? Gee, Rod, tell me the thing that you don’t want to tell me?”

“That’s a good one. You could start there.”

“No. I can’t.”

Tammy sighed. “Well, how about asking him to..to…I don’t know. Do a sexual fantasy or something?”

“A sexual fantasy? Like what?”

“I don’t know. That’s up to you, or maybe I should say it’s up to him.

Jean emptied the bag of popcorn and a thousand pigeons cooed and kept waiting.

“But this relationship is going nowhere until you get to the bottom of it. Either find out what’s buggin’ you, find out what’s weird about him, or call it off.”

“I know. But I don’t want to call it off. What if he’s the one?”

“Great, if you’re as messed up as he is. You can live a life being weird with each other.”

Jean frowned. She had hoped her friend would have some viewpoint that would help her, but…nope.

“Well, I have to go.”

“So do I. Got a date with Rod.”

“A date with Mr. Weirdo. Good luck with that.”

With that the girlfriends hugged each other and went their separate ways.

Rod met her at Charley Coyote’s, a hot spot down on Santa Monica.

“Hey, babe. How you doing?” He placed an around her, kissed her deeply, and they smiled at each other.

Jean felt that heat start up in her loins. She turned and swatted him in the dick with her hand. It was a subtle move, and he grunted and grinned. “Somebody’s hot tonight.”

“Could be. Maybe if you play your cards right you’ll get hot.”

Rod was a lithe but muscular man. He was strong, but flexible. His face was soft and he wore his hair long, and there was something hiding inside him.

They entered the bar, Rod slipping the doorman a five to make it happen, and they headed for the bar.

Rod was a bourbon and Coke man, Jean was a fruity cocktail kind of girl. They ordered their drinks and sauntered over to a corner table.

It was a hot night. The girls were wearing short latex, so tight you could see the nipples. Dancers on the floor did the vertical mambo. A bouncer broke up a fight between two young roosters, tossed those boys out and made it look easy. Then he let a fight between two young ladies go until their boy friends pulled them apart. The crowd cheered, and the party went on.

“You sound a little sad tonight,” observed Rod. “What’s going on.”

“Not much. Just thinking things through.”

“Like what kind of things?”

A girl at the bar through a drink in a man’s face. The man laughed and slapped her ass. Which made her spin angrily, then smile. In a moment they were kissing in the middle of a crowd.

“Like, I don’t know. Like…who are you, really?”

Rod chuckled. “Who am I? Hell, if I knew that I’d tell myself.”

She leaned across the small, round table and took his hand in hers. His knuckles were gnarly, hard, and she said, “We’ve been going out for months, but I always have the feeling that you’re holding something back.”

He watched her, and maybe it was her imagination, but she had the feeling that he was suddenly being careful.

“Right there. You don’t do anything, but you shut down. You stop talking and it’s like you’re waiting, watching, and not about to say anything real.”

Rod stood up and walked away.

Jean blinked. It was rude, and…and she realized he was just going for another couple of drinks.

Rod came back and handed her her drink. He placed his bourbon and Coke on the table and sat down. He looked at it, hard, then he looked at her. Still, he tried to get out of it.

He smiled. “Honey, I don’t have any big secrets. What you see is what you get.”

A moment of silence. silence for them, in a bar gone loud.

“Well, you’re going to have to come clean, or we’re going to be history.”

He leaned closer to her, inspected her eyes, almost as if he wanted to make sure she was serious. Which was silly, because it was obvious that she was serious.

“So you want to know my big, deep, dark secret.”

“Right now.”

He sipped. Hard. He was going to need another drink pretty darned quick.

He placed his drink down. “But what if it’s something you don’t really want to hear?”

“Oh, rest assured. I want to hear.”

Her reassurance missed the mark.

“What if it’s something crazy, like I’m a serial killer terrorist who crosses the country looking for victims in bars?”

He had chosen his words well; he had chosen the words and concepts that were almost guaranteed to frighten people off. Especially nosy people.

Jean didn’t care. She had deep feelings for Rod, and she wasn’t about to be. scared off. At least, not until she had the real truth.

“Are you?”

He blinked. “Am I what?”

“Are you a serial killer terrorist looking for victims?”

“I might be.”

She stood up. “I want to go now.”

He frowned, and she could swear she had seen his lip tremble, and he stood up. “This isn’t fair,” he said.

She turned and walked out of the bar. He followed her.

A couple dancing saw them and snickered at the looks on their faces.

Jean marched across the parking lot to his car. She stopped by the passenger door and waited.

Rod came up behind her. “This isn’t fair.”

“I’m looking for a man. Have I found one?”

“A guy is entitled to his own thoughts.”

“Thoughts, yeah, and normally I wouldn’t care.”

“But you care now.”

“If we’re going any further…then yes, I care.”

His lips were compressed, slightly twisted. He was normally so complacent, but right then she could see that his emotions were running.

“Okay,” he said. He turned away and walked around to his side. He opened the doors and they got in.

The drive home was like ice cubes that refused to melt. He stared out the window, watched the road.

She watched him, and neither said a word.

He dropped her off at her apartment. He pulled up and turned to her, and just watched her.

She waited, but he wasn’t saying anything.

“Call me if you change your mind,” she whispered, almost in tears. Then she got out of the car and went up the stairs and into her apartment house.

Rod waited, the drove off. He didn’t screech his tires or accelerate unduly. He just drove, and there was, in his controlled behavior, a lot of suppressed emotion.

The next day was Sunday, and Jean did her laundry, read a book, watched TV, and was thoroughly miserable.

She hurt. Deeply.

She had been hurt before. She had cried over boys, and gotten over it. The problem was that she wasn’t crying, though she felt like it, and she had the feeling that she wasn’t going to get over her hurt this time.

She was entirely miserable.

As for Rod, he stayed home. He did guy things, watched a little porn, which was, for a change, entirely unsatisfying. He read a book, anime with no words, just weird words like ‘bonk,’ and ‘sphlatz,’ and shi-i-ing!’

But, he didn’t understand anything. He couldn’t follow the weird words, he didn’t understand the sequence of the panels, and he sat out on the porch and twiddled his thumbs.

And was miserable.

Did he love her? He was a guy, and guys didn’t really understand things like ‘love.’

He understood lust, and he knew that he liked being with Jean, and he wanted to be with her all the time, but…did he love her?

Sunday night was a restless night for both of them.  Jean tossed and turned and felt like worms were crawling in her veins.

Rod just couldn’t sleep. He was wired, but for no good reason…except for the uncomfortableness in his heart.

Jean had a job watching movies for Netflix. She spent her days nibbling popcorn, sipping tea, and analyzing movies. She categorized, labeled, figure out keywords, and assigned genres. It was an easy job, she didn’t even have to go in as long as she watched a couple of movies a day, and filled out a couple of forms.

This Monday she was feeling the blues. She had to force herself to watch, force herself to think, and it wasn’t fun.

And her mind kept turning to Rod.

Rod had an internet job. He wrote technical copy, and he could work whenever he wanted, and as long or as short as he wanted.

He liked the work, so he didn’t usually have trouble turning in copy.

but today…he had trouble.

He would be thinking of a description, thinking of keywords he should include, and suddenly his mind would turn to Jean.

Damn this thing called love. He had never had trouble working before, but now…” he shut off the computer after half a day and called it a whole day. He went in and poured himself a stiff one.

He tried to watch a movie, and ended up walking around the block, kicking stones and wondering what the fuck was wrong with him.

And so went Tuesday. And Wednesday.

Staring at the phone like it was a snake that was about to bite. But why wouldn’t it?”

And Thursday. And Friday.

And each of them thought: if he/she hasn’t called me by now I guess they don’t really love me.

But there is only so long that foolishness can go on.

Ring-a-ding-ding! went Jean’s phone.

She almost leaped out of her skin. She had been waiting so hard, and it had still caught her by surprise.

She grabbed for it, then paused. Don’t let him think you’re waiting for him.

No matter how much you are.

After a couple of rings, she couldn’t help herself. She tried to control herself, tried to make it sound like she had just run in from the outside or something.

“Yes?”

“Uh, hi.”

“Hi, Rod.”

“Uh, would you like to go out tonight?”

“I don’t know. Have you decided to come clean?”

“I want to talk.”

“Then maybe we can go out.”

Arrangements were made, then she hung up the phone. God, that was hard! She felt like she had just run a marathon and been run over by a steam roller.

On the other end of the line Rod hung up, and he sighed. His armpits were soaked and his forehead was beaded with perspiration.

Still, they had done it, and though each of them was hurting, and scared, they had managed to get through the call.

They immediately began obsessing on preparing for their date.

Rod drove up the 101, took the Mulholland exit, crossed the bridge and turned left up the wiggly hill.

“Where are we going?”

“Up to the observation area.”

She nodded.

They weren’t talking, but she could feel him getting ready to.

Rod turned left through the gates into the Jerome C. Daniel look out area and found a parking spot. He grabbed a cooler and Jean’s hand and they began walking up to the look out area.

It was hot, and there weren’t any people. The tourist buses usually finished in the late afternoon, and they had the place to themselves.

They sat down on a cement bench and looked out over the city.

It was lightly smoggy, and some band was tuning up down in the Hollywood Bowl.

They could hear the traffic from the 101, the endless trundle of buses and trucks. There was a very light wind blowing. Not enough to cool them off, but enough to waken their skin and liven their senses.

Not that their senses needed much livening.

Rod opened the cooler and took out cold cans of Coke. He poured half the contents out and topped them with bourbon. He handed one to Jean, and sipped his own, and prepared to pour his heart out.

Jean sipped, and listened. In her heart she knew this was a make or break point.

“You know that I’ve been to prison.”

“I do.”

“Never made a secret about it, but it’s not something I like to talk about.”

“Okay.”

He leaned back, looked at the stars, and told his story.

“I was arrested for withholding evidence. I was 23, it was five years ago, and I was fresh out of law school. And a client had told me something. The police put the screws to me. They wanted me to turn state’s evidence, but that’s not what a lawyer does. My bosses told me to stick to my guns. I held my ground. The judge found me guilty and threw me into the jug for a five year sentence.”

“But they can’t do that! You can’t reveal things that are protected by the attorney/client privilege!”

“I know that. You know that. The cops knew that and my bosses knew that and even the judge knew that.”

“So how could they?”

Rod shrugged. “The cops charged me, the DA found an exception to the law, and…five years.”

Jean was silent. This was surprising, but it wasn’t the deep, dark secret.

“Anyway, they sent me up to Central California. Soledad. 4,000 inmates crammed together in a 3,000 inmate prison. It’s supposed to be minimum to medium security, but we had some pretty violent guys. So violent that Soledad has a rep for being a violent prison.”

“And you spent four years there.”

“Four years. One year off for good behavior, which was actually they let me out because they were trying to empty the prison because of Covid.”

Jean waited. He had talked, but he hadn’t gotten to the big secret yet.

“I went in and I was a target.”

“What do you mean target?”

“Look at me. I’m slender. My face is soft. I was a target.”

Jean figured it out and held in a gasp.

“Didn’t take but a week for them to get me.”

“Get you.”

He ignored her. He was concentrating on telling his story now, and he didn’t want to be interrupted. Confronting the bad news was not something he liked to do.

“I was assigned a cell, given a job, and it was all pretty low key. The second day on the job I was told to go over to a warehouse and pick up a couple of pieces of metal for the machine shop. I went, and as soon as I stepped into the warehouse I knew I was in trouble.

“There were three of them, and they threw me over a barrel. They were big, muscular guys. All over six feet, throwing weights around, bullying people.

They threw me down, pulled down my pants, and…” Rod went silent. In the darkness Jean could see a tear in his eye. It was a painful memory.

“But it wasn’t your fault,” she whispered. She had wanted him to talk, and he had talked, and now she was almost sorry she had made him.

“No. It wasn’t. But I was beaten, and they did bad things to me, and…that wasn’t the worst part.”

“What was the worst part?” Jean felt like she was outside her body, watching the words float across to him.

“The worst part was…I liked it.”

She blinked. Her mind stopped. She didn’t understand.

I was told to go to the warehouse every few days after that. I didn’t fight it, I just…let it happen. I didn’t tell the guards, I didn’t do anything.

“Some guys fight, and are never bothered again. I didn’t fight, and I became the Soledad Bitch. They even had a name for men. The Bend Over Boy.”

“Oh, my God,” burst out of her in a whisper.

“So, four years of living like that. Surviving by selling myself. At first they sold me, but I worked deals, and I got a cut. I knew I was going to get out of prison, and I knew what I wanted to do when I got out, and I needed a computer. I knew nobody would hire me, or they’d hire me for bend over wages, and…when I left I had enough saved up for a computer and six months rent, That’s all I needed. I took computer courses, I became a technical writer, and…and that’s it. That’s my story, my deep, dark secret.”

Jean sat, frozen. She had his secret, and now she didn’t want it. Some things are best left buried.

“Well, I’m done. I want to go home.”

He stood up, picked up the cooler, and waited for her.

Jean wanted to say something. She wanted to object, to tell him it was all right.

And she wanted to get over this sense of revulsion that was inside her.

She had forced him to tell her. Fuck!

He walked her down to the car and they drove to her apartment. He didn’t say a word, and she couldn’t say a word.

He let her off and even though she turned back to the car, he was leaving.

Driving off. Not even waiting to see that she got inside safely.

Yet it wasn’t her safety she was thinking about.

She was thinking about what she had done to him.

Put him on the spot. Made him reveal things he didn’t want to talk about. The pain of relieving that. The cruelty of her forcing him to an admission. Heysoos Xristo, was she a dope.

She went inside.

She threw her purse on the couch and sat down and stared at the picture window. She thought…and she had no thoughts.

She thought, and accused herself.

She didn’t think, just felt a deep, sad emotion.

The clock on the wall swung its arms slowly. Tick, tick, tick. A knell of doom. A remorseless march of time.

She thought of the hurt in his face. She felt guilty.

Two hours passed. She stood up, grabbed her purse and walked out. On the street she called an Uber and waited on the corner under a light. It wasn’t a good area, but she didn’t care. She had somewhere to go.

Rod sat on his couch and watched the TV screen. He didn’t see anything on it, he just focused his eyes and let life pass by. He didn’t care what was on TV. He didn’t care about anything. He had spoken of that which he never wanted to speak of. In a sense, he had betrayed himself.

And for what?

A girl who wouldn’t want to see him again.

Why had he told her?

Because he thought there was some hope there. He thought maybe she could forgive him.

But she couldn’t. She couldn’t because he couldn’t forgive himself.

Yes, he was a victim, but only for about three seconds. Then he had laid his bed for the next four years. Happily. Understanding that he could buy his way out of getting beaten up. And all for…having fun.

And that was what it was for him: having fun. Getting sex and getting paid for it. Getting paid first by buying people off from beating him up, and then, later, actually getting money.

How could he ever hope that Jean would understand that? How could he ever think she would forgive him, that she would get over her revulsion for his perversion? How could he—

Knock knock!

The sound was sudden and jarring and he turned, as if just turning  his body would open the door.

Knock knock.

He walked, stiff legged, across the room.

Who was it? Who would be calling on him this time of night?

It couldn’t be Jean (though he had a vague hope welling inside his chest) because she didn’t have a car.

Who could it be?

He swung the door back.

Jean. Standing still, shoulders slightly slumped. Her head slightly lowered so that she had to look up and out at him.

“Jean?” He whispered.

She leaped at him, put her arms around him and squeezed. Somehow the door got closed, and she pushed him back, across the room, until the backs of his knees hit the couch and he sat down.

“Jean?”

She was on top of him, hugging him fiercely, not letting him get up.

Then he was hugging her back.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s me,” he responded desperately.

“I’ll never do that to you again.”

“I love you.”

There. He had said it. A commitment.

They made love. Slow, languorous, love. Their bodies moving in synch, creating a harmony that would last longer than just the night. He penetrated her gently, savoring the moments of wet contact. She accepted him, loving the hardness of him as he laid her bare. They just wanted to be together, to be physically attached, unable to be separated. And cumming would have separated them.

Better to just hold on, to slide flesh against flesh, to kiss rapturously, to absorb the moment of connection, of knowing they weren’t alone, and would never be alone again.

They rubbed, they slithered, they giggled and bounced.

They pressed the mattress down, strangled each other like drunken boa constrictors.

It was wonderful, glorious, and it went on and on and on…and they finally fell asleep.

Unfortunately, with his secret out, Rod’s problems were just beginning.

Rod awoke in Jean’s bed. He stretched, he yawned, and he rolled out of bed and hurried for the bathroom. He had morning wood, and he sat on the toilet and relieved himself.

Jean came to the door and leaned against the jamb. She was wearing a very fashionable nothing, and she smiled at Rod.

“You are incredible. I came three times last night.”

Rod smiled. “Glad I could help, lady.”

He finished his ablutions and stood up. His boner was straight out. It was red. A little bead of pre-cum formed and dropped.

“Whoa!”

“Uh…I didn’t cum.”

“You didn’t.” She spoke sort of blankly. Just ascertaining in her own mind what he had said.

“No.”

“Well, do you want to cum?”

He smiled, “Does the pope shit in the woods?”

He came to her, kissed her deeply, and pushed her back to the bed.

Jean was just a touch sore. Not enough to make her complain, but enough so that Rod would havre limited time between her legs before she would be too sore.

Jean fell back on the bed and spread.

Rod was hot, but he was also considerate, and he had a feeling she might be a teensy bit sore. He moved between her legs and started performing cunnilingus.

Jean groaned and held to the back of his head. She thrust her hips up and ground her pussy into his mouth.

Rod did himself proud, and after a few minutes, her actually in danger of another orgasm, he moved up and slipped inside her.

Now Jean really groaned. Rod was well endowed, and he knew how to move. He tilted and twisted, and it was like he was trying to stir her insides with the head of his dick.

A few minutes passed, and suddenly Jean was holding on for dear life, her hips spasming, her eyeballs rolled back. Thirty seconds, and then it broke. She relaxed, and Rod kept fucking her.

“You still aren’t there?” she murmured.

“Almost, I think. Almost.”But now he was actually a little tired. He was close, he was hornier than all get out, but he couldn’t quite get over  the edge.

He dipped deep, rubbed his weenie against the lip of her cunt. Again and again. And, finally, he rolled off her. He placed his forearm across his eyes and mumbled. “Crap!”

Jean hugged him from the side, snuggled against him. “It’s okay. We’ll do it another time.”

She was sore now, but she would sacrifice herself for him if she had to.

He lay there, breathing hard. “I don’t know what’s wrong!”

“We just stayed up too late. Maybe too much booze.”

She was satisfied, talking to talk, and didn’t think anything was wrong.

Rod, however, was worried. His dick always squirted. He never had any problems. What the heck could have happened?

But, nothing to do for it, They slept a few minutes, then woke up and got up and entered the day.

Two days passed, and they tried again. And again Jean received multiple, glorious cums.

And Rod received nothing.

And he was priapic. His dick didn’t want to go down. When he dressed he had to bend it down and shove it into his pants. When he walked he had a constant bulge, and sometimes there was even evidence of drippy dick, the constant discharge of pre-cum.

At first, Jean took it as a joke. “It’s okay, honey. It tells me you love me,” and she giggled.

And she liked stroking it, even though he was growing more and more frustrated.

“It’s okay,” she soothed, rubbing his member gently, glorying in its hardness, its constant leaking.

And after two more days they tried again.

For an hour Rod tried, and Jean had cum after cum.

She was starting to like this, in spite of the occasional soreness.

He was not starting to like it at all.

Two more days, and Jean made the suggestion, “I’m getting used to this. We can try doing it every day.”

Rod nodded, but was glum. He was losing confidence.

What the hell was going on with his pecker?

Day after day he entered her, got her off, then finally withdrew. He was frustrated, had to work to control his crankiness, but there didn’t seem to be anything he could do.

A month later they went to a doctor. The doctor was female, Dr. Samantha Evers. She listened to his tale of woe, took note of the fact that Jean had a very satisfied look on her face, and set about examining him.

She listened to his heart. She took blood samples. She checked his blood pressure. She tapped his knee.

There seemed to be nothing wrong.

She had him drop his drawers and her eyes grew a bit wide at how big and red his cock was.

She gently palpated his balls, felt every part of him.

He groaned when she held his penis.

Jean suddenly felt like giggling. Except it wasn’t a laughing matter.

Then, nothing else to do, Dr. Evers had him bend over.

She applied a little lube to his asshole, then put a digit inside him.

“Everything feels normal…” she wormed her finger, feeling everything, looking for something unusual, and she felt his prostate.

“Oh,” he said.

“Is that sensitive?”

He was suddenly breathing hard. His nipples were stiff and his legs were shaking.

“Yes,” he muttered.

She pressed on the prostate.

“Fu-u-u!” Semen spurted out of his pecker.

Jean was watching, and her mouth opened in surprise.

He hadn’t cum for a month. He had been primed for a month. And here it came. He shot a gusher up on the table he was leaning on.

Dr. Evers was surprised. Not stunned, because she knew that men could discharge semen with stimulation of the prostate.

But there was so much sperm!

And he kept cumming and cumming.

And that was the point. He wasn’t just leaking, like a normal prostate massage would cause, he was spurting, in orgasm, and that wasn’t quite normal.

Yes, it could happen, but it wasn’t likely, and certainly not after a simple finger for less than a minute.

Rod collapsed on the table. His legs simply gave way and he laid his upper body down, right in his slime, and breathed hard.

“Oh…wow!”

Dr. Evers gently removed her finger.

He groaned the whole time, even grinding his hips a little on the table.

In the corner, Jean was on her feet, string in shock. She had never seen so much cum in her life!

And the doctor frowned, then hid her frown and put on a professional face.

“Well, I don’t know what was wrong, but everything seems to be working now.”

Rod regained control of his body. His legs were still trembling, but he stood up. He looked at his front, all cum stained.

The doctor handed him a towel and he wiped himself off, then started wiping the table off. Then got down on his knees and started wiping the floor.

“No need for that, Rod. I’ve got nurses who clean the room after every exam.”

“Oh, okay.”

He was dazed. The force of the cum, the fact that it had happened at all. He straightened up, but was still on his knees. He looked up at the doctor and Jean. “I’m sorry.”

And there was something submissive, and endearing, about the way he knelt before them.


Part Two

“Wow! That was amazing.”

Rod said nothing, just held to the wheel and guided his car through the streets.

“I mean, you just kept cumming and cumming. I’ve never seen so much sperm in my life.”

“Yeah,” whispered Rod.

Jean was sitting in the passenger seat, marveling at what had happened. She didn’t notice that Rod was a little withdrawn.

“Well, I’d ask if you wanted to make love, but right about now you’re probably pretty empty.” Then she glanced at him, and glanced at him again. “Is there something wrong?”

“No.”

“Yes. And I already know all your secrets, so talk.”

“It’s just…I can’t go to the doctor whenever I need to get off.”

“Oh, honey! We broke the dam! You’re fixed. Don’t even worry about it.”

But he was worried. Once he had survived through anal sex. And he had grown, very quickly, to love it. Was that going to be a problem?

At home they went about their business.

She still had her apartment, but she had pretty much moved in with him. Once he had told her his big secret it seemed that there was nothing more stopping him, so…why not?

Except now they had another problem.

She was used to being screwed every day. She gave him a day off because of what happened at the doctor’s but then she wanted him. She woke up, rolled over, and went to work on his dingus.

She stroked, she played with his testicles, she got down and fellated him with gusto.

He didn’t cum with her ministrations, but she wasn’t thinking about that now. She was just glad that he had resumed his state of hardness, and she rolled over on top of him.

He groaned, it felt so good, and she went for a nice, long ride. A ride with several orgasms.

But when she rolled off he hadn’t squirted.

“It’s too soon after the doctors,” she smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ve broken the jinx.

But he was worried.

And the next day he was worried more. And more.

The days passed, and Jean was in heaven. She was having world class orgasms, orgasms that shook her from the roots of her hairs to the tips of her painted toes. Incredible.

But she knew Rod was having a hard time.

Finally, she said, “Why don’t I stick a finger up you?”
That was tough for Rod. But easy.

Tough because he was reminded of his time bending over in prison.

Easy because…all he had to do was bend over.

So he bent over.

She got some gloves and greased him up. She tried to make it happy. She slapped his ass and stroked his dong.

Rod liked it right from the get go.

Jean stuck her finger up, wiggled it for a while, figured out where the prostate was, and pressed on it.

Nothing.

She took her time, stroked him, tried to get him off, but…nothing.

“Use two fingers,” he said. He was shivering a little, but the orgasm was still avoiding him.

“I am.”

“Oh.”

“I’ll go to three.”

So she did.

Nothing.

Disappointed, she pulled her fingers out of his ass.

Rod straightened up, went into the bathroom to wipe, and was supremely dejected.

“I thought that would do it,” he complained.

“I thought so, too.”

They sat on the edge of the bed, looking down.

“It’s harder than ever. And it’s dripping. Why didn’t it squirt?”

“I don’t know.”

They took a day off, Rod was actually too sad and they wanted him to recover, but on the day after they screwed again, and Jean had four orgasms, and Rod had…none.

Day by day they screwed.

Day by day Jean was made supremely happy.

And day by day Rod grew more irritated, more frustrated, and his balls got harder and harder and his dick dripped more and more.

Finally, after a month, Rod called the doctor again.

Ostensibly to get checked out, to see if there was something  they had missed.

But in his heart of hearts Rod wanted her finger up his ass. He wanted relief.

And he got it.

The doctor pulled her finger out of him.

Rod had cum so hard that he was crying little tears.

Jean was in a state of shock. A month of her hard work had just been taken by the doctor.

“How come you can make him cum, and I can’t?”

Doctor Evers shook her head. “I don’t know.” She deposited her latex gloves in a trash can and sat on a swivel chair.

“We’ve got to do something,” said Rod, wiping his goo over his front, off the table, and finally getting down on his knees.

Dr. Evers was deep in thought.

Jean noticed how Rod was on his knees again, and something warm ignited in her. God, she loved it when he was like that.

Rod struggled to his feet, and she wanted to go push him back down, put him in that submissive posture again.

Yet she controlled her fantasies.

“I think you should see a psychiatrist.”

“What?”

“It’s simply not a physical problem, and the fact that you ejaculate for me, and not for Jean…I think you should see a psychiatrist.

Rod, of course, didn’t want to. And maybe he wouldn’t have, except that Jean wanted him to.

Yes, she enjoyed her daily ravaging, but she saw how it bothered Rod, and she wanted to help him.

So under her encouragement, they made the appointment.

Dr. Jan Porter had a small office in a medical building. Third floor, a single room, and a view of the woods behind the building.

She had a tiny waiting room, and Rod and Jean waited, and she opened the door and welcomed them.

“Have a seat. Would you like some tea? Coffee?”

No and no. Jean wanted to get down to business, and Rod wanted to run screaming down the street.

After a short talk, which was more like orientation than anything else, Dr. Porter got down to business.

“I’ve read Dr. Evers’ medical report, but why don’t you tell me, in your own words, what is happening with you.”

“Uh,” said Rod, totally lost.

Jean slipped right into girl chat. “Rod can’t cum. He stays hard, I think you call it priapic, but when it comes to cumming, ejaculation, he just can’t do it.”

Dr. Porter wasn’t bothered by Jean taking over, she could see who was the dominant one in this relationship. She just glanced at Rod and gathered observations and information.

“I see that Dr. Evers was using anal stimulation. Tell me about that.”

“Well, she was checking Rod out, and she did an anal exam and he started cumming.”

“Just from the anal stimulation?”

“That’s it. He just started cumming. Came all over the place.”

Rod was looking down now. The situation had gone from terrible to embarrassingly terrible.

“Rod, Jean’s been doing the talking. Can you tell me what happened when Dr. Evers stimulated you?”

Rod thought he didn’t want to talk. He thought he wanted to hide, but now that he had the opportunity, he became quite honest.

“Uh, it feels good.”

“Yes? And does it not feel good when Jean puts her finger up your backside?”

He looked up at her. He was conflicted, he was red in the face, and what was worse, his dick was hard as a rhino’s horn in his pants.

“It does.”

“So what’s the difference between Dr. Evers and Jean?”

“I, uh, don’t know.”

“Do you have any emotional connection with the doctor?”

“No!” He was surprised and spoke vehemently.

“But you have an emotional connection with Jean.”

“Of course I do!” He seemed agitated.

“So if you have an emotional connection you can’t cum.”

He blinked. “That’s weird.”

“Have you ever had an anal experience before?”

He wanted to talk, but he couldn’t. Jean chimed in, “During prison.”

Dr. Porter nodded, “And when was that, Rod?”

Rod looked up, as if hoping for a reprieve, then he sort of sunk into himself and began talking.

“I was in prison and I survived by selling my butt.”

“What were you in prison for?”

Rod explained about the courts and evidence and the situation surrounding his incarceration.

Then they got into the nitty gritty.

“So, over this four years, how many times did you have anal sex?”

That stopped Rod for a moment, then he did the math. “Probably three times a week, 52 weeks—call it fifty—four years…600 times. but I gave a lot of head, too.”

Dr. Porter waved a hand at that. “We’re not concerned with that at this time. Let’s focus on your anal experiences.”

Rod stared at the floor.

“Rod, look up at me, please.”

Rod did.

“We don’t sit in judgement concerning how a man chooses to survive.”

“Yeah, but…” he dwindled off.

“All we’re concerned with is your survival right now. What you did, the patterns you created, the experiences you had, they must be undone and a new survival mode must be established.

“Oh.”

Jean was watching Rod avidly, and she suddenly smiled. “Is it that simple?”

“That simple, and that difficult. How does one undo that which enables him to survive?”

“But, then, what if we can’t?”

“Then we look at alternatives.”

Jean nodded slowly, and Rod stared at the rug.

They met with the doctor once a week. She would have preferred more, but during the six days in between Rod and Jean had to make love,. they had to use the tools Dr. Porter gave them.

The first week they just made love and hoped that Rod simply knowing about his condition would help. It had been known to happen.

But, it didn’t work, and the second week they practiced role playing, Jean talking like a rough and tough convict, Rod rising up and taking charge, trying to change his thought patterns concerning sex.

And the third week they tried mental exercises, Rod focusing on visualizing cumming with Jean.

Week by week, they tried different things.

Every week they met with Dr Porter and went over their progress.

Or lack of it.

Six months, no joy, and Dr. Porter was  almost out of tools.

Rod and Jean sat in her office, dejected. Dr. Porter showed no expression.

“Okay, so nothing has worked, so far.”

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, there is one thing, I’ve avoided it thus far, there are dangers to it.”

“No more dangerous than what we’re going through,” muttered Rod.

Dr. Porter ignored his comment and said, “There is a method called ‘Reliving.’”

Rod cocked his head. Everything had failed, he hadn’t enjoyed the whole thing, but this…just the word, made him feel something.

“Reliving is where you duplicate the initial experience, live through it again.”

“What are the dangers?”

“That it won’t work, that it will cause other effects, less desirable effects.” The good doctor shrugged her shoulders very slightly.

“But what other options do we have,” stated Rod, which surprised Porter. Thus far he had been backing into everything, have reservations. But now he sounded, in a vague way, excited.

Porter thought: He wants to do this. “So let’s discuss what we need to do to relive the experience.”

Shortly, she could see the underlying excitement in the young man.

Rod lived in a house with a basement, and the basement had cement walls, very similar to a prison.

He painted the walls, using the exact same kind of paint prisons used.

He made a wall at the bottom of the stairs. The wall was made of bars, and the basement looked like a corridor. At the end of the corridor was a cell, and inside the cell was a perfect mock up of Rod’s prison cell. It had a small bookcase, a narrow bunk with a thin mattress, a radio, and a notebook and a short pencil. Too short to be used as a weapon.

For her part, Jean had to learn to walk and talk like a bully prisoner.

She bought clothes and made a couple of prison uniforms. She watched movies that had a certain degree of realism. She spent a lot of time going over prison lingo with Rod, and learning how to throw her weight around.

At one point she giggled and said, “This is sort of cool.”

He smiled a lopsided smile. “I suppose.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, you’re right. I just happen to be on the wrong side of it. It’s really sort of interesting to try and make you into a prison bully.”

“Really?” Her heart was pounding. “For me it’s sort of empowering. Girls don’t get to be bullies, at least not like this.”

“Girls are supposed to be meek and mild, bow down and submit.”

There was something funny in his voice when he spoke of this, and Jean stared at him.

“Are you okay with this?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he wasn’t, but what could he do about it? He was already doing everything he could.

When the ‘prison’ in the basement was complete they began role playing again.

Rod played the part of the bully, for a change. He was gentle, and careful, but he managed to raise his voice and ‘manhandle,’ gently, of course, Jean.

He ended up fucking her, but with a dick that wouldn’t cum.

Back to the old drawing board.

They tried him being on the bottom, her being the bully.

“Get down, bitch! Spread your legs! I said ‘MOVE!’”

It was exciting, and for a while Rod thought he would be able to cum, but in the end nothing happened.

They tried tying each other to the bunk. They tried light spanking, Jean wiggled her fingers endlessly in Rod’s ass, they tried everything. Nothing worked.

Dr. Porter didn’t show it, but she was at the end of her wits. She had nothing more to offer.

At one session she finally made the statement. “You might have to resign yourself to letting the doctor relieve you.”

Rod looked at her grimly. He didn’t want to hear that. He had been going to the doctor once every month and getting his relief. It was embarrassing, and he wanted it to end.

“So, what? I’m supposed to just live a life of frustration? Never being able to have normal sex?”

Porter pursed her lips and made the most interesting statement. “Maybe you were built to have anal sex.”

That simple statement, delivered out of frustration, swept through Rod like a hurricane. He showed nothing on the outside, but things were working on the inside.

Days passed. Rod gave Jean the loving of her life. All the role playing, the psychological drama, it made him hornier and hornier.

In his mind he was like a satyr, couldn’t do anything without thinking of sex.

His body mirrored that with his always hard peeny.

He spent his days dreading having to make love with Jean. He loved her, he loved to make love to her, but he ended up more frustrated than a monk in a whorehouse.

It was almost the end of the month, almost time for him to go to Dr. Evers to get his ‘relief.’

He decided not to.

“Are you sure?” asked Jean.

“I don’t want to.”

“But what’s going to happen?”

“I’ll get frustrated. I’ll get irritated. I might even get mean. But you just tie me down to the bunk if I get that way. Whatever happens, I’m tired of it. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? My balls turn blue and fall off?”

“But, honey, I’m worried.”

He held her then. He hugged her, and he whispered into her neck. “I am, too, but we’ve done everything we could. Maybe it’s just time to let it alone. To let things play out.”

She nodded, her hands laced through his hair, and she worried.

Rod canceled the appointment with Dr. Evers. Then he called Dr. Porter and canceled her.

Then he sat back and waited for the night to come.

At first it was okay. He serviced Jean in the way to which she had become accustomed, and lived with his own thoughts.

She groaned and moaned and thrashed and fought underneath him, and he kept pumping, bringing her gain and again to the summation of their love.

But in his head he was turning vicious, and violent, and there was a part of him that cried in rage.

He had moments of surliness, and Jean noticed, but…what could she do?

She talked, and he listened, but he was at the end of his rope.

On a Saturday night he laid her down and made love to her. Eight times. It was midnight when she had had enough.

“No more,” she gasped, her soul wrung out, her body a broken, sweaty machine.

He lay next to her in the darkness. His cock pointing at the ceiling, his heart pointing towards hell.

She turned to him, rapped her arms around him, and was in eternal love.

He stood up.

She stared at him. His face had no expression.

He walked out of their bedroom.

Puzzled, and a bit alarmed, Jean followed him.

He walked into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator door and stared at the innards of the beast.

Ketchup and mayo, milk and beer.

Fuck! he thought.

“Rod?”

Rod closed the door and went to the door leading to the basement. He opened it and walked down into the darkness.

Jean followed him, turned on the light, and descended the stairs.

Rod was like an automaton. He was on an enraged autopilot, understanding nothing, yet driven to the brink of the cliff and wondering what it would feel like to jump off.

“Rod?” she followed him down the fake corridor.

He turned into his cell. He stood in the middle of the room. His hands were fists and his face was crying.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Rod? What is it?”

He turned to her. “I’ve had enough. It’s over.”

“What?”

His faltering words, the rigid way he held himself, Jean was getting scared.

He turned to the little table next to his bunk. On it lay the strap on. She had worn it and made him suck her dick, but that was as far as they had gone.

Now, Rod wanted to go further.

He held it out to her. “Put it on,” he rasped. “Put it on and take me. I can’t make love like a man, so maybe I should make love like a woman.”

Jean, puzzled, fearful, strapped the dildo on her hips. It stuck out, and he dropped to his knees.

Heat surged through her. He was in that submissive position again, and her pussy was dripping.

He took her in his mouth. He made slurping noises, crying as he did so.

Then he stood up and glared at her.

“Take me, you bitch! Let’s get it over with!”

He lay on the bunk, crying, his arms bent and his hands in fists. He spread his legs.

Jean didn’t know what to do. There was too much emotion here, his demands were too great.

He looked over his shoulder. “Didn’t you hear me? Give it to me! This is what I want!”

But was it?

Yet Jean knelt on the bunk between his legs.

He fumbled forward, got up on his hands and knees.

“Fuck me. If it’s the only way…then it’s the only way.”

She dipped forward, lowered her hips, then scooped up into his rectum.

The dildo entered easily. It slid into him and he gasped. He arched his back, and she began to drive into him.

His submission had excited here, his insistence had impelled her, and now she couldn’t say no. She couldn’t back out…this was what he wanted.

This was what he had, in his own demented way, been begging for.

This was how he survived in prison, and it had become his way of surviving in life.

Take it up the butt.

Bend over and enjoy it.

This was sex the way he liked it.

And this was sex the way Jean liked it.

She gripped his shoulders and pulled him back as she thrust forward. She sunk into him, scoring him deeply.

His hands made fists and he gripped the sheets. He pushed back. He was past the breaking point; he had broken, and this was what was at the bottom of the well.

She grabbed his hair and pulled his head back.

She reached under and grabbed his balls and twisted them.

And Rod began to cum.

And cum and cum.

Great, long jerks in which he emptied his balls and his soul.

When he was done he collapsed, and Jean collapsed on him.

They lay, him on the bottom, her with her prick still deeply embedded in him.

And he was happy.

“Honey,” said Jean. “I can’t do this to you every night.”

He nodded. “It’s okay. I have to build up some juice. I have to reach a breaking point.”

An hour later they got up. They showered, and they smiled giddily at each other, and they kissed passionately. She soaped his cock, and it was limp. Empty.

“Is it okay? Us making love this way?”

She smiled. “You fuck me for a month, and I’ll fuck you once a month. I think that’s a deal.”

She frowned. “Why can you cum that way And not the regular way?”

“I just got used to taking love that way.”

“Love? From convicts?”

“Convicts are people, too. They are desperate people, and when they fuck it is a desperate kind of love.”

She thought about that, and realized he was right.

She asked, “Do you think you’ll ever be able to cum the regular way?”

“I don’t know. We’ll keep trying. Every time I fuck you and can’t cum, I’m trying. My dick keeps getting harder because I’m trying. After all, at the heart of it all…I love you.”

“And I love you.”

They smiled at each other and kissed again.

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


Camp Feminization!

He was drafted and forced to be a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

A military style camp for feminization, what a concept, eh? Yet, in a way, this story makes sense.

Of course it is a little bawdy, at times, but you’re big boys and girls. You can handle it.

Incidentally, Camp Thorndyke is named after my BFF, Alyce Thorndyke.

She’s my inspiration, and I suggest you check her out.

Now then, shoulders back, chest out, and prepare yourself. The Marines may make a few good men, but the world really needs a few good women.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

It was the fault of the Chinese government, but he didn’t understand that when it began.

And when did it begin?

The day he went out to the mail box.

The mail box was actually one of 30. He was living in a government project. Rents had gotten so high that he couldn’t afford a place to live. So he thought he was lucky when an apartment opened up in the projects. He moved in, and got his girlfriend to move in, and they planned to get married and everything was hunky dory.

In fact, he was waiting for a letter of acceptance from the university. He had passed his exams and the government agreed to sponsor him, and…he was going to get educated, get rich, and get the heck out of the projects.

He put the key in the slot and turned it. He opened the door and pulled out a half a dozen letters. He closed the box, extracted the key and headed for his little apartment. As he walked he perused the letters.

Car insurance. Nope. He had no car. Some day, maybe, but not as a starving student.

Grave insurance. Don’t be a burden to your family after you’ve gone. Nope. He was young, and he was going to have to risk the fact that he was not going to die soon.

An invitation to buy a lottery ticket. Did you know that people win millions of dollars every day and you could be…nope.

Coupons for shopping.

Political propaganda from the honorable Steve Wentwurst. Your representative…and a big grin full of overly large teeth looked out from a face with a forehead too small, and squinting eyes. Sooner buy a used car from Charles Manson.

He stopped at the stairs and threw mail into the garbage can. He almost through the small, grey envelope out, and later he would have wished that he had.

Looked official, time stamped, used for official business, but he knew it wasn’t an acceptance letter.

He looked at the envelope for a half a second, then slid it into his rear pocket and charged up the stairs.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“In here, babe!”

Chrissy was doing the dishes, being careful not to go over their waster allotment. She turned and took off her apron, took a step and hugged him.

And kissed him a juicy, passionate kiss. Right out of the movies. The kind of kiss that makes babies.

Not that they had any plans for babies. Not right then. They had to improve their situation before that happened.

“Hey, baby,” he held her, and they felt his dingus rise up and poke her.

She giggled. “Oh, baby. Is that a gun in your pants? Or are you glad to see me?”

“Both. I’m glad to see you, and I’ve got the kind of gun that wants to shoot.”

They laughed, then he was undoing her blouse and pulling down her skirt. At the same time she was unbuckling his belt and working his zipper.

Clothes askew, but still coming off, Chrissy dropped to her knees and began administering to Johnny’s dingus.

Johnny sighed, half picked her up, tried to move her, but only succeeded in falling across the couch.

Chrissy laughed, pushed him back, and crawled up on his lap.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, as she slid down over his pole.

Then they were connected, their spirits twined, and they began to move.

Long, slow strokes that excited, but didn’t take Johnny over the top too fast. Chrissy knew very well how excited he could become, and if she wasn’t careful he would shoot his stuff and leave her high and dry.

“Oh, come  on,” he groaned, but wasn’t serious. He knew what she was doing.

Chrissy laughed and held him down, pinned him and swiveled her love box over his meat pole.

“Fuck!” Johnny was close.

Then Chrissy tightened up, braced her hands on his shoulders, and stared at him. She came hard, her eyes rolled and her body kept spasming.

“Yeah, baby,” said Johnny with relief. Then he shot his wad.

They grunted and groaned and held on, and a minute later she collapsed on him. She was dripping with his juices, but happy.

They breathed together, feeling the rise and fall of their chests, and gloried in their wonderful togetherness. They were the most harmonious couple the world had ever known.

“Did you get the letter today?”

He shook his head slightly. “No. Maybe tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait,” she said.

“Me neither.” They were silent for a second, then Johnny said, “I did get a letter thought, I need to look at it. It looks official.”

His pants were on the floor next to the couch and he leaned over and extracted the letter from the rear pocket.

“It certainly looks official,” Chrissy said. “But it’s grey.”

“Yeah. Usually official letters are white, sometimes with a plastic window for the address to show through.”

He held the letter up to the light. He couldn’t see through it, but he could read the return address.

“The Induction Board. What the fuck is that?”

“I don’t know. Here, let me up. You read it and let me finish the dishes.”

He moved, and she got up, and dripped on the floor and giggled. “Damn, Johnny. You’re so damn virile. You really filled me up!”

He grinned at her. “You ain’t seen nothing’, yet, baby.” He leered at her, then turned to the letter.

She headed for the kitchen.

He slid a finger under a corner flap and lifted, the flap ripped open easily, and he took out an 8 1/2 by 11 letter that was folded in thirds.

He read:

Greeting:

You are hereby ordered for Change Induction. Report to…

And there was an address and date.

But what the fuck did it mean?

Johnny frowned and tried to figure it out. It was a draft notice, of sorts, but not for the military. If it had been he would have been happy. The state of the United States these days and the military presented a work option. A work option that might pay for schooling and other benefits.

But what was ‘change induction?’

“Hey, Chrissy?”

“Yo!” came back from the kitchen.

“Do you know what ‘Change Induction’ is?”
She appeared in the doorway, a towel over her forearm, and her face screwed up in thought.

“Change induction? I’ve never heard of it.”

“I’m supposed to report for Change Induction, there’s a time and place, but…I don’t even know what Change Induction is!”

“But it’s from the government?”

“I think so. It’s got all the official seals and things, and the language is definitely government, but what does it mean?

Chrissy crossed to the couch and looked at the letter. “Chang Induction,” she mused. “Well, I guess you better find out. That’s an official letter, and the penalties they describe on the back for non-compliance look a little daunting.

“Change Induction. It must be some kind of mistake.”

“I don’t know. The government does a lot of weird things these days.”

Johnny nodded. “If only we could live in the twenty twenties, or something. Back then people were free. All they had to worry about was Covid, and crime, and things.”

“Well, those days are passed, so how you going to find out what a Change Induction is?”

“I’ll go to Steve tomorrow.”

“Your advisor?”

“Yeah.” He looked at her. “I know you think he’s sort of a creep, but he helped us get this place.”

“I know, but the looks he gives me,” she gave a big shiver.

“It’s okay, honey, just a misunderstanding. You watch, I’ll get that letter of acceptance from the education department tomorrow.”

“I sure hope so.”

The next day Johnny reported for work early. Steve Standish, his supervisor, was already there, and he tapped on Steve’s door lightly.

“Come on in,” Steve answered the knock.

“Hey, Steve, got a problem you might be able to help me with.”

Steve was very slightly overweight with thick, rubbery lips. His eyes were a little close set, and his hair was receding.

He had also been there for Johnny.

“What’s the calamity, Johnny Boy?” He leaned back in his chair and grinned. His teeth were slightly crooked.

“Well, I got this notice.” He put the notice on Steve’s desk. “Do you know what a Change Induction is?”

Steve pursed his lips. He didn’t say anything, he just leaned forward and picked up the letter. He was frowning.

“Change Induction. Greeting: You are hereby ordered for Change Induction…”

His voice dropped down and he mumbled, then read silently.

He looked up at Johnny, back at the letter.

“Have a seat, Johnny Boy.” He picked up his cell and tapped a number.

“Hey, Jackson. I’ve got Johnny in my office. We have a little counseling to do, and he’ll be there in an hour or so….yeah. Okay. thanks.”

Steve hung up the phone and faced Johnny. His face was now so somber it was unreadable. But Johnny had the feeling it wasn’t good news.

“Johnny, this letter is official. It’s from the government. It’s sort of like what people used to call ‘draft notices,’ when people were conscripted to go to war.”

“But we’re not at war!”

“No, we aren’t, but you’re being requested for another duty.”

“I am? But…I’m due to be accepted by the Education Department. I’m going to get out of the Projects.”

Steve heaved a sigh, and he said, “Some years ago, a couple of decades, China decided they had too many people.”

Johnny was blank. He listened.

So the government told everybody they could only have one baby.”

“Okay,” Johnny’s confusion was plain. what was Steve talking about?

The people, bless them, decided to have all boys. Technology had advanced, and women had boys, and this caused a severe imbalance in the population.

As the rest of the world decided they wanted to have smaller populations, they followed China’s lead. And, like China, most of the mother’s opted to have sons. Sons carried on the name. They didn’t get pregnant. And everybody thought the problem was solved.”

“Wasn’t it?”

“No. It was exacerbated. It was made worse. Without women the population bombed. Not enough people were being born to maintain the population. Birth rates dropped even lower, and, for a while, it looked like mankind was going to go through a mass extinction.”

“I don’t understand…I’ve heard some of this, but…but not like you’ve explained it.”

“That’s because the governments of the world didn’t want to let the people know how close they came. They didn’t want to be found guilty of stupidity, so they passed a few laws. This information, what I’ve just told you, is restricted information. It is not available to the public. They don’t want people panicking, or deciding to have unauthorized children, or any of the other stupid things that people can do”

“So what does it mean?”

Another big sigh. “What it means is that you have been selected for transformation. You, Johnny Boy, are about to be Johnny Girl. Change Induction means you have selected by the government to balance the population.”

“No! That makes no sense!”

“Sense or not, it’s what is. You’ll have to report, or they’ll come and get you. If you report it’s probably easier. If they have to come and get you…” he shrugged. “…you’ll be considered a criminal, and your ‘re-training’ might be, shall we say, a little more difficult.”

“Difficult? Forced to be a woman? I don’t think so!” I was born a man, and…why me?”

“Who’s to say. Maybe there’s something in your medical files that qualifies you. Or maybe it’s your psych files. I don’t know, and I doubt if anybody, except a few eggheads hired by the government to put this thing together, know.”

“But…but…”

An hour later Johnny walked out of Steve’s office. He was in a daze, thoroughly confused, and he wondered if this was all real, and what would he say to Chrissy, and…

Behind him, in his office, Stave smiled.

Johnny was now officially out of the way, and that left a clear path to his beautiful babe of a girlfriend, the woman with big tits and a great laugh, who Steve really wanted.

“But they can’t do that!” Chrissy cried out. She was holding the letter and her hands were trembling. “They can’t just take somebody and make them into a woman!”

“According to Steve, they can. He’s going to come over tomorrow and we’re going to talk some more. He’s looking into ways to get around this, and I’m researching the whole thing.”

Johnny headed for the computer and began researching, and Chrissy mixed him a drink, with real bourbon, not the government issued stuff. She even added some boot legged Coke.

Johnny sat in front of the computer for hours. Chrissy sat on the couch and watched him, and wondered where the nightmare would end.

“Well,” he said, “It looks like they have the authority to do this,” he said, pushing back from the computer. “I’ve seen all the laws, I’ve read court cases, and there is a whole department in our government that does nothing but change men into women.”

“But that can’t be!”

“Well, let’s see what Steve has to offer tomorrow, until then…let’s go to bed.”

So they did.

“Okay,” Steve said. He was sitting at Johnny and Chrissy’s kitchen table with them and drinking government hooch. It was supposed to be bourbon, but it tasted like distilled paint thinner, and it didn’t even have the blessings of Coke to hide the terrible taste. “There are a couple of things we can do.”

“Like what?” Chrissy tried to ignore Steve’s wet and loathsome eyes and concentrate on the Change Induction problem.

“We can appeal, we can see if we can get congressional intervention, we can get a doctor’s excuse…”

“Doctor’s excuse?”

“Yeah, if there is a medical reason for Johnny to avoid the Induction. Do you know of any reason you can’t be transformed into a woman?”

Johnny shook his head. “I’m in good health. Passed all my physicals, and we eat good. Except for this, of course.” He lifted the glass of hooch.

Steve nodded. “Yeah, this stuff could kill a cockroach.” He sipped, and ignored his own pronouncement.

“So what should we try?”

“Let’s write a couple of letters. Congressman, and the Induction Board, that sort of thing.”

So they sat and composed letters to protest Johnny’s Induction.

It took hours, and it was doubly hard for Chrissy, because Steve kept examining her with his eyes.

Nothing said, nothing done, just that lewd undressing of her, that lip smacking look of lust. And he thought he was hiding it.

But a girl knows.

Johnny might not know, but he didn’t have a woman’s intuition.

But Chrissy knew.

Steve was a lech. Period.

Finally, however, the evening came to a close. They had three letters typed up, inserted into envelopes, and ready to go.

“I’ll mail these on the way out,” Steve offered, picking up the three letters.

Johnny thanks him, and Steve gave him a hug.

Chrissy moved back, out of the way, and avoided any hug. She didn’t want to feel his body trying to press against her body.

Steve smiled and headed out the door.

Chrissy immediately hugged Johnny.

“He wasn’t so bad,” said Johnny, smiling at her.

He really didn’t see Steve for what he was.

Steve headed down the stairs and out the front entrance. He walked down the street, crossed the street, and went around the corner.

He smiled to himself, and headed for a dumpster in an alley.

He ripped up the letters and deposited them in the dumpster.

No, Johnny Boy, he thought. You’re not getting out of this!

Johnny waited anxiously for a response to his letters. Time was passing and he only had a couple of weeks until he was due to report for Change Induction.

But while he waited he did further research.

Of course, the research was hard, because the government really didn’t want their citizens to know they were being changed into the sex the government wanted.

He managed to get in contact with a pro bono lawyer, but that worthy wouldn’t take Johnny’s case.

“Best to just do it, son,” the lawyer said. “It’s more important to balance the world than it is for you to be selfish.”

“Selfish?” Johnny gaped.

“What would you call it? Refusing to answer your country’s call to duty?”

He found a couple of chat rooms on the dark web that talked about it, but even they were circumspect in their discussions. After all, everybody knew how the government controlled the internet these days.

The last week before his Induction Johnny called the Induction Board itself.

First, he got an endless series of secretaries. Most of whom put him on hold for endless lengths of time.

When he finally got somebody who sounded like they had some horse power he was advised to go to his Induction and stop ‘causing problems.’

He responded that he wanted his records under the FOIA. The Freedom of Information Act.

The person on the phone just chuckled and hung up.

The date came and he missed his induction. He just went to work and  came home and figured life would go on.

After all, he was a United States citizen. They couldn’t kidnap him! They couldn’t just pick him up and…and do things to him!

He returned home, and that was an anxious night. He and Chrissy worried all night, and in fact he was so worried that he couldn’t get it up.

He managed to get her off, but he was just too upset to have his own orgasm.

The next day he went to work, and was met at the gate by two cops.

They were plain clothes, and they just moved up next to him. One cleared his throat and the other stuck a needle into his arm.

Johnny went down easily, was caught before he hit his head on the ground, and the last thing he remembered before he went unconscious was seeing Steve.

Steve had a smile on his face and just watched. He didn’t come to Johnny’s aid or anything.

What’s up with Steve?

Then it was a short, dark night.

Johnny awoke on a bus. Actually, he was yelled awake.

“Come on, ladies!” A big, buff fellow walked down the aisle of the bus, shaking people and yelling. “Wake up! File outside and stand on the yellow footprints!”

Johnny was dazed. His stomach ached, which indicated that he hadn’t eaten for awhile. He stood up and staggered down the center of the bus. He rubbed his face and muttered, “Where are we.”

“Kansas,” answered the fellow right in front of him, with a glance back at Johnny.

The recruits stumbled down the stairs and out of the bus.

“Over here!”

“Line up!”

“Get on the yellow footprints!”

There were two, very large fellows on each side of the recruits, and they didn’t say much. They just looked ready to use muscle if they had to.

There were six women in snappy, blue, pencil dresses with short, spiffy jackets. They had short hems, large breasts, and their faces were snarly mean.

Johnny stumbled across the asphalt and found the yellow footprints. He stood on a pair and looked around in confusion.

They were under a massive metal awning, beams on one side and the roof was slightly slanted. In the distance were drab barracks, and they could see people marching.

Johnny rubbed his eyes. The people marching were wearing pink dresses, and they looked to be women. They were too far away for Johnny to make out individual features, but…they looked to be women!

In his dazed state of mind he wondered why they were bringing women to this place. Weren’t they supposed to be bringing men?

Then the largest one of the women at the depot stepped in front of the men. The other five women walked through the ranks telling the men to be quiet.

Finally, it was quiet, and the large woman smiled at the men.

“Welcome, ladies, to Camp Thorndyke. Just so you know, you are in the middle of the Texas desert. Anybody who doesn’t want to be here can just take a walk.”

The men mumbled.

“Now, ladies, no talking while I’m interrupting you,” she grinned.

“What are we doing here?” asked a man, who immediately caught the silent but aggressive attention of two of the Instructors.

Maggie answered, “Here you will learn to be perfect ladies. By the time you have graduated you will know fashion, be able to make yourselves up, and behave in a polite and cultivated manner.”

More grumbling.

“Now, I know that many of you perhaps all of you, did not want to come here, but you will serve a great purpose. The percentages of man to woman will be balanced, and you will find that being women is a wonderful adventure. You will look forward to having boyfriends, and husbands, and many of you will have children.”

The noise increased, and the women Instructors started enforcing their commands to be quiet with physical responses.

Johnny was surprised to find that he was one of the ones that was raising his voice and stepping forward, and suddenly an Instructor stepped up to him and grabbed his balls. And she didn’t just grab his balls, she squeezed.

White hot pain shot through Johnny and he would have fallen, except that the Instructor was holding him up…by the balls.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned, putting his hands on the Instructor’s shoulders.

“Are you trying to feel my tits?” She asked him, almost conversationally.

“No…please…let…let go!”

She did, and he fell to his knees. The first Instructor sauntered off, to grab somebody else by the balls, and another Instructor moved in on Johnny. “Oh your feet, you bitch!”

Johnny struggled to stand. He was white faced, sick to his stomach, but he made it.

The second Instructor cupped his left cheek and squeezed. “That’s it, lover. You’re going to make a good girl.”

In front of the men Maggie was still talking. “Now, we know that you ladies have had a rough time, and you’re still recovering from from your trip, and you’re all hungry…so we’re going to turn to the right when Instructor Deborah says ‘Right face,’ and we will head for the mess hall. Do you understand?”

There were a few nods.

“If you understand then you will answer ‘Yes, Ma’am.’ Do you understand?”

A ragged chorus of ‘Yes, ma’ams’ rose up.

Maggie smiled. “We’ll work on it. Instructor Deborah, take the ladies to chow.”

One of the five pencil skirted Instructors stepped to the front.

“Right face!”

Men looked around and turned haphazardly to the right.

“Forward, march!”

Stumbling, staggering, the assemblage of men made a poor showing of marching. The Instructors moved in and yelled instructions at them, harried them, and slowly the men began to put their feet down in unison.

They marched out from under the big awning and towards a far away building. As they got closer to it they could see a truck unloading to one side. Bags of potatoes, eggs, bacon, cans of lard, all sorts of food stuffs.

The men were stopped outside the building. They were in four files, and the men went into the building one file at a time. They were directed to one of four tables, and when they started to sit down the Instructors yelled at them.

“Stand behind your chairs! Don’t sit until the man gives you permission!”

But, except for the two big, bully boys standing at the back of the big room, there were no men.

The recruits looked around, but…nope. No men.

One Instructor came to the head of each of the four tables and stood ready to sit. Still, nobody sat.

The tables were laden with food, the odor of nutrition was overwhelming, but, still, nobody sat, and Instructors could still be heard saying that the ladies should wait for the men to sit.

Finally, everybody was in place, and Maggie and her second in command, the fifth Instructor, sat down at a small table at the head of the room.

“Be seated,” the Instructors yelled as one. They sat, and the women sat.

A couple of the men reached for utensils, and the instructors nodded.

For a long moment there was nothing but the sound of knives and forks and food being inhaled. Slowly, however, the subtle sounds relaxed as the men filled themselves.

One of the men asked the Instructor, “Uh…”

“Yes, Gerald? You had a question?”

Johnny blinked. The Instructors already knew their names.

“You said don’t be seated until the men are seated, but they’re aren’t any men here.”

“It’s true. Very astute, Gerald. But we must train you to behave as if men were actually here. Thus, myself and the other Instructors will serve, in specific circumstances, as ‘men.’ Don’t worry, Johnny,” she addressed Johnny, “it will be obvious when we are ‘honorary’ men, and when we are playing our parts as your instructors.

“Now, excuse me for being impolite, but my name is Deborah, and I already know your names, but we must get acquainted. Before we begin, however, I should let you know what is happening.

“To make you into real women we must first break you down, similar to the way the Marine Corps breaks men down before making them into Marines. Then we build you up. That will explain some of how and why we train you the way we train you.

“Further, while you are not encouraged to speak, men don’t like a mouthy female,” she smiled, “at times you will be encouraged to share your feelings, to get together and have a good, old fashioned hen chat, just like real women.”

“Ma’am?”

“Yes, George?”

“You keep saying women, real women, but we’re men. How do you plan on doing this? Are you going to, uh…do surgery or something?”

“Oh, Lord, no. That is so old fashioned. Technology has advanced so much that all we have to do is give you a pill. The pill doesn’t give you female hormones so much as unleash your own hormone making capacity. You will find that over the coming weeks your bodies will change, and you will become women in every sense of the word.”

“Like…with a pussy?”

Instructor Deborah laughed. “You mean a vagina? No, it’s all right, women know all the dirty words, but we are careful when and to whom we use them. And, yes. Your dick will shrink, Your pee hole will become larger and become a real vagina. Your testicles will be drawn up into your body where they will become ovaries. Your breasts will grown, your features will become finer, your eyes wider, your hair more luxurious.”

The men at the table were silent, absorbing, their minds trying to grasp the concepts.

The man named George, a chubby fellow with lots of unladylike hair, whispered, “When do we take these pills.”

“Oh,” Deborah answered airily with a wave, “You’ve already taken them. They were in your food.”

Every man there sat upright, several of them pushed their plates away. One of them pushed a finger into his mouth in an effort to vomit.

“Don’t bother Deborah told the man. “Also in your food was a sedative. It’s very efficient, and you are not alarmed, and the more you try to be alarmed, the more relaxed you will become.”

The man trying to vomit couldn’t. He kept pushing his finger down his throat, but all that happened was a quick gag, and a dazed look in his eyes.

Instructor Deborah kept eating.

“What about you? Are you eating the…the other …the pill?”

Deborah looked at Johnny and smiled. “Of course, but as a woman I am immune from being made into a woman, you know?

Johnny nodded.

All the men at the table were stunned. They weren’t eating now, and all they could do was think about the fact that, without a whine or whimper, they had been made into women.

“Come, ladies. Why so glum?”

A fellow at the end of the table muttered, “We didn’t have any choice. We were just drafted and…and changed.”

Deborah smiled and reached out and patted his hand. “Sam, I know how you feel, and it does seem unfair, but think how it was twenty years ago? We had wars in every corner of the globe. We had pandemics, we had endless crime, we had racism and corruption, and now…now all we have is corruption.”

She laughed, and the men looked at each other.

Then one of the men chuckled. He had been the most stressed out, but that had caused the relaxant in his bloodstream to perk up. Now he was one of the most relaxed, and he said, “She’s right, you know.”


Part Two

After dinner the men were marched to their barracks. It wasn’t a huge building, only ten beds on each side of the rooms on two floors. The Instructors each had their own room at the end of the barracks.

And, everybody just went to sleep.

“Morning, ladies! It’s time to clean up! Get these quarters clean, or miss breakfast.”

Men sat up, stood up, and looked around in confusion. They had just found out that the pills that had been in their food had had an effect on their personalities. They weren’t so willing to object. Now they were drugged, and they just went along with everything. It was so much easier to follow directions, than it was to cause trouble.

The Instructors, when asked about the drugs in their systems, just laughed and admitted it. And admitted that they were given an antidote pill so they could continue to remain sharp.

Johnny made his bed, following instructions. He mopped the floor, he cleaned the toilets.

It was easy when all men, or women, or whatever they were, worked together.

Then they marched to breakfast.

Deborah said they weren’t being given any more hormone pills, but they would always be given relaxants, right up until their change was complete and they could be trusted to act like women.

They sat down and ate, and the kitchen staff kept the tables supplied.

Deborah explained, “This will be the last time you are waited on. Women should do the waiting, not be waited upon. Each squad will take a turn running the kitchen. They will learn to prepare the food, and they will clean the kitchen afterwards. This squad will have a turn at dinner this evening.

The man nodded, and ate, and were a little stoned.

After breakfast the men were assembled in front of the chow hall and the command was given: “Take off your clothes!”

Now the Instructors went into yelling mode. They walked around, pulled on clothes to deliberately rip them, and made the men strip.

Every last one of them had a boner.

Maggie talked with her junior while Deborah and the other Instructors threw clothes in a pile.

The man were embarrassed. They all had boners, which one of the Instructors said was a result of the pill they had taken. Apparently when the hormones kicked in the penis stood up straight for a week or so. A last gasp of their manhood before it was minimized.

“Stand up straight!”

“Hands at the side!”

“You can’t cover that little dingus!”

“Don’t worry, it’ll be gone soon!”

The Instructors yelled, but they laughed, and slapped butts, and even stroked the men’s penises.

Johnny was actually crying now, and Deborah stepped up to him. She grabbed his dick with one hand and wiped his tears away with the other. “Try not to cry Johnny. It’ll make your mascara run.”

“But I…I’ don’t have any mascara!”

“You will. Next week, when you woman up and learn when to cry and when not to cry.”

She stroked him a couple of times, kissed his cheek, and moved to the next man in the formation.

Johnny just stood there, and sobbed harder.

The clothes were gathered up and put in a waiting trash can. The trash can was then rolled away and the men stared after the symbol of their manhood: their ripped and torn clothes.

“Okay, ladies! Attention.”

The men shuffled into place and stood in shock.

“When I say attention I mean shoulders back, chest thrust out, just like you had a pair!”

The men looked at each other in confusion. A pair of what?

Deborah slid past and pushed shoulders back to make chests thrust forward. “Come on, honey,” she said to Duane. “How are men going to see them if you don’t present them?”

Boob! Like you have a pair of boobs!

“Okay, ladies, move together when I say it…”Left face!”

They were slightly better than the night before, and they would get better as the weeks passed.

“Forward, march!”

The line of naked men, their boners bouncing, moved out.

And the second Instructor, Maggie’s junior, began calling out cadence.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Lost my panties and lost my gun!

Now I’m gonna have fun!

The Instructors marched next to their squads and helped the men march together, and they encouraged them to count along with Maggie’s Junior.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Got my titties and got my bra!

Let the men all stand in awe!

There seemed to be an endless number of verses, and the men were expected to learn them and repeat them after only one calling.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

I live to spread my legs!

got to fertilize my eggs!

They were called to a stop in front of a big warehouse.

“Careful, ladies, don’t run into the lady in front of you, yet! You’re not ready for anal sex!”

Several of the men had bumped their boners into the buns of the men in front of them, and there were muttered apologies and embarrassment everywhere.

“First squad, file through that door!”

The men marched through the door and found themselves in a big room filled with clothes. They passed a big table on the right and ladies in pink handed out uniforms.

The uniforms consisted of a one size fits all dress and boxers and combat boots with socks.

They continued down the line and into another room. this room had four benches, one against each wall, and the men were commanded to put on their uniforms.

The men, at one time, would have refused.

But now they were slightly drugged, relaxed, and they needed something to cover their naked bodies.

They pulled on their boxer shorts, to the snickers of the Instructors, then wiggled into their dresses. The dresses had large bottoms and tight tops. All of the men’s nipples showed through the tops, and all the nipples were erect.

They sat down then and pulled on their coarse socks and combat boots.

“Outside and on the yellow footprints when you’re dressed!” the Instructors kept yelling.

Finally, all forty men were standing on forty footprints, wearing their pink dresses and trying to get used to the clumsiness of their combat boots.

“Okay, ladies! Time for a little exercise! Right face!”

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Lick my coosh and make me wet!

There’s a dick I’ve got to get!

The men slowly began to get the cadence. Their feet started to get along.

And they were, at first, grossed out by the chants, but as time went on, and they became more upset and the relaxant in their bloods kicked in, they got over it.

They were marched to a field and commenced to exercising.

First they did some normal exercises to get the blood running. Push ups, sit ups, jumping jacks, and so on.

Between every set of calisthenics, however, they started doing burpees. Lots of burpees.

“These are the ones that will lose your waist and help those hormones work! The more burpees you do the more slender you will become. The more slender you become the bigger your tits will be!”

Dazed, sometimes dizzy, the men tried to follow directions. they were clumsy, they were sloppy, but…they were following directions.

Then they took a break.

Except that a break merely meant that they did yoga. And yoga, in the hands of malicious Instructors, could be quite vicious.

“Hold that lotus pose! Your legs aren’t going to fall off!”

“Dog looks down! Not Dog looks up!”

“Twist more Align the right bones with the left bones.”

The Instructors moved through the men, adjusting them. Encouraging them with pats on the ass. Chastising them by grabbing their dicks and yelling things like, “You want to lose this?”

The answer to this last was, of course, “No, ma’am,’ and the men didn’t even realize what they were saying. They were going to lose it anyway, and maybe lose it faster as they exercised and the pill went through their bodies and stimulated hormone growth.

After two hours of calisthenics and yoga the men were ready to drop. They weren’t allowed to drop. They were, instead, marched to a barracks.

Inside the barracks it was set up like a classroom. The men sat down and sighed.

An Instructor they had never seen marched in and addressed the class. “Okay, ladies, a short word before we start on make up. You will learn here, and there will be a bit of practical, you will get a chance to do the things we discuss here, but you will all use cold cream when you exit. If you want make up at Camp Thorndyke you will have to earn it. Learn your duties as a woman, then you will be allowed make up, nice underwear, and all the other things that go along with being a woman. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the men answered, and they were already starting to answer as a group.

“Okay. There are eight simple steps in applying make up, though some of these steps can be sub-divided into 12, 13, or even more steps. The first step, is actually not a step, but should be part of your daily skin care. To cleanse your skin you…”

The men had spiral ring binders in front of them, along with simple pens. The Instructors moved through and had the men write the instructions down. They were dinged for bad penmanship, leaving steps out, and so on.

By the time they had finished writing down everything it was lunch time.

“Tomorrow, ladies. Same time. Maybe we’ll get to play a bit.”

Maggie’s Junior called them to attention, had them file out and take their places on yellow footprints.

The men were tired. They were drugged, their bodies were undergoing severe changes, though they couldn’t see the changes, yet, and they were physically tired and mentally exhausted.

They were marched back to the chow hall.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

pump your pump and hump my rump!

screw me till I take a dump!

They filed into the chow hall and waited to be seated. When Maggie sat down the Instructors sat down, and now the recruits could all sit down.

They ate slowly, and sometimes Deborah had to encourage them.

“Johnny, shake Duane. Duane! Eat your asparagus. That’s a good girl.”

They ate, and they had no idea whether they were eating more hormones. They were so hungry.

“George! Your niples are getting bigger already! Does anybody have pain or swelling in their chest region? Good, George. Keep at it. More exercises. Johnny, we need to wash your hair. I’ll help you girls wash your hair this evening. When you are exercising and working like you are, you will perspire more, and then there are the effects of the hormone pill that will make you perspire, and the perspiration will have an odd odor. Duane! Wake up!”

Deborah kept talking the whole meal, and by the time lunch was over the men were truly and totally beat.

They filed to the outside and took their places on the yellow footprints. Their eyes were half closed—George was probably sleeping standing up—and they were ready to drop.

“Right face!”

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

My stockings they will never run

but my men will always cum!

They filed into a big class room with forty lounge chairs. They were commanded to lay down. they did so without complaint, and a big screen lit up. It was high on the wall, took up almost all the wall, and was tilted so the men could see the the images easily.

No word was said. No Instructor spoke. The big screen began showing images. The men would never know what images were going to be shown. Sometimes it was a chick flick, anything from ‘A Summer Place’ to ‘Sleepless in Seattle.’

And sometimes it was just porn. Something like ‘Man enough to be a Sissy,’ or one of the hypnotube clips.

And always, they would find out, and this through simple questioning of Deborah, it was subliminal.

“We certainly can’t teach you everything there is about being a woman in such a short time. Subliminal teaching is incredibly effective. We won’t have to pound knowledge into you, you’ll just absorb it, naturally, through subliminal commands.

The men weren’t fond of this answer, but there wasn’t much they were fond of, at least in the beginning. As the weeks passed they would become much more amenable to the teaching methods of Camp Thorndyke.

After a week of calisthenics and yoga, classes on everything from make up to sewing, the men were starting to shape up. As women.

They lost weight, and pectorals were beginning to expand. Faces were thinner as fat was redistributed. Hair was growing long and had to be washed and styled daily.

And some of the women were actually wearing make up.

If they passed the Instructor’s critical eye they were given their own little purses and commanded to take them everywhere. The purses were pink and dangled from shoulders.

And, in the third squad a man named Todd was awarded real panties and a bra.

His pecker had shrunk and his boobs were coming in. There was almost no trace of his testicles, as they were being pulled up into his body.

Thus, he was awarded for his progress, and he walked very proudly.

Some of the men, however, complained.

“How can you effect the shrinkage of your penis, or the growth of your breasts?” George asked Deborah at dinner one night.

“Positive thought,” responded Deborah, “and more exercise. I understand that Tod was doing exercises after lights out and in his spare time.”

Johnny frowned, but several of the men nodded. Johnny didn’t want to be a woman, in spite of the hormones and the subliminal teachings, but others did.

That night Johnny walked into the bathroom to pee and he found six men doing burpees. They seemed unconcerned with his look, and they perspired more and more.

Perspired, because women didn’t sweat.

And they didn’t use foul language. None of the men were saying shit or fuck anymore.

They had lots of discussions about tits and vaginas and dicks, but in a swearing manner. After all, how can a body part be a dirty word, if it’s not used in a cursing manner?

Then, on the third week, Johnny’s tits began to grow.

Deborah congratulated him, and sent him to the warehouse for a bra, and said, “I was afraid you weren’t going to grow! Well done, Johnny!”

Johnny headed off for his bra. He wasn’t happy about his tits. He was embarrassed. The other men were all proud, and they held their shoulders back and showed them off, just like it commanded in some of the marching chants.

He wasn’t happy about being a woman at all. The other men were fully with the program now, but not Johnny.

All Johnny did was dream of being home with Chrissy.

But that wasn’t about to happen.

Johnny got his bra, and the Instructor in charge of the warehouse was a little surprised. “My records show no growth, but here you are, looking big.”

“I don’t know about that,” groused Johnny.

“Are you happy about growing boobs finally?”

“Not really.”

The Instructor nodded. “And are your nipples bigger?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Show me.”

Johnny did, and the Instructor’s eyes widened. She made a notation on a clipboard, then sent him on his way.

Days passed. Long days filled with cleaning and cooking in the chow hall. Classes dealing with fashions and needlepoint. Hours of calisthenics and yoga.

After four weeks all the men were showing boobs, and their nipples were all big and hard. Their dicks were shrinking at a rapid pace, and almost all trace of testicles had disappeared.

The men were now walking more like women, and high heels started being awarded to some of the ladies.

Ladies, not men. They had crossed some invisible point of sexuality, and they were considered ladies, and not just by the command of the Instructors, but by the amount of growth on their chests, their advancement in classes, and their general behavior.

Johnny had one of the biggest pair of breasts in the whole camp. He even ‘out-titted’ some of the instructors!

His nipples were definitely large, and they were always standing up.

But, what was weird, was that he still had his balls and his pecker. If anything, they had grown larger.

And his pecker was almost always standing up, and even dripping.

Some of the women looked at him and were suspicious, or at least snippy in that way that women have.

Johnny didn’t care. He was living a life he didn’t care about. He wanted to go home, be with Chrissy. He didn’t care that much about tits, or being a woman. Well, he did like playing with his breasts, but since his cock hadn’t shrunk, and his balls hadn’t retracted, and since he had no sign of a pussy forming, he couldn’t be overly excited about being a woman.

In fact, since his dick and balls were still there, and bigger, and because the effect of the hormones was to make his dick always hard, he had taken to jacking off.

He wasn’t normally a jacker, in civilian life he had Chrissy to attend to his needs, but now he was excited all the time.

When doing calisthenics he could feel his dingus bouncing up and down. When doing yoga he frequently was bent and twisted so that he was face to face with his own cock, and he actually felt the desire to suck it.

And his balls, big and on display, were producing testosterone, perhaps by the gallon, because when he did jack off he emitted amazing amounts of semen.

One night he got up late and went into the bathroom. The girls were done with their extra exercising, and he went to the last stall, lifted his dress and dropped his boxers and sat down and started stroking.

“Oh, heysoos! It felt good. He massaged his balls, played with his tits, and approached the point of no return.

“Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, enjoying the white hot feeling of going over the edge, but just as he squirted he heard a gasp.

His dick spewing, his eyes opened and he saw George!

George, who had once had hair and was chubby, but now was sleek and hairless and the proud possessor of tits almost as big as Johnny’s.

And who stared at Johnny’s big package.

“George!” gasped Johnny.

“Johnny?”

Then Johnny was down on his knees, sucking, stroking, slurping.

Other girls entered the bathroom. they weren’t drawn by any noise, but by that sixth sense that women had.

More girls went down on Johnny.

They had been subliminally taught to desire men, and to serve them. they wanted to fuck, but their vaginas hadn’t come in yet.

So they sucked, as they had been taught.

Another load was squeezed out of Johnny’s pecker, and the ladies fought for the right to devour his seed.

And they wouldn’t let him up. In spite of his slightly more male structure, and the residual male musculature, there were too many girls and not enough of him.

Johnny was pushed back against the porcelain throne. He came again. And—

“What the hell is going on here!”

It was Deborah. She normally didn’t raise her voice in the barracks, but now she did.

She pulled girls off Johnny, she looked down and saw his cock, and she gasped.

That was a hard moment for Deborah. She was a full woman. She had transformed completely, and she had a hunger for cock that wouldn’t stop.

But she stopped herself from latching on to Johnny, from sitting on him and pursuing her satisfaction.

“Come with me!”

She grabbed his cock and marched him out of the barracks.

Johnny was naked, and he followed along. And he squirted in her hand as they crossed the field.

They entered headquarters and it was al Deborah cold do not to lick her hand. Instead she wiped her hand off, told Johnny to sit down, and called up Maggie McGill.

Maggie showed up a half hour later. She was, as usual, immaculately attired, but her eyes showed she was tired, and a little bit irritated. She walked past Deborah, indicated she should follow her, and went into her office.

“All right Instructor, make your report.”

Johnny was right outside, and he heard Deborah’s report.

She told how she had been awakened by a disturbance, and had discovered Johnny in the bathroom, being molested by all the recruits.

Maggie frowned.

Deborah finished her report with: “I saw that he still has his penis and testicles and so brought him to headquarters and called you.”

“And you didn’t notice that he still had his package earlier?”

“No, ma’am.”

Johnny heard the shame in that admission.

“All right. You’re dismissed pending an investigation. Send Johnny in to me.”

Johnny was on his feet when Deborah walked out of the office. She looked about to cry, but she motioned for him to enter Maggie’s office, then she beelined for the door.

Johnny walked in, and he expected to be chewed out, to leave in tears, but he was surprised.

“Have a seat, Johnny.”

Johnny sat in a chair sideways to her desk, and she swiveled to meet his gaze. She was a striking woman, and it was no problem to get a boner over her. Not that he had to, he always had one. Even though he had just cum several times, he was still ready.

She looked down at his crotch, then called for an orderly. “Janice, please get Johnny a winter coat.

The orderly disappeared, reappeared, and handed Johnny a long coat. It was pink, but it covered him up.

Maggie sighed. It looked like she was relieved that he was now covered.

“So, tell me what’s happening, Johnny.”

“I don’t…I don’t think anything is happening.”

“So why do you still have a penis? And balls?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about much.” He shrugged and looked around the office.

Bare bones, but a few fluffs here and there. A couple of books by Grace Mansfield.

“Are you enjoying yourself here?”

“No,” he mumbled.

“Why not?”

“I didn’t want to come here. I want to go home to my girlfriend.”

Maggie nodded. “And what do you think about being a woman?”

“I suppose it’s okay. If you’re really a woman.”

“And you aren’t?”

“No.”

He didn’t yell, or rant, he just answered honestly.

Maggie wrote an order out on a sheet of paper. “My orderly will take you to another barracks. There won’t be many people there, but I’m going to have you checked out by a doctor tomorrow.”

Johnny took the order, but she held onto it for a second and looked him in the eyes. “Johnny, don’t go for a walk tonight. Don’t go anywhere. We’ll get to the bottom of this and…and just sit tight in the new barracks until we call you tomorrow.”

“Am I in trouble?”

She smiled. “You? In trouble? I don’t think so. Somebody is, but it’s not you.”

She let go of her side of the order and leaned back.

Johnny slept late. Yawned, and got up. He wore only the pink coat, and nobody was yelling at him, and…he felt okay.

Not good, not bad, but okay.

The main thing was that he was off the grind of becoming a female.

An hour later he was hungry. He sat on the porch of the barracks and watched the camp.

Women in pink marching. No men except for a few bully boys, who seemed to want to just stay out of sight.

The sun was hot, and he was just considering going and finding the chow hall when a Jeep spurted from the buildings in the distance and headed for him.

The Jeep was coming for him. Must be the medical thing.

He wondered what the doctor was going to say to him.

The Jeep arrived and a women in a blue pencil skirt and jacket, the Instructor’s uniform, got out.

“Hello, Johnny. My name is Samantha. I’m going to be taking you to see the sights today. That okay with you?”

She was gorgeous, and smiling. An honest smile. A smile with no commands or yells.

“Sure.”

She looked at him critically. “I think, while you’re in the doctor’s I’ll be getting you something better to wear.”

“Oh.” Then, as he got into the Jeep. “Can I get something to eat?” And he started crying.

Samantha didn’t yell at him, or make some remark about him losing his balls. She just leaned over the console and held him. “It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay.”

He nodded and mumbled, and tried to control himself, but he was still weeping when Samantha drove up in front of a medical building.

She took him in the front door and said, “I’ll get you something to eat. Okay?”

Johnny nodded. The pink coat had sleeves and he wiped his eyes. And fuck the make up.

Two days later Johnny sat in front of Maggie. Samantha sat in a chair next to her.

“Johnny. You’re going to be going home.”

His head shot up. “What?”

“It turns out that certain factors in your Induction Papers were misrepresented.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that somebody forged a couple of answers. You aren’t prepared or designed for being a woman.”

“I’m not?” happiness surged through his heart.

“No. I’m sorry to say, but the changes in your body are not reversible. Fortunately, you still have your penis and testicles, and if you wish to have your breasts removed, an outside physician may be able to do that.”

“But…I don’t get it? What do you mean my papers were…what? Forged?”

“Somebody checked a couple of boxes they weren’t supposed to. That’s all I’m prepared to say.”

Johnny’s mouth hung open. To have this happen, after going through so much…it was…unreal!

“I’m sorry, we don’t have male clothes or accouterments here. We will be giving you funds for the last month, so you can buy anything you want once you leave. Also, notification has been passed along. You won’t have any trouble in getting your old job back.”

Johnny blurted. “I want an education.”

There was a silence in which Maggie glanced at Samantha. Samantha nodded.

“We’ll put our recommendations forward, and I believe you won’t have any trouble with that.”

“I won’t?”

“Johnny,” Samantha spoke, “We’re sorry this happened. Technically, we’re not responsible, but…we are. Deborah should have reported your lack of changes. Administration should have caught your paperwork. Now, we can’t do anything about what has happened, but I’m in contact with people who will be favorable to your request for further education. I just hope that when the dust settles you will remember that there are people willing to go to bat for you.”

Johnny looked back and forth between the two women, and his heart was breaking for happiness.

Johnny walked up the stairs to his old apartment. The name plate on the mailbox was unchanged, his and Chrissy’s names were still there, and that meant that Chrissy must still be there.

He stood on the landing and straightened his dress.

He had elected to just stay a woman while coming home. The Induction center had lots of women’s outfits, and make up, and he was standing in a pencil skirt with a blouse. A longer coat was draped over his arm.

His eyebrows were plucked, his lips were red, his hair was styled.

On the surface, he looked like a woman.

Except for the big bump in his skirt. He kept the coat folded over that.

He raised a hand, looked at his long red nails, formed a small fist, and rapped on the door.

He heard noise inside the apartment. He stepped back.

Chrissy opened the door. She was as he remembered. Beautiful. But sad. “Yes?”

Johnny stepped forward.

Chrissy blinked, then gasped. “Johnny?”

Then she was in his arms and they were hugging.

And kissing.

And then they were in bed. And it didn’t matter to Chrissy that he had breasts. In fact, it was sort of sexy, and she couldn’t get enough of Johnny.

They kissed and loved, and he was inside her and everything was right. And after a couple of orgasms, while they lay on their backs and breathed heavily and waited for the next one, Chrissy said, “It was Steve.”

“Steve?”

“He tried to move in. He tried to force himself on me, and when I wouldn’t, he told me what he had done, that he had messed up your papers and caused you to be sent to the Induction Board.

Johnny sighed. Steve, who he had thought was his friend.

“Then you were right, and he’s a creep.”

“He’s creep, but he’s not here anymore.”

“No?”

“No. The police picked him up yesterday.”

Johnny thought about Steve, then he didn’t.

Fuck that guy.


Epilogue

Steve stood in front of the judge.

“Steven Standish, what you did is reprehensible. To become a woman is a privilege, and it is a choice. For you to falsify official documents and  take away a man’s choice…to cause misery to your fellow man, misery which resulted in unwanted body modification…maiming, actually…well, it is the sentence of this court…”

Steve’s jaw dropped, and he fell to his knees and begged, but the sentence had been stated.

Steve sat in prison and waited for his sentence to be carried out.

He thought about his crimes, but he wasn’t remorseful. Some people are sociopathic and they have no conscience.

A week later he was marched down a hall and into an office. There was an operating table, and Steve stared at it.

“No! he screamed. “No!”

The guards were well trained, however, and they put him on the table and fastened him in place.

A doctor came in and checked over his instruments.

An official of the court came in and read off the crimes that Steve was guilty of. He finished with, “It is the sentence of this court that you will be deprived of sexual pleasure for the rest of your days.”

Steve tried to yell again, but the anesthesiologist was already moving. He placed the gas mask over Steve’s face, and since Steve was busy trying to yell, he counted backwards from a hundred for him.

A minute later the doctor picked up a knife.

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 and Made into a Lesbian!

Have you ever wanted an orgasm that wouldn’t end?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I seem to have written a few stories about lesbians. That’s okay. I love lesbians, but they always take second place to feminization and sissies and things like that.

I mean, a girl’s got to have preferences, right?

Anyway, isn’t a man that’s all feminized and who makes love like a woman…isn’t he sort of a lesbian? A fake lesbian, but…you know what I mean?

So enjoy the story of Ryan and Lia, and think about it.

I mean, really think about it.

Then take a good long look at your man and…wouldn’t it be nice if he was a lesbian?

Wouldn’t it?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ll be going out with the girls tonight.”

Ryan sighed.

“What?”

“You go out with women I’ve never met. What do you do? Do you guys have male strippers? Is there sex going on?”

Lia laughed and patted his cheek. “My jealous, little boy.”

Lia was a babe. She had the classic 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups, and long hair that flowed down her back. Her eyes were like a cat’s. Sharp and seeing and sparkling.

Ryan was an inch taller, and slender. His face was round and his eyes were soft. He wore his hair long, but not as long as Lia’s.

“I’m not your little boy.”

“My little girl?”

“I ask a simple question, and this is my answer?”

“It’s not a simple question, and if you haven’t noticed, I’m evading an answer.”

“Why? why can’t you just answer me? You’re always talking about honesty in a relationship. It seems like there’s some big secret here that you’re not telling me.”

Lia turned to him. They were in the bedroom and she was putting her lipstick on. “It’s just a bunch of girls having a hen party, doing the things that girls do.”

“Well, you’re getting pretty all dressed up for just a bunch of girls.”

She turned back to the mirror and rolled her lipstick on. She watched him in the mirror. “So I can’t have a few friends? You have lots of friends, and I never complain when they come over and watch a game or play poker.”

“It’s different. We act normal.”

“So do I. And so do my girl friends,” she added belatedly.

“”No. It’s not the same. You’ve got a secret. My friends and I get drunk and we bullshit and you know exactly what we’re doing. You never talk about what you and your friends are doing, and you act smug for a couple of days. In fact, you don’t want sex for about a week after one of your little meetings.”

Lia turned to him. She knocked him out with her smile and her eyes and her pure sexiness. “Okay. That’s it. If you really want to know what we do…I’ll tell you. But I’m telling you right now that you don’t want to know. I don’t want to tell you, and you don’t really want to know, and…I suggest you just back off.”

“No way I’m backing off.”

“You heard about cat who died of curiosity?”

“I don’t care, and that’s bullshit anyway. I want to know what the big secret is.”

She studied him for a long minute. Her gaze showed no emotion, but he knew she was thinking.

“Well?”

“If I tell you you have to promise that you will never speak of it to anybody other than me. Furthermore, you have to promise not to be upset.”

“How can I know if I’ll be upset before you even tell me?”

“That’s the rules. Take it or leave it.”

His turn to stare at her. He knew, in his heart of hearts, that he should just back off, but, dammit, he was curious. And her offering to tell him, even under such dire conditions, was actually the first hint that he had ever had that something was going on with her pussy posse.

“I’ll take it.”

“Come here.”

He came to her, and she undid his zipper and pulled out his cock. “Do you swear you will never speak of what I am about to tell you except to me?”

His cock throbbed in her hand. She had locked her eyes on his, and he groaned.

“Heysoos, is this the girl’s version of ‘pinkie swear?’”

“Do you swear?” she insisted.

“Yes!” His knees were weak.

“And do you promise that you will not get upset, irritated, angry, or have any of those kinds of emotions?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. She held his balls with one hand, stroked him, and kissed the head of his penis. She looked up and began talking.

“It’s myself and three other women. Janet, Lisa and Tammy. We all went to college together. We were members of a sorority house called Pi Pi Pi. Triple Pi, or ‘Tri-pi.’ We were the dirtiest, raunchiest bunch of bitches on the campus. We sucked and we fucked. We partied all semester, hacked into the college computers and changed our grades and…we had a good time. Don’t cum, yet.”

“It’s hard,” Ryan whined.

“I know it’s hard. It’s supposed to be hard. When I finish my story you have to cum to seal the deal.”

“Heysoos,” he gritted his teeth and held himself back.

“One night four of us were sitting around. We were drinking immense amounts of beer and trash talking and insulting and…you know, having a good time.

“Then Janet suggested Truth or Dare. We talked about losing our virginity, what it’s like having sex on a period, things like that. Then Janice dared Lisa to eat her pussy.

“Man, it was electric. We were all man eaters. We lived to fuck; we weren’t a bunch of lousy lesbians. But the dare was out, and we all looked at Lia to see what she would do.”

“What…did she…do?” The cum was boiling in his balls and he was having a hard time not coming.

“What do you think? She got down on her knees and went to town. She ate Janet to a frothy squirt. And we were all drunk, so the next thing you know I was eating Tammy, and Tammy was fingering Lisa, and Lisa had her fist up Janet’s pussy, and somebody pushed a bottle of beer up into me, and we were all frigging like crazy. We were laughing, and cumming and licking and sucking and fingering and…and that was the start. We’re friends, not lovers, but we agreed to meet on a regular basis. All four of us, never just three or two. We agreed to have the same fun. So when I go out with the girls…that’s what we do. We fuck and we suck. We get our jollies. We get high and we do what we do, then we pass out and wake up early in the morning and go home. And that’s why I never feel like having sex when I get home from one of these parties. Now…you promised not to get mad…so cum.”

Ryan was on the edge.

His mind was shattered, unable to think coherently, but…he knew he should be upset, yelling or something, but he had promised, and, more than that, he was about to cum.

But he knew if he came he would forfeit his right to be angry.

But he was so damn close!

He had to…he had to…

“Cum!” Lia commanded. She reached between his legs and drove her finger into his butthole.

“OH!…FUCK! Oh…oh…oh…”

Lia leaned to the side and his sperm squirted all over her vanity table. Big strands of thick cum. She held his cock and he trembled and would have fallen except that she had him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and he pushed back and regained his balance.

Lia turned to the mirror over her vanity, watched him, and fastened her earrings.

Ryan stood. In shock. His heart pounding. His dick drooling its last.

“You promised,” Lia smiled.

“Yeah, but…but…”

“But nothing. You promised. You came on it. You swore on your sperm. Which is like swearing on the heads of all your children. You can’t get mad.”

Ryan was breathing heavily. Thinking about what Lia had told him, he pushed his dick into his pants and zipped up.

Lia wiped his sperm off her table with a tissue and put the tissue in a small waste basket next to her table. She stood up and turned to him.

Ryan’s legs were weak. He was caught between jealousy and his promise.

His wife did things with women.

She moved close to him, spoke into his face in a whisper. “You promised. And squirted on it. So…are you angry?”

He shook his head.

He didn’t know what he was, but he wasn’t angry.

Lia giggled. “Do you know how hard you came? It was like what I was telling you was going right to your dick. You were incredible.”

“You’re going out.” He said it to affirm, to focus on what was happening in reality.

“I am. And I’m going to have some juicy cums. And if you’re a good boy maybe I’ll tell you all about it when I come home.”

“Oh.”

She laughed. It was obvious that he was incapable of having coherent thoughts.

“Well, honey. I’m off, and you have yourself a drink and think good thoughts. Think about what I’m doing, and I’ll see you later.”

He nodded.

She walked past him and into the hallway. Her sexy, high heels tapped on the floor, and he dumbly followed her.

She opened the front door and turned to him.

He was caught, trying to think, but having no thoughts.

She kissed him then. A great kiss, and even though he had just come he loved how her tongue reached right into his soul.

Then she closed the door and he listened to her heels click on the cement walkway that led to the driveway.

Then he listened to her car start up, back out, and leave.

He leaned against the wall. He was still suffering the wonderful feelings of having just cum, and he thought: Damn!

Ryan shuffled into the kitchen. He reached up to the liquor cabinet and got down the Eagle Rare bourbon, filled a glass with ice, and mixed the bourbon with some Coke.

He sipped, and slowly his thoughts started to happen.

His first thought was: what the hell just happened?

But he knew what had happened. His wife had confessed to a lesbian affair. Actual a ‘lesbians affair.’

She had jacked him off and gotten his promise, never to be revealed and sealed in sperm, to never talk about what she had told him.

And he would have had a thought like: that evil bitch!

But he couldn’t think that, and for a very simple reason. What she had told him excited him. She was right in her observation: he had cum like a Space X rocket taking off.

Heck, though he had just squirted, he was hard all over again. It had only taken five minute to get over the expenditure of his semen, and his cock was ready to go again.

He tilted the glass, and his head was filled with images of women and…women.

But not just pat your cheek and slap your ass images.

He had never met any of the three women, but his mind mocked up pictures of them. He visualized the color of their hair, their bodies, the clothes they wore and the make up they applied.

And he saw them, in his mind, shucking clothes and diving their faces between spread thighs.

He could almost taste their nipples and feel their soft, velvety innards as he rammed fingers—

Fuck! he thought. This is more than exciting!

This was a jack off fantasy of gargantuan proportion!

He had slipped from seeing in his mind, to imagining himself as one of them.

Four women, touching him, feeling him, sucking his balls, riding his cock until…until…oh, God!

He chugged the bourbon and Coke and made himself another one, and this time he used the double-sized glass in the back of the cupboard.

He walked into the computer room then, and powered up the Mac.

He wasn’t big on porn, but this fantasy, what Lia had told him, it was driving him.

He did a search for the best porn sites, then he started visiting them.

He specifically looked for women fisting women.

Lia had said the women had fisted each other.

Had she been fisted before she came home from one of those parties? Was that the real reason she didn’t want to fuck? That she had to give her pussy time to recover?

Heysoos! Why was this thought so exciting?

He spent hours watching Lesbians. He bonered up from watching them do each other.

Then he came across a trans person, and that changed the whole thrust of his searches.

Trans people getting pleasured, giving pleasure. 
Strap ons and dildos and screaming, sweating, squirting bodies.

Finally, midnight, Ryan had had enough. He had had a couple more drinks, and he was feeling no pain. He staggered to the bedroom and threw himself on the bed.

He was snoring, and miles away Lia’s party was taking a short break.

Lia sat on the floor, her knees up and spread so that the others girls could see her pussy.

Tammy, a redhead with pink tits, was on the bed. She was fingering herself gently, warming up for act two.

Lisa, a voluptuous blonde, was leaning against Janet, a brunette who loved anal sex, on a couch. Janet was stroking Lisa’s nipples with her fingers. Lisa was giving occasional groans.

“Well, girls,” said Lia, looking at her half empty beer, “I broke the rules.”

“What rule was that?” asked Janet.

“Unh!” moaned Lisa.

“We’re not supposed to tell anybody.

“Who’d you tell?” asked Tammy.

None of them really cared. When they were in college they cared a little bit, but now that they were a few minutes past college they didn’t give a square turd.

“Ryan. My hubby.”

“Bad girl,” grunted Lisa. She wondered if she was going to have an orgasm on just the little twiddling Janet was giving her.

“What’s he look like? You have a picture?”

Lia opened her cell and tapped up a picture of Ryan.

The girls stopped what they were doing and clustered.

“Ooh. He’s handsome.”

He’s about your height.”

“An inch taller.”

“And look at his hair! It’s so long and gorgeous!”

“He could almost be a girl.”

Lia blinked. She had never thought that, but she should have. Her friend was right. Still, she protested. “I don’t think he’d go along with that.”

“Hunh! You’d be surprised. Once a man’s dick is hard he’ll do anything.”

The girls chattered and giggled over men for a while, then Janet suggested. “Take some pictures of us for him.”

They all giggled, and it might have come to nothing, except that Lisa spread her legs and covered her face with a pillow. “Go for it, girlfriend.”

So Lia snapped a picture.

That started the other girls going.

Janet Turned her back to the camera and bent over. Her pussy was on display and her big boobs could be seen hanging down between her legs.

Tammy pushed Lisa’s legs apart and bent over, pushing her face into Lisa’s cunt.

Picture after picture, the girls vied for the best image. They kept their faces hidden and showed their mountains and their slick tacos.

Tammy then dove between Lia’s legs and Lia snapped a picture. Ryan would recognize the pussy, but all he saw of Tammy was her red hair buried in his wife’s cooch.

Picture after picture was snapped, and the girl’s horniness factor skyrocketed, and they found themselves treading new ground.

It had been years since they had done fisting, but now they were doing it, a lot of it, to each other and in groups.

They didn’t think about what they were doing, they were just responding to the idea of sexting Ryan a few pics.

And sext them Lia did.

While Ryan was sleeping his phone filled up with image after image of unbridled passion and outright perversion.

The next morning Lia slept the sleep of the dead and satisfied. She had gotten home at six, she was filled up with beer, and her pussy was well used.

Ryan hadn’t heard her. She had pushed him aside and laid down and pulled the covers over.

Ryan was sleeping on top of the covers.

About nine o’clock Ryan woke up. He had cotton mouth and a head like a flat tire.

He glanced at Lia and grinned. Well, sort of grinned. He was in too much pain to really grin.

After using the bathroom he staggered down the hallway and into the kitchen. He stuck his head under the faucet and felt the coolness wash cobwebs away. He turned his face over and sucked cold water into his mouth.

Finally, he straightened up, wiped his mouth, and stared through the kitchen window out at the world.

Damn. He had had fun. All that porn, what Lia had told him…he couldn’t wait for her to wake up and tell him some more.

Then he glanced at his cell phone.

Hunh. Somebody had sent him a message last night.

He picked it up and blinked. A message? How about 132 messages?

Who the fuck…?

He opened the first message, and…

“What the…” he breathed.

His eyes figured it out, and his mind assimilated it, and his dick got all stiff.

Another picture. Pussy. Tits. Contorted positions as sex organs were abused.

Another picture. Couldn’t tell who the women were, but…big breasts, eating snatch.

Another picture. And another.

Women hiding their faces as they did nasty things to each other. Pussy, snatch, slit…boob, mammary, bazongas!

Women coupled, and in triple, twined and sucking and licking and fucking and…

Fisting! Oh, my God!

Ryan went through the 132 photos, then he ran into the computer room and AirDropped them into his big computer. He blew them up and went through them again.

He had never seen anything so voluptuous, so scandalous, so radiant, so filthy, dirty nasty…so good!

Lia awoke at noon. She felt dirty, used, and happy. She shuffled across the room to the bathroom and got into the shower. She leaned against the tiles and let the water course over her. God, did she feel good.               Her hole was singing, it always did after one of these orgies.

Her breasts felt like they had been pummeled, but in the best possible way.

Every square inch of her flesh felt like it had been slapped fucked and brought to life.

She shampooed her hair, and conditioned it, then wrung it out and turned off the shower. She opened the door and Ryan handed her a towel.

Well,” she smiled. “Thank you. And how was your night?”

He just held up his cell phone and grinned.

“Oh, yeah.” Lia blinked. She had forgotten about all those texts. “I…uh…”

“Are these your friends?”

“Uh, no. They’re complete strangers I had never met before but they wanted to pose for me…of course they’re my friends!”

“Oh, my fucking God!”

He shook his head slowly, turned and left.

Lia didn’t expect that. Not that she knew what to expect, but…he had just turned away.

She pulled her robe on and followed him. “Honey?”

He was just turning into the computer room, but he stopped and looked back at her.

His eyes were sparkling, alight as if with a fever. His cock was poking against his pants, and there was a spot that showed he was dripping.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. Yes. I’m great.” He smiled and went into the computer room.

He was sitting in his swivel, watching the screen, when she entered the room. On the screen were the pictures. He had set up a slide show and the pictures filled the screen for three seconds each, then moved to another one.

Lia’s mouth opened in surprise.

In spite of the fact that she had been part of the big orgy, she had no idea of the effect it would have on somebody else. But staring at the screen, noting how Ryan stared, his hand in his lap, around his cock, she figured it out.

And the first thought she had was: Ryan’s got brain damage!

The way he stared at the screen, like he was hypnotized. The way his hand went up and down in his lap…something was wrong with him.

Then she felt a bit of rue. No. He was okay. Besides, it was her that was on the screen, it was her that had sent him down this road. He wasn't sick for responding, she was sick for sending.

Ryan spent the rest of the day in the computer room. He was so excited he masturbated, and he was even able to spew his baby batter.

Lia puttered around the house and wondered what she had done.

She had never seem him so mind blasted.

He just sat in his swivel and played with himself and every once in a while he sort of giggled.

At six she fixed dinner, and she called him. “Dinner, Ryan!”

Ryan popped out of the computer room. He was happy. He greeted her with a big kiss, thanked her for the texts she had sent him, then gobbled his meal.

During dinner he talked like a regular person. Asked how her day had gone, even asked how her night had gone, even though he already knew.

After dinner he went back into the computer room.

Two days later Lia walked into the computer room. The computer was plugged into a wall socket four feet up on the wall. She reached over and grabbed the cord and pulled.

Ryan actually began wailing as the screen died and all those beautiful pictures disappeared. “No-o-o-o!”

Lia pulled up a chair and faced him.

Ryan stared at her with distraught eyes. She grabbed his arm and pulled him around, made him face her.

“We’ve got to talk.”

“But I was busy! I was looking at something!”

“You’ve been looking at that same something for two days.”

He blubbered, “I…I have?”

“Yes, honey. You’ve been perched in front of this computer for two days, just staring at those same pictures. Scrolling through them, chuckling like a maniac. And your dick must be rubbed raw.”

He looked down at his penis and blinked. It wasn’t raw, but it was sure red, and it was obvious that he had been abusing it.

And, at the precise moment Ryan looked at it, it dripped.

“Oh,” he said, and there was a bit of wonder in his voice. Then: “I guess I…yeah.” He looked up at Lia, awareness starting to dawn in his eyes.

“It’s just that…I’ve never seen anything like this. I can see parts of your body in some of these pictures. These are all women, your friends, and I might even have met them.”

“You haven’t,” said Lia. “I deliberately keep them separate from the rest of my life.”

“But…why?”

Lia sighed. “Ryan, if I had known you were going to react like this I never would have shown you those pictures.”

“But…but…”

“Now, I want you to get over it, get back to normal, and maybe even come in the other room and eat my pussy. It’s been a few days and I’m starting to feel like a little sex again.”

“No.”

Lia blinked. “What? What do you mean ‘no?’”

“I want to meet these women.”

“Not a fucking chance.”

“But I’ve got to! Don’t you see?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Honey, you’ve changed me, and think about it. Every few weeks you go off and get screwed…”

“I don’t get screwed! We just…go lesbian. For a while.” Yet she was stumbling over her words.”

“What do you call a fist up your pussy?”

She was silent.

“And that one shot, that’s one of your friends with her hand all the way in your…” he stopped.

Lia, interestingly enough, just in a couple of sentences, had grown hot. Hot as when Tammy had done that to her.

“So why can’t I do the same?”

“Fine. Get your poker buddies together and suck each other off!”

“Ew!” he groaned. “No! Why can’t I go with you? Why can’t I watch it in person? You’ve shown me pictures…why not let me see what I’ve already seen.”

“Because you’re not one of us! You’re not a tri-pi girl.”

“So what? I’ll become one! What do I have to do to make this happen?”

Lia thought she had him then. She controlled her smile and said, “You’d have to be expert at sucking cock. You can’t take a cock up the pooper and in the vagina at the same time, but maybe being spit roasted would do you. You know, cock at each end?”

Ryan didn’t even blink. “Okay.”

“What?” Lia shrieked. “You would do all that?”

“Sure. If it’s those girls, your Try Pie friends doing it.”

“Well, it’s not going to happen. So forget about it, get it out of your mind, and…that’s it!” She shouted the last two words, then stood up and left the room. She tossed back over her shoulder, “You’re limited to five minutes of looking at those pictures. If you look more than five minutes I’ll pour honey over your keyboard.”

Ryan shivered. She had done that once before, when he had seemed addicted to porn, and he had tried to fix the keyboard himself. It had been a mess and he had eventually just given up and bought himself a new one. He didn’t like messy, expensive lessons.

Just as Lia reached the bedroom Ryan yelled back, “Can you at least ask them?”

Lia slammed the door.

Six weeks later Lia was laying on a bed. Tammy was sitting on her face and Lisa was tickling her pussy. Janet was sitting on a club chair next to the bed and shouting advice.

This activity went on for some time, until Lia was temporarily cummed out and begging for mercy.

Finally, they sat around the room and sipped beer and got ready for round two.

“So how’s your hubby?” asked Janet. “Would he like more pictures?”

“Oh, God! No!” yelped Lia.

The other three girls stared at her.

“I’ve heard of guys having pussy fever, of not being able to think of anything else but…and those pictures…those pictures…”

The other girls giggled and chuckled.

“So what?” asked Lisa, “You’ve got a satyr on your hands now?”

“If only,” responded Lia. “I would love a satyr, but Ryan doesn’t want to fuck much. He just wants to look at those pictures and play with himself. He’s only dicked me twice in the last six weeks, and those were quick and unsatisfying affairs.”

The other girls were silent now, and truly thinking.

“You mean…he’s fallen in love with all of us?”

“I don’t know. Call it what you want, but he actually said he wants to be one of us.”

“What?” All the girls sat up straighter.

“Yes. I told him he would have to take dick, learn to suck, and maybe even be fisted, and he just nods and says ‘okay.’”

The women sat with open mouths and stared at Lia.

“Honestly. The day I sent those pictures to him…it ruined my life, my marriage, everything. I wish I could go back and undo it all.”

Lia was now looking at the floor, crying in her beer both literally and figuratively.

The other girls just shook their heads, and got lost in their own thoughts.

Suddenly, Janet said, “Okay.”

Everybody looked at her.

“What do you mean?” asked Tammy.

“I mean, he wants to be part of tri-pi, I say we let him.”

Varying degrees of confusion and understanding dawned on the girls’ faces.

“I mean, you can’t take it all back, so there really is only one thing to do…go forward.”

“You’re saying we should get a couple of guys in here and—“

“No, no!” Janet waved her hands. “We don’t need guys. That might mess with his mind too much. No, we can do this all ourselves.”

“But…” Lia said, and that was all, because while she was involved, and trying to figure it all out, the other girls were bubbling with ideas.

“We get him over here…”

“We make him into…”

“We’ve got lots of strap ons…”

“Wouldn’t that be fun, to make a guy into…”

“We could start off with some bullshit ceremony…”

“He would have to…”

“We could…”

And, finally: “We’ve got to do this!”

And, in spite of being dazed, and knowing she was going to have to think this through, Lia found that she was in agreement.

Well, why not? Ryan was useless as he was. All he wanted to do was look at those pictures, and maybe if they showed him the reality behind the pictures…

“And…” said Tammy, studying Lia.

Lia looked up, realized the others had been having their own thoughts and discussions while she dealt with her own reality.

“And what?”

“And if he bombs out, or goes crazy, or something…then you can just use him for a dildo.”

And that thought, of the girls using Ryan for a dildo, was the one that broke them up. Suddenly they were all laughing and rolling on the floor.

Then they were doing something else on the floor, and that something else included a lot of rug burns and fists.


Part Two

“Okay,” said Lia.

She was laying in bed, naked, her legs spread, and enduring a very boring bit of cunnilingus.

Ryan raised his head and looked up at her. “Okay what?”

“Okay. The girls have agreed to take you on as a tri-pi pledge.”

He raised up and stared at her. His eyes were fixed, glittering, and…unintelligent. He was a beast fixated on one thing, and he had no awareness of anything else. “Really?”

“Yep. We’ll organize an initiation in a month or so. You’ll be invited, and…we’ll see.”

“What do you mean ‘we’ll see?’”

“Ryan, we don’t know if you’re really tri-pi material. You’ve never sucked a cock. You’ve never been fucked by a cock. Heck, you don’t even look like a woman. Not to add that you’re a little old to be a sorority pledge. You’ve got a lot to make up for, but…”

“Oh, honey. I’ll do anything. Please…”

He was begging, and he didn’t even know why.

“Okay, first, eat me out like you mean it. Your cunnilingual activities have been less than—oh!”

He dove his head back down between her thighs and went stark raving pussy bonkers.

He savagely attacked her sacred palace, eating, chomping, licking thrusting his tongue…and she was forced back and arched her back.

“Oh, yeah!” she muttered. And she thought: maybe this won’t be so bad after all!

The days passed slowly and agonizingly for Ryan. He was given permission to watch the sexting on the computer all he wanted now, and he did so, but he was now obsessing not on what had happened, but on what was about to happen.

He watched the images flicker, and he wondered what pair of boobs belonged to which woman and would he be allowed to suck on them.

He watched the display of arms and pussies and wondered what that was going to feel like.

He drank whiskey and didn’t get drunk, his fantasies were much more powerful than mere alcohol.

A week, and Lia had to tell Ryan to shut up. “It’ll happen when it happens, and we’ll let you know. Until then, stop your whining and begging, and stop checking my calendar!”

Ryan hung his head, but he didn’t feel bad at being told off. He was too busy lusting in his mind to be discouraged.

The girls, meanwhile, were making plans.

They usually held their orgies in a rented motel room. Since they wanted to make this memorable, and because they wanted to go a lot further than a motel room was prepared to handle, Tammy offered her basement.

Every day found a girl or two, or three or four, in the basement. They cleaned it, painted it black, hung a few chains, and even got a couple of pieces of furniture. Of dildos and whips they had plenty.

And they spent all their time listening to party music, drinking beer, and talking over what they planned to do to Ryan.

At two weeks Lia brought home a chastity tube and told Ryan to jack off and put on the tube. From here on he was not going to be allowed to cum, or even play with his dick, until he was an official Tr-pi.

Then Lia added the kicker. “You know, if you go through this, and are found lacking…you won’t be allowed to cum ever again.”

“What?” his voice squeaked.

“It’s simple. Tri pi has standards, and if you don’t meet them, if you are lacking in any way, if you are not accepted, then the chastity tube stays on, and you will not cum.”

Ryan’s jaw dropped. Never cum again?

But his obsession with the pictures took him through this crisis of thought. Simply, the thought of what was going to happen to him was more exciting than…than common sense. And he was willing to risk it. He just had to, you see. He just had to.

And Lia began to play with him. Intensely.

She tied him to the bed and lay on him and used a dildo on herself.

Ryan was gulping after that one.

She stroked his brown button and took his caged cock, cage and all, into her mouth.

She kissed him and groped him, she treated his swollen testicles like ben wah balls, manipulating them in her hand for hours while she watched chick flicks on the big screen.

She spanked him, slapped him, made him wear a butt plug for hours.

And she wiggled that plug and held his package and kissed him and…and Ryan began to lose control of his senses.

His eyes began to get dark circles underneath. He twitched every once in a while. He dripped continuously.

“Hello, Ryan.”

“Hi.” He gulped hard.

“My name is Tammy, and I’ll be interviewing you.”

Tammy was sitting on the couch, facing Ryan. Ryan was tied to a kitchen chair, a sleep mask over his eyes.

And he was, of course, naked. Except for the chastity tube.

“When did you first realize that you wanted to be a tri-pi girl?”

“Uh, well, when I saw those pictures that…you were one of the women in those pictures?”

Tammy ignored his question. She grinned at Lia, who was sitting silently and laughing.

“And what makes you think you would make a good tri-pi girl?”

“I’ll do anything you want.”

Tammy raised her eyebrows and grinned at Lia, who opened her mouth as if if to say ‘Whoa! What have we here!’

“Okay. I’ll do anything I want to you…”

Ryan groaned and his cock actually made the cage jerk hard.

“…but what do you want me to do to you?”

“Uh…”

“This is a two way street, Ryan.”

She leaned forward and took his balls in her hands. Ryan jerked, and sighed.

“And I’ll dress you up and make you into my play thing. But is there any particular thing you’ve been looking forward to?”

Surprisingly, Ryan had no thoughts on this subject. He just said, “What you did in those pictures.”

“So you want to experience your pussy being eaten. Your asshole being penetrated.”

A moment, then he jerked his head up and down.

“There’s one problem, however.”

“What? What problem?” He was frantic at the thought that there might be something that stopped him from becoming a tri-pi.

“You don’t have tits.”

Ryan stopped, his mouth hung open. But only for a second. “I’ll get tits. How big do you want them? I can get breasts! I’ll do it!”

Lia’s mouth dropped open. Ryan had said he was wiling to do anything, but this…getting tits…would he really?

Tammy, however, was prepared. “Very well. I know a doctor, and she’ll give you a call the week before your initiation.”

“Okay!” he said eagerly.

“But if you refuse, then we’ll call off your initiation.”

“No! No! I’ll do it!” He was actually shivering.

“Okay. That’s a point in your favor. Now, let’s talk about the first time you jacked off…”

Each of the girls had an interview with Ryan. They met during the week and discussed him and his obsessions, and drank and beer and chuckled greatly.

The next week Lisa met with him. She tied him down on the bed, face down, and she educated him with a small dildo. Real small.

When Lisa had left and Lia had untied him he didn’t say anything. He just gulped, and he had a very haunted look in his eyes.

“You’re doing well, Ryan.”

“Oh. uh…yeah.” He looked around as if he expected Casper the Ghost to jump out of his asshole.

“Did you like taking it up the ass?”

His head nod was frenetic. He looked like a woodpecker working on a tree.

“Very good.”

She smiled, and took him in to dinner.

He could hardly eat, he was so excited. And he kept starting to speak, then stopping.

He was losing control of himself.

The next week he had his last interview, this one with Janet. Again, he was tied to the bed, and this time Janet went all out. She spanked him, slapped him with a whip a couple of times, felt his nipples and pulled them, half turned him over and bit them.

She used her fingers instead of a dildo. Depth was not going to be a problem, width was, and she wanted him ready for what they were going to do to him.

And she sat on his face and slapped his balls for a good long time. Every time she slapped he would twitch, his head would rise, and she would settle down on his face harder and harder.

When that session was over the girls met for a last meeting.

“Is he ready?”

“Yup.”

“Yup.”

“I’ve never seen him like this,” said Lia.

“Oh?”

“He can hardly talk. His pecker is constantly drooling pre-cum. It’s like he’s got that thousand yard stare soldiers get after they have been in the most horrendous combat.”

The other women grinned.

“Perfect.”

“Just the way I like my men.”

“Have you ever thought…what if there’s permanent damage?”

They were silent at that thought, then Lia said, “Well, he’s getting what he wants… and if he’s useless anyway? She shrugged.

The other women nodded thoughtfully. It was a terrible thing they were doing…but…isn’t this what men wanted?

The following week Ryan went down to a doctor’s office. It was a female doctor, and she took him to a small operating room. He took off his clothes and laid back on a padded table. The doctor glanced at his chastity tube. “How long?”

“Couple of weeks.” He swallowed nervously.

She handled the device, turned it, felt it, then fondled his balls. “I’m going to have to get one of these for my husband.”

Ryan nodded.

The doctor began making little marks on his chest with a grease pencil. She circled the nipples, made more marks, and the circles got wider.

“Okay, Ryan, I’m going to inject a solution into your chest. I’m going to make your boobs very big, the girls wanted that, but they will shrink back down in a month or two.” She smiled. “Unless you want to make them more permanent.”

“Uh…” he said. And gulped.

She began sticking needles into his flesh. Around and around. One boob formed on his right side, thens he made a small boob on his left side.

She gave him a hand mirror so he could watch her progress, and he stared in wonder as his tits appeared.

Another circle of injections around each boob. Then another.

He was stunned. This was happening to him!

The weirdest thing, however, was watching one boob grow larger than the other, then the other would catch up.

“I’ve injected a solution behind your nipples. They will be bigger, and they will be much more sensitive for a while.”

“How long a while?”

“About the length of time it takes for your boobs to go down.”

The doc finished him up and held a bra out to him.

“I have to wear this?”

“Unless you want stretch marks, saggy boobs, and a sore back.”

Ryan tried to put the bra on, but he wasn’t flexible enough, and he couldn’t figure out how to get the cups right.

Finally, with a grin, the doctor showed him how to fastened the back in front, and spin the bra around his body, then he lifted the bra and snaked his arms under the straps and, zingo bingo, he had some world class boobs.

When he got home Lia couldn’t stop grinning.

Ryan was embarrassed, and hadn’t figured that he would be, but it was one thing to talk about a man having boobs, and for that man to actually have boobs.

“God,” she blurted, at one point. “You’re sexy.”

He was wearing a tee shirt. It had been a loose fit before he had boobs, but now it was a tight fit. Although he was wearing his bra, the nipples pushed right through the material and were very obvious.

Lia reached forward and rubbed his nipple and he groaned. “Oh, Lord,” he whispered.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Would you like me to suck on them?”

He nodded, helpless in the face of his excitement and desires.

She had him lay down, then she lay next to him and suckled him. One boob, then the other. She palpated his breasts, she slapped his nuts lightly. She kissed him.

His penis started ejaculating a small amount of semen and she stopped and stared. “Are you cumming?”

He shook his head. “No. It’s just…it’s leaking out. I must be overloaded.”

She laughed and said, “Well, I better stop. We want you full up with you go for your initiation.”

He was disappointed, but he understood.

The fact was that he was growing to like being in chastity.

At first it had been tough, super frustrating, but now that he was permanently in the excitation phase of sex…he liked it.

And Lia liked him this way. He was pliable, amenable, manipulatable. If she told him to wash the dishes he jumped at it. If she told him to rub her feet for an hour, and to suck her toes, and to give her three orgasms, he couldn’t control himself. He did whatever she asked whenever she asked.

She observed, “Honey. You’ll probably get a cum or two every once in a while, but your days of rolling me over and ‘wham bam thank you ma’am,’ they’re over.”

He protested, but not much.

His aching cock wouldn’t let him, it was just too much fun.

On a Friday night Lia took him out to the garage. The trunk of her car was open and a couple of blankets were thrown in it.

“Take your clothes off.”

He stared at her… “Tonight?”

“Tonight,” she said.

He stripped his clothes off, then stopped. “Bra, too?”

“No. You can leave the bra on.”

“Okay.”

“Hop into the trunk.”

He climbed over the edge and got about as comfortable as he could.

Lia reached into the trunk and unlocked the chastity tube.

He stared at her, his cock erect and harder than he could ever remember it being. “Really?”

“Honey, don’t cum. Don’t even touch it. If you cum before the end of your initiation you’ll be out of luck. You won’t be accepted for tri-pi, and you’ll be in chastity for the rest of your life, and with no time out for release.”

He swallowed.

She handed him a sleep mask. “Put this on. Do not take it off, for any reason, or you won’t be accepted and—“

“I know,” he said, putting on the mask. “I won’t ever cum again.”

Lia smiled at his naked, blind form. “Okay, honey. Here we go, and just remember…you wanted this.”

She closed the trunk.

They drove across town, and Lia hit speed bumps and pot holes and giggled. She could hear him bouncing around in the back.

She drove to Tammy’s house where the girls were waiting.

She drove into the garage and Tammy closed the door behind her. She popped the trunk and joined the girls at the back.

They were staring down at Ryan, and Ryan was murmuring, Oh, God. Oh, God.

They helped him out of the trunk and guided him into the house, then down the stairs into the basement. Ryan knew he was in a basement, and he was scared and exhilarated at the same time. His heart was pounding faster than a rabbit’s dick.

“Well, so this is the man who wants to be a woman.”

“Nice dick, studly. But you aren’t allowed a dick when you’re a woman.”

“Should we cut it off tonight?”

Down into the basement the girls chattered, teasing him, saying things that made his mind leap with hope and despair. One of the girls held his cock now. She didn’t stroke it, just squeezed it.

Ryan was shivering now. Shivering with excitement.

The girls placed him on a bed and joined him. The sound of their clothes coming undone and slithering off their frames and being thrown through the air was incredible.

“Don’t cum, Ryan,” Tammy said, and she slid down his pole.

She knew how close he was, however, so she didn’t go crazy, though she wanted to. She merely sat and rubbed his nipples. His nipples were so sensitive, however, that was almost too much.

“Better get off him. He’s too close,” observed Lisa, pushing a finger up his heinie and wiggling it.

Tammy got off and Ryan groaned and twisted as pleasure invaded his anal alley.

For a moment the girls took a break. Ryan heard the sound of beer bottles being opened, then he was handed a bottle.

“Drink up, sister. We’re just getting started.

For five minutes the girls chatted. Ryan didn’t offer anything, but he was listening. In his heart was a celebration. He was being treated like one of them. He was actually going to become a tri-pi girl!

Then, beers done, break done, they went to work on Ryan again.

For hours they sucked on him. Squeezed him off to prevent orgasm, then got on and rode him to another near cum.

They fondled his breasts and kept sucking on his nipples.

They kissed him, and he grew to know which lips were which, but never to whom they belonged.

Every once in a while Lia would kiss him, hold him, and whisper, “How you doing, honey?”

Then the strangest thing happened.

If a man stops himself from cumming long enough, if he just tightens the right muscles, the cum won’t cum…and he enters a state of perpetual orgasm.

His mind is up there, golden, buzzing, and his back is arching, and he just stays there. As long as he holds his muscles back, keeps himself from orgasming…he stays in that state.

Ryan held his muscles, refused to let the semen pump, and orgasmic bliss overwhelmed him.

He lay there, he was on his belly now, his tits hanging over the sides of a plank bench.

And they went to work on his heinie.

Someone lay under him and kissed him, and held her hands up and milked his nipples.

Somebody else was under his pecker at the other end of the bench. She was holding his peeny, squeezing it at the base with her hands, and sucking on the head.

Somebody else was behind him, playing with him, and he felt three fingers working inside him.

The fourth somebody, who happened to be his wife, walked around and took videos with a good video camera.

He groaned in orgiastic wonder and felt his sex organs trying to pop, but being refused.

His balls felt especially full. The girls kept slapping them lightly.

Four fingers inside him, then, a slight bump, and he groaned, and he felt a fist enter him.

He felt the fist punching gently back and forth. His golden haze accepted it all, and he moved his hips and fucked the fist back.

His mind felt swollen, golden, and then he felt…it felt like…he was peeing!

“Is it coming out?” asked Lisa.

“It is,” said Lia.

“Look at it! That’s a lot of cum!”

“I’ve got a glass, I’m catching it. We can all measure it before we make his drink.”

Ryan felt himself emptying. He realized that he wasn’t peeing, he was peeing sperm. No orgasm.

But, then he was already in orgasm. He had held his muscles and the trigger had never been pulled. He was peeing out his sperm and lost in a fever of orgasm, without the big bang.

The draining, for that was what it was, went on for what seemed like hours, but it was only a couple of minutes, then the girls backed off.

Ryan lay, still in his orgasm fever, and breathed. He had no thoughts, except love. Love for life, for the universe, for the four wonderful women who had taken him to this sacred place.

“Okay, Ryan, sit up.”

Ryan tried to push up from the bench, but he was too weak. Lia and Janet helped him, and he sat on the bench, facing the direction of the women’s voices.

“Take off his mask.”

“Take off your mask, honey.”

Ryan reached up and loosened the sleep mask.

Four beautiful women sat on a couch and faced him. The ones from the sexting, he recognized their bodies. One was his wife, and the others introduced themselves.

He was still in that heady place of eternal orgasm, and he mumbled greetings and was an idiot.

Lia leaned forward and snapped her fingers in front of him. When he didn’t blink she said, “I think we’ve overloaded him.”

He smiled an idiot’s smile.

Janet leaned forward and waved a hand in front of his face. “Damn. I think you’re right!”

Lia didn’t care. She was mixing a glass of white stuff with bourbon.

Sperm. It was his semen, he belatedly realized.

Lia held out the glass. “Ryan, we’ve all tasted cum. Now it’s your turn. As your final act, the one that will seal you to our sorority forever, you must drink this glass of seed.”

Ryan didn’t even hesitate. He felt like he was in a matrix, golden codes streaming down the walls, he was stuck in an orgasm and didn’t think he would never not be again.

He took the glass, tilted it and gulped. It was a lot, but he drank it quickly, then smacked his lips.

He felt like he had ingested liquid gold. He felt the drink slide down his throat, thick with cum, and explode in his belly like good bourbon would.

The girls sat back and smiled at him.

“Welcome to the sisterhood, Ryan.”

Lia held up her video camera. “I’ve got it all on video. You can watch it whenever you want.”

“And,” added Tammy, “You will wear a chastity tube at all times…

“…except when you service one of us,” said Lia.

Lia held out the chastity tube and placed it in his hand. “Better put this on, honey.”

He did, and the girls watched, and they sighed and gave little cheers and high fives when it was on.

“Better put on your bra, Ryan.”

He did. Then they handed him panties and nylons and a garter.

“You have to dress this way from now on,” explained Lia.

They put him in a dress, then high heels, then they made him up.

Ryan sat in a chair and was still in that place of orgasm. He had been drained, and now he could no longer click the trigger that would make him cum, so he was stuck in almost cum, and probably would be forever. Especially if they kept him drained.

Finally, the girls took him upstairs. They sat in the living room for a while, and talked, and giggled over their adventure with Ryan.

Lia sat down next to him and patted his knee. “How you doing, honey?

He nodded. “I’m good.”

“Are you looking forward to our next get together?”

“Oh, yeah.” He nodded, and his gaze was fixed.

Lia frowned, but it wasn’t an unhappy frown. “I really do think we’ve broken him.”

The girls, all high, just chuckled.

Tammy: “That’s okay. We’ll just break him again next time.”

All the girls rocked back and laughed.

Then Ryan said the first real words he had ever said since he had entered into his endless orgasm. “Honey? What do I do now?”

Tammy answered for Lia. “Time to go home, Ryan. We’re all done with you. Go home.”

It was said jocularly, but Ryan’s response was not what they expected.

He said, “Okay,” and stood up.

He was wobbly in heels, but his body looked fantastic. His tits were wonderful and they knew they were going to have him get implants when these ‘vacation boobs’ wore off.

He walked to the door. He was in a. daze, just following directions.

He opened the door and walked out.

The girls all jumped to their feet and ran after him.

Ryan walked down the walkway to the sidewalk. He didn’t know where he was, or how to get home, but he had been told to do something by a woman, so he was going to do it.

The girls followed him down to the sidewalk and watched him walk away. His heels were starting to click already, and they were stunned.

“Where’s he going?”

“Home.”

“But…”

Janet observed; “Some men just can’t handle being a woman.”

Tammy; “Do you think we made a mistake?”

Lisa; “Nah. But you better go after him.

The girls all chuckled, then Lia headed for her car. Ryan was far down the street and she had to hurry before he disappeared.

She honked and waved a hand, and the meeting of the Tri-Pi sorority for that month was over.

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


Feminizing the Horn Dog!

A big man becomes a little girl…

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, you need to take some weight off.”

I sighed. Sure, I’m chunky, but…fat? “Lisa,” I complained, “Come on. What’s a few pounds?”

Lisa looked at me, her face twisted in a grimace.

“A few pounds will squash me. A few pounds will cause a heart attack. And it’s not just a few pounds. Have you looked at a scale lately?”

“What? Why?”

“Because you’d break it! That’s why. You’re an elephant Charles Lipscomb. A freaking elephant! Now, here…” she handed me a small bottle. Inside were a half a dozen pills. “These are diet pills, guaranteed to work. You take them or else!”

Mumbling, grumbling, I looked at the bottle. There was no brand name or anything about dieting.

And, stupid label, somebody had spilled something and the letters were all muddled and warped and illegible.

I looked at the directions:

One for fun

Two for a pair

Three is beastly

Four on the floor

Five is overdrive

Six to inver…

Seven…

I squinted. Take six…what? Again, somebody had spilled some liquid on the last of the directions and I couldn’t quite make it out. Take six and…what?

And what did seven mean?

And why were there seven directions and only six pills?

Snorting, I put the bottle in my pocket and forgot about it. We had a party to go to, and no talk about being overweight would stop me from dancing with the dogs till the dawn. As we headed out for the car I concealed a belch. I felt an uncomfortable feeling deep in my chest, and I swallowed bile down. WTF? Then we were outside and heading for the limo.

The party was at the Soho House in Hollywood. When Lisa and I arrived the penthouse floors were jumping. Celebrities were dancing, movers and shakers were plotting in the corners, and alcohol was flowing like arterial squirts.

Lisa peeled off with her group of friends, and I headed for the bar.

“Hey, Charles!”

“Chuckie!”

“Good to see you, man.”

I returned the greetings, slapped hands and bumped fists and thoroughly enjoyed myself. I’m a producer, actually a pretty major producer, and I’ve got my own set of like friends. After a week of making deals, and arranging motion pictures, I was ready for a little partying. The only fly in the ointment was that remark Lisa had made about my weight. I mean, so what if I liked to eat a bit too much. I brought home the bacon, didn’t I?

I headed across the room towards the bar where I grabbed a bourbon and Coke. I tossed a hundred dollar bill down, and sipped the delicious ambrosia. Pretty soon I was part of a rollicking, backslapping mob. Laughing and joking, my little portion of party moved to the top floor of the Soho House.

I kept drinking because I had a bout of the burps. Foul smelling burps, weird, but the bourbon kept it all smelling sweet. Bourbon for mouthwash. Yeah, baby.

For hours me and my friends talked, danced, drank, and had a wonderful time. It was about two in the AM when I felt the first  real gurglings. Up until then it had just been the foul smelling burps. Suddenly I felt an uncomfortable roiling in my stomach. I began to sweat.

“Hey, Chuck, you okay?”

I nodded and raised a hand, I caught a glimpse of myself in a wall mirror and my face looked like it had been rained on, and I was turning pale.

“You sure?”

“Gotta hit the head,” I mumbled. I was feeling so punk I just wanted to get out of the crush of party goers. I just wanted to sit on the throne and dump something. I just wanted to get away.

I walked, trying to put my feet down squarely, but I was listing, for the bathrooms.

Two of my guys were behind me.

“You sure you’re all right?” asked Jimmy Boston.

“You want me to call Lisa?” Frank Hoskins asked.

I shook my head. I lumbered into the short hallway, placed a hand on the wall briefly, then staggered into the bathroom. Jimmy and Frank were right behind me.

It was cool and quiet inside the rest room. The tiles were shiny clean, and the doors to the stalls were exotic wood. The porcelain looked liked it had never been used and the fixtures were gold.

An attendant was folding towels at the end of the row of sinks. He turned towards me with a smile, which smile turned confused and concerned when I began to fall.

Yes, I thought from somewhere far away, Lisa was right. I weighed over 300 pounds, and that was too much. I should have been watching my weight.

I fell like an elephant. I just kept falling and falling, my hands reaching out, trying to lean my head back so I wouldn’t break my face. My belly more rolled than hit, and then I was down. Like a beached whale.

“Chuck!”  Frank yelled and leaped forward then squatted. I threw up a little, and tried to roll over. My head was lolling.

The attendant grabbed his phone and tapped in a number.

Jimmy’s hands pushed on my body and helped me on to my back.

Chuck was gasping, dazed, and not sure what was happening. “Charles?”

I felt grey, and I knew I was having a heart attack. My chest hurt, my left arm was numb. All that good food and drink…it had betrayed me. And I truly wished I had enrolled in an exercise class or two.

“Chuck?”

I reached for my cell. I wanted to talk to Lisa. I wanted to explain, to apologize for dying. I fumbled inside my jacket, I couldn’t get my fingers around the phone, but that stupid bottle of pills rolled out of my inner pocket, across my rotund belly, and clattered on the floor.

“Quick, give him his pills!”

I tried to wave my hand, to tell them those weren’t my pills, but my voice box wouldn’t work. All I could do was gasp and gurgle.

Jimmy unscrewed the cap and looked up at Frank. “How many?”

“I don’t know. Hurry.”

“There’s only six…”

“All of them. Give him all of them.”

I was fading fast, My heart was making weird sounds, my head felt like it was square and rolling down stairs. Big stairs. All the way to the bottom.

Jimmy put his hand to my mouth. I would have fought, spit the pills out, but I had lost control of not just my voice, but my mouth.

Six pills rolled on my tongue, I gulped convulsively, and there they went, rolling down my throat into belly land.

I stopped struggling. I was leaving now. I was done with this life. My eyes were open, I stopped feeling my body. I wished a farewell to Lisa. I was going to die.

I hung there, in the middle of dying, and…something happened. It almost felt like something reversed.

I was dying. I was supposed to die. My body was done. Time to turn it in, warrantee over, but I was stopped. I lay there, my gasps and gulps slowly becoming less and less, my breathing smoothing out. Even my heart stopped clunking and began beating. Hard and fast, then more normal. I gulped. And there was no more bile smell.

I became aware of Jimmy talking. “He’s coming around.”

“I’ve called the manager,” that was the attendant.

“Chuck? Chuckie? Are you okay?”

I focused my eyes, my lids fluttered a bit, then everything came into focus. “What happened?”

“Heysoos, man, you fell down.”

“Oh.”

I tried to sit up.

“Just lay there, man, ambulance is on the way.”

There were several people standing around me. I shook a hand off and sat up. “I’m okay.”

And, the odd thing, I was. My heart was beating along, sound as a clock. I was no longer perspiring, that damned smell of puke was gone from my throat.

Hands touched me, and I managed to sit all the way up.

“Chuck, you better—“

“I’m okay, help me up.”

I was insistent, and had some strength flowing into me, and I pushed hands away, grabbed other arms, and made it to my knees, then my feet. I stood, and the room gave a last lurch, then I was standing, firm. I was good to go.

“Charles?” Lisa rushed into the men’s room.

I chuckled. “Baby, we have to stop meeting in men’s rooms.”

Everybody grinned.

“Somebody said you fell!”

“I tripped on my own shoelaces. Wait until I get hold of the guy who tied them.”

More grins, a chuckle or two. That encouraged me.

“Say, I thought this was a party? What is this, ‘group go to potty’ time?”

Now there were outright laughs.

“Come on, babe, time to feed the elephant his pablum.”

“What?”

I put my arm around her thin waist and walked towards the bathroom door. “Man, I feel a thirst!”

The party went on.

“What happened in the bathroom?” Lisa snuggled up next to me in the limo.

“Don’t know. Felt a little sick is all. I’m fine now.”

Truth was, I felt better than fine. I felt like a million dollars.

“Well, you certainly were the life of the party.”

“It was a blast, wasn’t it?”

“You were dancing all night, and you drank a lot, even for you.”

I smiled.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Right as rain in Ranchipur.”

“Well, that may be, but I’m going to make an appointment with the doctor. Time for you to get a check up.”

“No need,” I said.

She frowned up at me.

“And I think you’re right. I do need some exercise. I’ll go sign up for a class somewhere.”

“Really?”

“Sure. What? You don’t think the old elephant can do it?”

“No…I mean, sure, you can do it, but you just fell down and…”

I touched her lips with a finger. “And decided you were right. Are you going to argue with yourself being right?”

“Well, no, but…” I silenced her with a kiss. Then I pulled back. “Would you like to see how big the dick of an elephant is?”

She giggled. “As long as I get to be on top.”

“Oh, that hurt!” I pouted.

But it was a fake pout. What we did next wasn’t fake, though. That’s right. Right in the back of the limo.

She pushed her hand through my zipper and grabbed Mr. Happy. I slid down a bit and gave her access, and she began slurping.

“Oh, yeah.” Then I leaned forward and banged on the glass. The driver rolled it down and I said, “I’m getting a blow job, watch the bumps and take your time.”

“Yes, sir.”

Window up, Lisa giggling, I laid back. “Now where were we?”

For answer Lisa pulled down her panties and straddled me.

I don’t know about you, but for me the feeling of a pussy is a heaven all in itself. I felt her slide down my shaft and it was warm and moist and wonderful.

“Ooh, big dick,” Lisa chortled.

“Wait until it gets hard,” I quipped.

Riding me, tilting back and forth, she moaned, “I can’t wait.”

Then, I squirted.

“What?” shrieked Lisa. “Did you really…”

“Fuck!” My dick kept pulsing and spewing a stream of chunky, white debris.

“You asshole!” She wasn’t mad, she just wasn’t prepared. She was looking forward to a nice, lengthy ride, and here I shot off quicker than spit.

“Fuck!” I whispered, holding on to her, not letting her move while I drained my dribble into her. “I’m sorry.”

And I was. Sort of. Not really. But it would have been nice to have pleased her, too. I mean, I hadn’t prematurely ejaculated since the sixth grade and Sally Thompkins and I played doctor in the coatroom.

Fuck.

I awoke and felt wonderful!

Usually I grunt and groan, roll over, and need a few cups of coffee, maybe even a pill or two, to wake up. And since I had danced and drunk till dawn, and even had some kind of faux heart attack, I should have been more miserable than a dog who’s tail got stuck in the grinder.

But I felt wonderful.

I bounded—yes, that’s the right word—out of bed. My flab shook like the San Francisco quake and I looked down in disgust. Yes, I had let myself go. And it was time to do something about that.

I glanced at the clock. Not even noon. Less than 5 hours sleep, and I felt this good.

Lisa snored under the covers. I smiled. Boy, would she be surprised when she woke up to find I had gone to exercise.

I quickly got into a sweat suit, which proved to be a very tasteless idea. Lisa had bought me the sweat suit years ago, when I had been a svelte 180 pounds. 120 pounds later it was a poor fit.

Still, what else did I have?

I trundled out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and into my Rolls.

And rolled the Rolls through town to…hmm, where does one go to sign up for exercise classes.

I dialed a number.

“Wha…?” came the sleepy voice.

“Jimmy! Where do I go to get good cardio, great work out, rid of my extra flab?”

“Chuck? Do you know what time…ohh, fuck!” I heard what sounded like him flopping back on his bed.

I chuckled. “Come on, Sunshine. Recommend a good exercise spot.”

A moment, then: “Are you serious about losing weight?”

“Serious as can be.”

“Try the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym on Sunset.” Click.

I chuckled. Poor Jimmy. How these young and out of shape fellows get through life I didn’t know.

I pulled up a GP and was quickly zooming through Beverly Hills. Shortly I was pulling up in front of a sign that said, ‘Big Hits.’ No ‘kick boxing’ on the marque, no pictures of champs or trophies in the window. In fact, the window was blacked out.

Huh. That’s a good sign. If the guy didn’t advertise it meant people were seeking him out. And people don’t seek out people unless said people were actually good.

I parked the car and waddled up to the door. I peered in. The door glass was tinted and I couldn’t see much, just the shadows of a row of equipment, a boxing ring, and a few other shapes. I tapped on the door.

Nothing.

I took out my keys and tapped. The rude sound of metal on glass did it, and a studly looking fellow sauntered up to the door.

“Go ‘way.”

And he sauntered back.

I tapped again. and he turned and came back. He yelled through the door, “You got to be recommended. Go ‘way.”

Crap.

I dialed Jimmy again, and he dialed a number, and a number dialed a number, and the fellow sauntered up to the door once again. He bent down and unlocked it, opened it, and I entered.

“What are your goals.”

His name was Tony Hampton, and he was a kick boxing champ and rated the top trainer in Hollywood. He was also ridiculously handsome and didn’t have a sense of humor.

“Isn’t it obvious? I want to lose 300 pounds.”

He snorted. “How about a 120 or so. And get you cut and ripped?”

“That’ll do.”

“Okay, $1400 a month. One year in advance.”

If he expected me to blink he was sadly disappointed. I tossed my black card to him. “Take two years, and let’s get to it.”

He ‘ka-chinged’ the card and led me out to the machines.

 “Okay, we start here. Try to do ten reps on each machine, then we can get serious.”

He adjusted the machine and I sat down and started pumping.

“Hey, this is pretty cool,” I bubbled. I was doing rows, and I was doing them fast. Back and forth, easier than fucking, and he blinked.

“I thought you said you were out of shape?”

“I thought I was. Maybe you should turn the resistance up.”

“No. We do this on a gradient. I don’t want you dropping dead on me.”

I held in a little snicker. I had dropped dead last night, and it felt good to be back.

He set me up on the next machine, presses, and I began pumping them out. Pump, pump, pump. Funny thing, I actually felt like my belly was going down.

But how could that be? One doesn’t lose a bunch of weight the first time. Everything I’d read said it took months, and even years.

Well, no matter Probably my imagination, and I kept pushing that iron.

“Okay. Don’t break the machine, let’s try some flies.”

And we moved through the machines, zippedy do dah. Finally, I was done.

“Okay, let’s talk about kicking the bag.”

He set me in front of a big, kicking bag. He showed me. The bag jumped a couple of feet. I pushed it. Must weigh a couple of hundred pounds. Fuck!

So I kicked it, and nearly fell over, but it was fun, so I kicked it again. And, funny thing, my flab didn’t feel like it was bouncing as much.

And I kicked it and kicked it, and it bounced a little more, and a little more, and…”

“You sure you haven’t done any kick boxing?”

He was standing behind the bag, holding it in place, and he was grunting with every kick I did.

“Nope. ‘Sides, does it look like I’ve ever exercised in my life?”

“Well…” he said nothing more about that.

People started showing up, and he started moving around, leaving me on a bag, or free to hit the machines again. So I did.

I mean, it was fun. Pushing that iron until the machine jumped, kicking the bag and watching the dust pop off the top.

It was cool, and I sort of lost track of time.

“Hey, you did good, Pop,” Tony was turning off lights and the people had disappeared.

“Where’d everybody go?”

“It’s late. Probably gone to party.”

“Really?”

I stood up and stretched. I felt grand. I felt like two million dollars. Or three.

He handed me a key. “Work out any time. When I’m here I’ll coach you. See ya.”

“Thanks,” and I walked out the door.

The day was gone. It was night time. What the heck had happened? It seemed like it had just been noon, and…I guess I must have really lost track of things.

I went to my car, it had a big, fat parking ticket on it. Huh. I put the ticket in the glove box for forwarding to my lawyer, and got in and checked my cell phone.

Dozens of calls from Lisa. Oh, crap. We didn’t have anything planned, but she would be worried. I quickly tapped the cell.

“Charles? Are you okay?”

“Honey. Baby. I’m sorry. I totally lost track of time…” I made my excuses as I wheeled the car into traffic and zoomed for home.

Well, I was in trouble, but Lisa is most forgiving, and by the time I got home she had forgiven, and even had a meal ready for me.

I sauntered into the house, put my phone on the kitchen table, and sat down.

Lisa sat down opposite me and inspected me.

“What’s going on?”

“With what?” I asked, as I threw down on a BLT.

“You seem different.”

“I just worked out all day.”

“All day?” She raised her eyebrows disbelievingly.

“Yeah. Lost track of time. I liked it and, you know how I get when I find something new.”

“Yeah, but…all day?”

I finished off the sandwich. Man I must have gulped it in one bite. “Want to go swimming?”

She sat back and cocked her head. “Now?”

“Sure. I’ll make us a couple of drinks and we can imbibe as we slip and slide.”

She was giggling as I took her hand and headed for the bar…then the pool.

Outside, drink half gone, I placed the glass on the side of the pool and stepped up on the diving board. I ran and bounced high and screamed, “CANNONBALL!”

Man, a guy as big as me, that splash covered half the house. 

Lisa stepped off the edge, then we were swimming, and taking off our clothes. We laughed and joked, and splashed each other, and sipped our drinks. the moon was up and round and, well, you know. It wasn’t long before we were floating along, our hands groping each other’s sex organs.

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered, as she stroked me.

I felt her boobs and hooked a finger into her twat. She grunted and held on to me. I supported her and she wrapped her legs around me and sank down. I felt the ribs inside her canal run down the veins of my shaft. IT felt so good, and I said, “Oh, yeah. Baby, this is…UH!”

She stared at me, incredulous. “No!”

“Oh, no,” as the white fluid pumped out.

“You didn’t!”

“I did.”

“But that’s two nights in a row!”

“I’m sorry…I’m…I didn’t mean…”

I let go of her and she floated away.

“Well, you owe me.”

“Yeah. I guess I do.”

“Okay, mister, up to the bedroom, right now. You are going to use that big mouth of yours for something other than talking.”

Glumly, but chuckling on the inside, I got out of the pool and followed Lisa upstairs.

We toweled as we went, and when we got to the bedroom Lisa jumped on the bed and spread.

“Okay, Mr. Shoot First Ask Questions Later, let’s see how good you are.”

I slipped between her legs. It was funny, I felt pretty agile. I guess all that weight lifting and stuff worked pretty good. I laid between her legs and started slurping.

“Oh, yeah, let me hear it.”

I gobbled loudly, making disgusting noises like I was a decadent king chewing on deer ribs and throwing them on the floor.

Lisa groaned and arched. She pushed her V into my face. She held my hair and pulled. I could hardly breath, but that was okay. The smell of her snatch was highly invigorating.

“Oh…yes…yes!” she began to cum, and I held on for dear life. She’s a violent squirter, and I shortly had a face smushed with her lady cum. My cheeks felt thinner for her clamping thighs, and then she was done.

And, a few minutes later, snoring.

I lay awake. Oddly, I didn’t wonder what was happening to me, I just felt full of energy.

I looked at the clock. Twelve o’clock. Bored. Awake. what to do…what to…

I sat up suddenly. I grinned. I could go to the gym. I could work out some more. I could work out all night, and Lisa wouldn’t even have to know.

I slid out of bed, tip toed for door, and shortly was zooming through Hollywood.

I let myself into the gym, turned on the lights, and began working the machines. Circuits, Tony had called them. Good. Let’s see how many circuits I could do. And I began to move.

I parked the car, gave a small yawn, and headed upstairs. I slid into bed, aware that I needed a shower, and shortly was snoring.

“P and U! What is that smell?”

I sat up, instantly awake, and looked around.

Lisa was sitting up next to me, looking around, then looking at me. “Is that…OH MY GOD!”

“What?” Now I was getting frightened.

“You’ve got…you’ve got…TITS!”

I looked down at my chest. All my flab…it was sort of gone. Almost. At least enough so that the two big breasts on my chest couldn’t be denied.

“WHAT!” I shrieked, jumping up on the bed.

Lisa was out now, standing next to the bed, a held over her mouth and a finger pointing. Garbled attempts at speeching tried to escape her mouth.

I was standing on the bed, hands under my tits, my mouth open, my jaw dropped, and my mind in full retreat.

“What the fuck…what the fuck!”

“Charles…Charles…what happened?”

“I don’t know!” I leaped off the bed and looked in the wall mirror.

Yep, I had lost maybe sixty pounds, which was a handful, but many of those pounds had transferred onto my chest. My…my tits.

And they were tits. Not just big globes of fat, but well shaped cones, and the nipples were larger, and erect, and looked like a pair of thimbles jutting out.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered.

Lisa walked around me, staring at me. Finally, she reached forward, as if to touch. I shrunk back, and she withdrew her hands, then she whispered. “Are they real? Can I feel them?”

Gulping, not able to understand, totally mind blasted, I managed to reason out the fact that Lisa was my wife, and wives should be able to touch husbands. “Okay,” I nodded.

Tentatively, she reached forward, her hands moving in halting movements, and I actually jerked when her hands came in contact with my flesh.

“Oh, my God.” She hefted them, lifted them, held them. “They’re real.”

“They feel real,” I blurted.

“But how…how…and what’s that smell?”

I sniffed the air and knew, immediately what the smell was. “I worked out last night. That’s my…my sweaty smell.”

“Heysoos,” Lisa mumbled. “Take a bath and I’ll call the doctor.”

“Have him come out here,” I called over my shoulder, holding my tits and staring down at them. No way I was going to wander through some clinic with these puppies on my chest.

I stumbled into the shower and began washing my odor off. interestingly, losing weight had made me less awkward. I moved almost like I was a young man again. I scrubbed myself for a while, lots of soap, and the smell washed off. I guess losing a lot of weight like that, the perspiration took a lot of toxins out, and…that’s why I smelled.

I stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then entered the bedroom.

Lisa was sitting on the bed, scrabbling her fingers through her iPad.

I looked over her shoulder and caught a glimpse of her searches.

Men with boobs

spontaneous boobs

puberty in men

men transitioning

And a lot of other things.

I sat down next to her. “What’s happening to me?”

She looked at me. Her lip was bitten to the point of swelling, and her eyes were dripping worry. “I don’t know.

DING DONG DINGETY DONG DONG DONG DINGETY!

I heard the stupid doorbell, I think it was supposed to be Beethoven’s Fifth, or something. “It’s gotta be the doctor.”

I pulled on a robe and headed downstairs.

“Doc, I don’t know what happened. But I’ve got these!”

The doctor was middle-aged, skinny, glasses. His hair was combed back and he was losing it. He leaned forward and lifted his glasses and looked at my boobs.

“Hmm.”

Hmm? That’s all he had to say?

He reached out and felt them. Palpated them, hemmed and hawed some more, then looked up at me. “Have you been taking drugs?”

“What? No! I don’t do that—“ I stopped.

“Yes?”

“Lisa?” I called out.

A few seconds later Lisa entered the room.

“You gave me that bottle of six pills. Where’d you get it?”

“The one with the funny rhyme on it?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

She looked confused. “Somebody gave it to me. A girl I didn’t know. Down at the gym. She said they were good for weight loss. I didn’t think much of it, but when we were talking about your need to lose weight I just threw them out.”

I turned to the doc. “I had some sort of attack the other night. My friends thought I was having a heart attack, and they gave me the pills.”

“What kind of pills? What was in them?”

“I don’t know.”

“Do you have the bottle?”

“I might…”

I ran upstairs, ran, light and lithely, holding onto my bouncing boobs, and found my jacket. The guys had put the bottle back in my jacket. I grabbed it and ran back down stairs.

“…lost a lot of weight, like overnight,” Lisa was saying. The doctor was frowning. I pushed the bottle in his hand.

He held it up to the light and read the label.

One for fun

Two for a pair

Three is beastly

Four on the floor

Five is overdrive

Six to inver…

Seven…

“Hmm.”

“What kind of pills are they?”

“I don’t know. What happened after you took them?”

“Well, I felt better. I swear, Doc, I felt like I was dying, that I had had a heart attack, then I was suddenly full of vim and vigor, danced all night.”

“And that was it?”

“Tell him about the exercising?”

“What about exercising?”

“I signed up for a gym, to lose weight. And I’ve just been so full of energy that I’ve been working out. Like, a lot.”

“Hmm.”

“Enough with the hmm. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“Mr. Lipscomb, I have no answers. The most I can do is run tests, check your hormone levels, that sort of thing. And see if a lab can analyze any residue in this bottle.”

“Oh.”

“So let’s go down to the office and—“

“I’m not going anywhere with these…these bazookas on my chest!”

“Well, I suppose I could draw blood here. But for any other testing…I would have to—“

“Okay, fine. Just draw the blood and let’s get started.”

I stared down at my tits, and the doctor reached into his bag and took out some small bottles and syringe thing.


PART TWO

“What do you think is happening?” Lisa asked me.

“I have no idea.” We were sitting in a the living room. Outside the window we had a good view of our rather extensive garden, and I was sipping a drink. A big drink. And I wanted more.

“But what do you think that rhyme meant?”

“The one on the bottle?”

She nodded.

“Well, I had fun. And now I have a pair. But…I have no idea what the rest means. I mean, do I change into a werewolf or something?”

“Oh, God. Don’t even joke about such things.”

I didn’t say anything. I sipped some more. My boobs were heavy on my chest and I kept looking down.

“Open up your robe.”

“Why?” I opened up my robe.

“I just want to see.”

I sat there, my big boobs hanging out.

“It looks like you’re losing even more weight.”

“How could that be?”

“How could any of this be.” She scootched over to me. She was very intent on my tits.”

“I’m going to touch them.”

“Oh.”

God, this felt so weird.

She reached out, touched my breasts, and I felt a sudden warmth sizzle through me. “Oh…” I blurted.

“Did that hurt?”

“No. It felt good.”

“How about this?” She touched my nipple, and it felt like my nip had just been shoved into a wall socket. I jerked, and little lightenings ricocheted inside my body.

“Are you okay?” Her hand was back and she was sitting three feet away. She must have jumped back while I went near unconscious with the sexual electricity of her touch.

“Oh…” I gulped and breathed. “That was…that was… it was sexy.”

“Just touching your nipple?”

I nodded.

“I’ll try it again.”

I gave a bob of my head, and she reached forward. “OH!” I jerked back against the couch. It was pure sex, and I felt my dick suddenly become iron.

“Oh, my God, look at your dick!”

I looked down, over my tits, and saw that my dick was big and red…and dripping.

“Heysoos,” I muttered, “I need to get off.”

Lisa leaned forward, and there was a shiny gleam to her eye. “You want to fuck me with those…with those things on your chest?”

I studied her face. She was actually anxious. “I…I’m horny.” I stumbled over my words, I was suddenly embarrassed.

“Well, we can try it. But I’m going to have to touch them.” She wasn’t looking at me now, but at my tits. Talk about feeling like a sex object.

But, what could I do?

She leaned forward and reached into my lap. She grabbed my cock, she looked up at my eyes, she lowered her head to my tits.

“AH!” I about left the couch, but she held on. Her mouth was like a sexual blow torch on my nipples. My hips started jack hammering.

She stroked my cock and held me down.

I couldn’t control myself. My hips were thrusting and pumping. I fucked her hand, and she suddenly threw a leg over me and jumped on my bone.

“Fu-u-u…” I wheezed as her warmth engulfed me. She began rocking on me, pulling on my nipples, kissing me, and…

“OOOH!”

I squirted.

She sat up and glared at me. “This is getting ridiculous!”

“I’m sorry!”

“I need a good fuck, and you are NOT…I say NOT…delivering.”

“I can’t help it. I can’t control it.”

She dismounted, my sperm dripping out of her hole.

“Well, fuck.” She walked away.

“Where are you going?”

“Upstairs. I have a date with Virginia Vibrator.”

“But…honey…honey…”

I followed her up the stairs, begging and apologizing, but she was pissed.

Well, I can’t blame her. After all, I had prematurely jacked on her three times in two days. I’d be pissed, too.

In the bedroom she pulled open a dresser drawer and pulled out ‘Old Faithful,’ 9 inches of polished peter, complete with veins and vibrations.

She laid on the bed and spread her lower lips. She jammed her vibrator into herself.

She was juicy, a combination of my semen and her own moisture, and she sighed and wiggled it around and turned it on.

I stood by the bed and watched as she began reaming herself, ramming it in, moaning and thrusting her hips.

“Honey?” I tried, but she ignored me.

Standing there, watching her, I felt my cock begin to grow.

But I had just cum! How could this be? I had cum three times in two days, and now I was erecting again? WTF!

She glanced down at my cock, but not with any intent. She was lost in her pleasures now, moaning and groaning as she exercised her hole.

“Honey…”

“AHHH!” She came with a downright violent series of hip jerks. Her eyes were rolled back and her back was arched and the spasms shot through her again and again.

Finally, she sank back and let the vibrator fall out of her pussy.

I stared at her, my chest heavy with sexy tits, my cock erect, my hand stroking.

She was exhausted, depleted, and the sexiest thing I had ever seen. I crawled up on the bed.

At first she ignored me. She was lost in her own satisfaction. But when I climbed between her legs she opened her eyes.

“Honey?” I begged.

“What? No…no!”

But it was too late. I sank my dong into her pummeled pussy and began slamming in and out.

“No…no…I don’t…I…oh….oh…”

I saw her eyes glass over. “That feels good.”

I lasted at least thirty seconds, then I squirted.

“What?” She shrieked and pushed me off and sat up.

I slid off the bed and stared down at my dick. It was still pulsing and dribbles of cum were leaking. I looked up at her… “I don’t…”

“You…you fucking…HORN DOG!”

“But I’m sorry!”

“You can be sorry all you want you…you…BEAST!”

We both got it at the same time. Our eyes locked.

“OhmyGod!” I blurted.

“It can’t be…”

She jumped up and followed me. I ran out of the room, down the stairs, and into the dining room where the doctor had examined me and drawn blood.

The bottle was gone…the doctor had taken it!

“Fuck!” I yelled.

Lisa opened a drawer on the credenza and pulled out a sheet of paper and a pen. “Quick, what was it?”

I searched my memory and stumbled through it. “One is for fun. I recovered from my heart attack and I had fun. I was having fun all night. The life of the party.”

“Then two for a pair. And you’ve certainly got a pair.”

I looked down at my pair of tits. Definitely a pair. I looked up. “Three is a beast. No…it’s about a beast, it’s…”

“Three is beastly.”

“And I’m being beastly. I’m…you called it…a horn dog. All I want to do is fuck.”

“And you make me want to fuck. Maybe it’s in that smell, but I’ve never wanted to fuck so much. And to touch your tits…and to suck you…and…”

The look in her eyes showed she was talking herself into a new session of horniness. I quickly interrupted, tried to distract her and retrack her all at the same time. “But what does ‘four on the floor’ mean? Am I going to want to fuck in a car?”

“Not to mention ‘five is overdrive.’ What can that mean?”

“And we don’t even know what the full six is. Six to inver…does that mean infer?”

“Inver…are we talking the inverse of something?”

“Inverse of beast? What’s the inverse of a beast?”

“I don’t know.”

“But it’s got to mean something!” We didn’t even talk about the seven.

“I know what means something…” She was looked at my tits. Her hand was reaching for my groin.

“Honey, not now. We have to figure this out.”

“Why don’t we figure it out with you balls deep in me?”

“But I might cum too soon!”

“You probably will. But you’ll get hard right away.  After all, that’s what the beast is. Your dick, rising up again and again.”

I was backing up now, backing around the large dining table.

“Lisa, please…”

She caught me. She launched herself over a corner of the table and latched on and held. I tried to run, but she dragged me down.

I felt on the floor, her scrabbling over me. Trying to get underneath me.

I couldn’t get to my feet, and I started to crawl.

“Come back here, you son of a bitch!” She was out of her mind, snarling and grabbing and trying to get to my cock.

I crawled, and here’s the weird thing, I couldn’t get back on my feet.  I couldn’t get my feet under me and stand, they seemed to be caught with the knees up and my legs under, like…like an animal. And I got it.

“No!”

Lisa got it. “Yes!” She almost howled in victory. “You’re on all fours!”

And, as I crawled desperately, she managed to get her hands on my cock. Instantly I was tethered, unable to run. I tried to pull, but she had me. I stopped struggling and just huddled up, covered my head and my body and tried to be still.

Lisa ran her hands over my body, searching for a way to turn me over, to get at my dick.

“No! Stop it!”

“I need it! I need your damned dick! Turn over, damn you!”

She was totally out of control Something had flipped her, and I could only imagine that it was me, my odor, my…my pheromones.

“Come on!” She was almost sobbing, totally unaware of what she was doing, just driven by the need to jump my bone.

Then things started getting nasty. She still had a hold of my cock, but my legs were clamped so she couldn’t pull her hand, and my cock, out from between my legs. Suddenly she put a finger to my brown button.

“If you won’t fuck me…then I’ll fuck you.”

She stuck her finger in me. Man! I almost came unglued. I jerked upright, and that gave her the opening. She flipped me over on my back, but she didn’t get on my dick…she had become distracted.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she began to finger fuck my asshole!

“Hey! Hey!”

Oddly, it didn’t hurt. I mean, I wasn’t into anal, at least I didn’t think I was, but this…her finger…it started to feel good.

“Ha! You like it!” She shouted in victory, and put two fingers into me.

“Fuck! I started pumping my hips, trying to get more of her fingers.

“Take it, you bitch!”

Somehow I managed to get back on all fours, but I didn’t huddle up any more. Instead, it was just so I could pump my butt back and take more…more.

“Oh, yeah!” She held my waist, kept my hips steady, and pushed more fingers into me, and, suddenly, her whole fist slipped in!

“OH! AH!” I cried out with the pleasure of it all. My asshole was singing with delight. I tried to back up to her wrist and take her whole arm inside me.

She kept pumping and pumping, and, suddenly, I felt it.

Click.

A whooshing sound came out of my gut. A moan of indescribable pleasure. A feeling of ultimate satisfaction. I was having an anal orgasm.

“Fuck!” I wheezed, and I fell forward, spread out on the floor, Lisa’s wrist still embedded between my buns. A golden wave of sex engulfed me, picked me up, sailed me through the cosmos.

I humped for a few seconds then, and semen leaked out of my penis, squirted on the floor, somebody was going to have to do a lot of mopping, then I began to come down.

We lay there, dazed, beaten into submission, and wondered what had happened.

“Heysoos, Charles,” Lisa finally said. “I’m sorry.”

I gurgled, “If you could remove your arm?”

Gently, she pulled her fist out of me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me. I’ve never…”

“It’s my pheromones.”

“Pheromones?”

“Yeah. Like a perfume a person, or an animal, exudes.

“But why?”

“To let all the other animals know that somebody is ready for mating.”

“Oh, crap.”

We lay on the floor. I had cum, but she hadn’t. But she was exhausted. Apparently being sexually stimulated was enough. Besides, she had already cum just a short while ago.

I sighed. “Well, at least we know what four on the floor means.”

“It means you go all animal. You take it up the rear. You’re the ultimate horn dog. Is your ass all right?”

“Oh, yeah. In fact…”

“What?”

“Oh, shit!”

I scrambled to my feet.

“What?”

“I’m getting horny again.”
Lisa raised her face and sniffed the air. She smiled. “Charles…”

I ran for it. I ran out the big double doors at the back of the living room and into our private, little jungle.

Lisa didn’t follow me on the run, but she did follow me.

I jumped over a small wall, sprinted past the tennis court and into the lush foliage. I had trees back there, and vines, and tropical growth from around the world. There were ferns and palms and…and I ran between the vines and fronds.

“Charles?” I heard her at the double doors. She was coming after me. She wasn’t running, but she would be.

I headed for a far corner. I thought about jumping the wall, but I was afraid to. What if I got out into the city and people began smelling my…my aroma? They would chase me, fuck me, and…and…and I had to hide here, in the garden, and hope that my scent would eventually fade and go away.

“Charles?”

She was crossing the lawn.

I hid behind a couple of large plants. Big flowers topped them, and I hoped that maybe they had a scent that would mask mine.

“Chuckie, Chuckie…here Chuckie!”

I huddled in the dirt, naked, afraid, my dick getting harder and harder. And here was a new problem. Would I get so horny that I would leap out and let myself by used?

“Chuckie! Come on out, Chuckie. You know you want to!”

She was getting closer! Was she just going in the direction I had taken, or did she actually smell me?

“Chuckie…I need a little nookie!”

She brushed a big frond aside and her eyes lit up. “Aha!”

I darted around the side of the bush and headed for the other side of the garden. But now she was right behind me, reaching for me.

And, it hurt to run with these big tits on my chest. They bounced, and they slapped back and forth. I groaned, and the pain of my bouncing tits actually fed my horniness.

Over a small stream, and I felt her hands brush down my back. Between a row of palms, I could hear her feet pounding on the earth. I hurdled over a small planter box, tried to turn around a small tree, and she tackled me.

“No!” I screamed.

“Yes,” she snarled.

She rolled me over, showing an almost super human strength. She spread eagled me and sat on my dick. She bounced up and down. She fucked me. She twisted and tilted and corkscrewed and…and…suddenly, she stopped.

I looked up.

She looked down, and said, “Uh oh.”

“Oh, yeah,” I grinned.

I had been going through four on the floor, I was a horny, little minx, my tail in the air, calling out to any with a sexual drive. But now I had slipped into the ‘overdrive’ stage.

I had been getting fucked, and fighting it, but…but now I wanted it.

Lisa got off me, scrambled backwards on her butt. “No.”

“You’ve had your fun, baby. Now it’s time.” I sat up, started getting up.

She got to her feet and backed away. “Honey,…now, honey…”

“Awoo,” I softly howled. “Sauce for the goose, baby, is sauce for the gander. You wanted to have your sex, now I get to have mine.”

She turned and ran for it. Back towards the house, up the stairs, through the doors. I suppose she was thinking of locking herself in a closet or something. But she had no chance. I was right behind her, on her tail, as it were, and I was enjoying the short chase. Up the stairs, across the bedroom, and I leaped through the air and tackled her.

I drove her into the rug, and I know she got some rug burns, maybe a few other owies, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t in my right mind. I was…THE HORN DOG!

The ultimate animal/beast. Sexed up, having fun. I had called the sexually interested to me by going on all fours and spraying my scent over the world. Now the sexually interested were my prey.

Lisa was dazed, and I picked her up and threw her on the bed.

She gave a little struggle, but she was in no shape to fight. I spread her legs and pushed into her.

She gasped, and held on.

Horn dog. I rammed and jammed and slammed and bammed. I rocked and rolled. I opened her up with my dick and had my way.

For a while she struggled, then she just lay there and moaned, and, suddenly, she opened her eyes and looked up at me.

“Huh…huh…huh…” I repeated over and over. I was not very aware of what I was doing, just grunting and driving, pushing my hips and pulling them. I wasn’t even getting much pleasure, I just kept fucking, like it was my duty, like I was a machine stuck in ‘on.’

“Charles?”

I ignored her and kept pushing my dick into her hole.

“Charles…” she was shaking me, and it finally penetrated through to my psyche. Somebody was talking to me…but why?

“Charles…”

“Wha…wha…” I stopped moving, was half in, half out, and not sure which way was up. Or in. Or out. Or whatever.

“Charles, it’s okay.”

I became aware that there were tears on her cheeks. I must have been fucking her too hard, too long. Guilt began to seep into me.

“I’m sorry, I’m…” I started to push off her, but she just held me, looked into my eyes.

“It’s okay. It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

“But…I was an animal! I’m sorry. Let me…”

“Charles, it doesn’t hurt. You’re not in me anymore. It’s okay.”             

I lay on her, and became aware that I wasn’t hurting her. I wasn’t squashing her with my bulk. And my dick…where was my dick? Why wasn’t I inside her? I had been fucking her, and…and…

She hugged me then, and it was tender, and loving.

But I had been fucking her! Hard! Without any consideration.

“I’ve got to get off you,” I mumbled.

“Okay, okay.”

She let go of me and I struggled out of her grasp. I sat back, and I turned my head, and I saw the mirror.

The mirror.

Oh my God!

Shaken, shattered, my mind blown into little pieces, I turned and slid off the bed. I stood and looked at the wall mirror.

I had lost more than 120 pounds. I had lost 180 pounds, and now I was only 120 pounds. I was slim and slender, except for the large boobs on my chest.

Lisa sat up, rubbed the tears off her face, and looked at my groin.

“Your dick.”

I looked down, and had to lean forward to look over my tits. Funny, I used to have to lean forward to look over my belly, now it was boobs. And I looked, and my mouth opened.

My dick was gone.

“Where…where…”

Lisa stood up, knelt next to me. I watched as she put her hands to my groin. “Spread your legs.”

I spread, and she touched my…my pussy. She spread the labia and ran a finger up my slit. I shivered. It felt so good. Then she touched my clitoris, and I almost fainted with pleasure.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.

“What happened?”

“The sixth pill…the verse…I know what it is…”

I stared at her. “What?”

“It’s not inverse…it’s invert.”

“But, what—“

“Six to invert dicks!”

I was stunned, and her words seeped into me, and they made sense.

Have fun, grow a pair, fuck like an animal, be fucked like an animal, become a sex maniac, and, finally, fuck your dick off. Or, to be more proper, to fuck until it inverts, and…and…changes into a pussy!

“No! It can’t be! I’m a man!”

“You were a man.” She stuck a finger in me and my knees gave way. The only thing that stopped me from falling was my hand on her shoulder.

“Now you’re a woman.”

“But I can’t…this…”

“You’ve got tits, a pussy, and it looks like the pussy is a working pussy.” She jabbed two fingers into me and I did fall over, or at least, backwards, onto the bed.

Lisa stayed with me. She kept her fingers up my pussy and was half on the bed, one arm around me, one hand half into my pussy.

She moved her hand in and out gently.

“I know what seven means, too. And I know why there weren’t seven pills.”

“Why…why?” I gasped. Her fingers were moving around inside me, causing my head to be light, causing heat to generate from my loins, and from my breasts.

“Seven is heaven, and it doesn’t take a pill to get you there.”

“What does it take?”

“A fuck.”

“But…” I was sobbing now, bent forward and holding on to her.

“Charlotte?”

Charlotte? Why was she calling me Charlotte?

“I gave you those pills.”

I blinked through my tears. Of course…she gave me the pills, and she didn’t get them from some unknown girl at the gym. I don’t know where she got them, but she knew what they were for, what they did.

“Why?”

“Charlotte, you are a good man, I love you, but I love women, too. I decided to make you a woman. I’m sorry if you don’t like it, but I needed you…I needed you. And…I did it.”

Her hand was moving back and forth, her fingers were reaming my pussy, I felt a glorious glow of heat starting up inside of me.

“But…I don’t want to be a woman!”

“It’s too late, lover.”

She pushed me back, reached under a pillow and took out her vibrator.

“No!”

But she was a little stronger than me, and she had her weight on top, and the leverage, and she pushed the vibrator inside my vagina.

“No!” I wailed.

She turned it on, and my world stopped. I clutched her wrist, but not to hold it, to help it move. I couldn’t help it, I had never felt anything so delicious before in my life.

She was smiling as she fucked me, moved her hand, and the vibrator, in and out. I could feel the thing vibrating deep inside of me. I moaned, I was becoming delirious with desire.

“Tell me you want it,” she whispered. “You’ve got to want it for it to work.”

I thought quickly. If I didn’t want it…would everything go back to the way it was before?

And I saw myself all over again. A big, fat man. Too fat to exercise. Bound for a heart attack, not able to see my dick for the rolls of fat on my belly.

Or, I could say yes. And I would stay slim, curvy, healthy, and…and her hand was jacking into me, causing a massive shift in my psyche. The pleasure…the pleasure…

“Say you want it. Say it. Say it!”

Gasping, being virtually rag dolled by her manic hand, I gaped, “Yes! I want it!”

And with that I began to cum, but it was unlike any orgasm I had ever had. It was a massive swelling that bulged up, burst and went through me, waves of rippling pleasure. I moaned and cried for the sheer pleasure of it.

“Take it, bitch…take it!” Lisa whispered to me, then she kissed me, and kissed me, and kissed me.

I never did find out where she got those pills. Not that it mattered. And I never wanted to go back to being a man. Just one of those ‘Number Seven is Heaven’ cums and I was sold.

Of course I did have to cover the paperwork. Transitioning and all that. But it was pretty easy. After all, I had good lawyers.

I also have a good life, and I still go to the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym. The trainer turned out to not only have a sense of humor, but a big cock.

And, speaking of big cocks, I haven’t told Lisa yet, but…I’ve developed an appetite for big dicks. I’m a woman now, and, well, women have appetites.

I guess that was one thing she never planned on.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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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.
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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
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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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!
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CHAPTER ONE

Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick

“Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.”

The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies.

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades.

She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all.

“Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor.

She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face.

She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature.

But she had to live.

“Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate.

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor.

The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?”

“Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man.

Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had to raise his station in the world.

Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses.

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah!

He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease.

She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street.

Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery.

He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught.

There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city.

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision.

Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness.

In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger.

Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed.

Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head.

Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth.

Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands.

Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted from the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth.

He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth.

Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint.

Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head.

Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it.

But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit.

Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder.

But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus.

Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away.

Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade.

In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children.

As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God.

She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people.

To help her people.

It is said that God does not listen…he just watches.

Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties?

So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such an idea could only be conjectured upon.

Did God decide to reward the minuscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence?

None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face.

Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor.

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried.

He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university.

Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist.

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant.

“Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.”

Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in.

The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.”

Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around.

For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potions, and books were stacked on the floors.

Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye.

‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley.

‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī.

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley.

‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of.

“Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. Good. Just what the doctor ordered.”

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnel house, not even any dirt.

Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse.

Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments.

Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman.

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

“Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker.

“My money?”

“Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her.

While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them.

“Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.”

Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned.

What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches.

“Yes. Well, good night.”

Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out.

Martha came and looked down at the body.

“She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.”

Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her.

She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used.

Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs.

“Ahem.”

Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.”

“Before you even done the electricity?”

“I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.”

“Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor.

“Yes, well, okay.”

Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck.

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos.

The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck.

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came.

He touched the leads again…and again.

When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully.

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

“Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.”

Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off.

Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it.

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food.

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse.

Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go.

A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber.

A pulse spurted and stopped.

The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness.

The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing.

People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better.

Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell.

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again.

The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back.

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God.

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy.

Silithia opened her eyes.

She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her.

Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again.

Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live.

She sat up and looked around.

She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows.

She climbed down off the table.

She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health.

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another.

She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley.

She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better.

What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast?

She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place.

Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University.

Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame.

She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed.

She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest.

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you.

Old Gypsy Saying

Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions.

Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased.

She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night.

She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows.

She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body.

Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her.

She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while.

Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind.

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion.

How long can we stay here before they kick us out?

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped?

And, under it all, when should we move on?

Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log.

A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut.

Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was.

Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry.

Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion.

“How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have.

He was full-sized, and she was not.

“Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears.

She thought about what had happened to her.

She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses.

Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable.

Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky.

Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire.

“Silithia?”

Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before.

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body.

She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was.

Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the French Disease.”

Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar.

“I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful.

Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him.

The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life.

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket.

She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business.

He knelt on the blanket and said one word. “Come.”

She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against hers and his hands sought her breasts.

Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him.

Withe the men of the town she usually just sucked the cock, and occasionally laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her.

She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked.

But now it was different.

She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her.

He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night.

His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman.

She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked.

His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming.

“Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand.

She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand.

What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast. No matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting.

Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…”

“Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”

So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited.

After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard.

“Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log.

“Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her.

He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands.

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion.

He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out of her cunt.

She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust.

She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her.

He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced.

Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power?

He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly.

Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love.

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

“Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love.

He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her.

She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh.

At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted.

He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her.

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit.

And she had.

For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him.

Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him.

They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head.

She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily.

No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm.

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off.

The next few days were sad.

Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up.

The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s.

So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man.

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her.

They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks.

Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her.

The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper.

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her.

“I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.”

Talk, but spelled fuck.

Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need.

“So talk.”

“You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.”

Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her.

Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…”

Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock.

She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties.

Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came.

“Uh…uh…uh!”

Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand.

She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same.

Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand.

“Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her.

“I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied.

Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness.

She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself.

Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast.

What was wrong with her that they did this?

She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence.

But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy.

And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before.

“Silithia?”

She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her.

“What do you want?” she hissed into the night.

He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her.

“Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.”

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them.

Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey.

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight.

She climbed over him and sank down.

He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum.

Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out.

Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him!

“Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done.

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?”

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox

Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life.

Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew.

It all changed.

Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night.

If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place.

She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain.

Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned.

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night.

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts.

Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile.

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed.

Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.

Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent?

In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress.

Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate.

Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.”

Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia?

Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word.

Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment.

She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs.

The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by.

A sound.

She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her!

She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail.

For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming.

Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses.

Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark.

Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her.

He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught.

Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another.

Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan.

Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly.

She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded.

Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight.

She had to escape the men. They would assault her, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her.

In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered.

She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go?

By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected from the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men.

She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night.

She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit.

She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours.

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet.

“There she is!”

She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her.

He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her.

She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken.

Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush.

Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail!

Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent.

She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest.

“There! There!”

Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream.

Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and though the men had not her health, they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her.

Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill.

Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before they reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight.

In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was—

She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her.

The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling on her back, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy.

But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs.

She looked upwards.

He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head.

The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground.

“Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat.

A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down.

“What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor.

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

“Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?”

The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia.

“Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.”

The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia, but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away.

The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited.

When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia.

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

“Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?”

“No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.”

The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis.

He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.”

He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him.

“What is your name, milord?”

“Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?”

“I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.”

“No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?”

“Running for my life, milord.”

Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots.

He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make.

Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished.

Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. The walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness.

“Are you at war, milord?”

“When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto.

They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it.

“Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge.

Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his musket. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing.

She was not good wth words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.”

“Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.”

“Yes, milord.”

A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back.

In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats.

Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans.

They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring.

“Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?”

“She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.”

“Will she work?”

“I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?”

“In the big room.”

They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall.

Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big.

“Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world.

The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew.

“And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy.

Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled.

“I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.”

In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes.

Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork.

Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep.

The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall in the heel for her.

Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. Something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes.

She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her.

There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again.

Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen.

Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates.

“Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush.

Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.”

Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her.

Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted.

Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.

This has been an excerpt from
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