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The Pinocchio Condition

When she’s done with him

he’s sorry he ever cheated!

Also published as: Cheating Husband Gets
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PART ONE

“Hey, baby,” I put my jacket in the closet and suddenly froze.

My wife, Cindy, was sitting on the couch, no way she hadn’t heard me. I had a sinking feeling. I closed the closet door and turned to her.

Her face was cold. Her arms were folded under her massive tits. Her posture was freezing.

Fuck! Had she found out?

“I got a call today, Rod, from Sally. The girl who works in your office.”

Yep. She found out.

“She told me about your working late, about how you paid for her abortion, about how you promised to leave me…and then dumped her. Got her fired, actually.”

Oh, fuck! What had that bitch done!

“Look, honey,” I sat down next to Cindy and placed a hand on her knee.

She shivered and slapped my hand away. “Don’t touch me.”

“Look, I love you.”

“So you fuck some bimbo in your office. That really shows how much you love me.”

“But I do! I didn’t run away with her…I chose you over her!”

“You’re supposed to have chosen me over her…when we exchanged marriage vows.”

“Aw, look. Listen.” I was searching for a way out of this mess. “She didn’t mean anything, and you haven’t been feeling well and we haven’t been, you know…”

“So it’s my fault your dick accidentally fell into her pussy?”

Oh, fuck. She was really pissed.

I had had girlfriends before we were married, and they never got this pissed.

“Look, it’ll never happen again.”

“You’re damned right. Because my mother is coming to visit.”

“Hey! No…”

Her mother was an old crone from some middle European country. Old country. Claimed to have Gypsy blood. Cindy even told me once that she was a witch. If you can believe that. I mean, a witch? In modern times?

“She’s coming to live with us, and she’ll help us through this crisis.”

“But, baby, it’s not a big crisis. It’s no big deal! I dumped Sally and I love you and that’s that!”

“Sure it is, until you decide that your dick needs to swing again.”

“But, honey…”

I blabbered and I blubbered and I blithered, but, man, was she ticked off. By the end of the night I had succeeded in nothing. Her mother was coming to stay with us, and I would sleep in the living room, and that was that.

“What about the guest room?”

“That’s for mother. And that’s my final word.”

Door slam. Lock click. I stood forlornly looking at my closed bedroom door, and listen to her moving around, the slither of clothes dropping off her frame—and let me tell you, she has one built frame—then the bed springs squeaking.

I turned around and trudged back to the living room.

Damn it. Why did that stupid Sally have to get all serious? She said she knew it was for laughs in the beginning, but then she got more and more…female, and she wanted to trap me, and…aw…fuck!

I slipped out of my clothes, lay on the couch and pulled a blanket that was too short for me up to my neck.

The couch material was rough on my skin, and I even felt a few cracker crumbs rubbing into my flesh. My feet stuck out the bottom, the pillow was hard and propped my neck up too high, and…damn! Stupid Sally.

The next morning Cindy was up before me. I heard her rousting around in the kitchen and I quickly went into our bedroom, took a shower, put on some clean clothes, and got ready for the day.

I was hoping that a night’s sleep had calmed Cindy down a bit, but…no way.

I walked into the kitchen and she glared at me, then ignored me.

I had to fix my own bacon and eggs, I had to brew my own cup of coffee, I had to butter my own toast.

Well, at least I didn’t have to go slaughter the pig or reach under a chicken’s ass for the eggs. At least, not yet.

I ate, and she finished her meal, put the dishes in the sink and left them, and went into the living room to read a fashion magazine.

I finished, put my dishes in the sink, and stared at the sink. No way I was going to do all the dishes.

I went out to the living room.

“Honey, we have to talk.”

“Mother’s due in today. Maybe I’ll be willing to talk to you after I’ve talked to her.”

I sighed. Great. A bitchy, witchy, old mother in law for a filter. I opened my mouth. She turned slightly away, pointedly ignoring me, in effect telling me to shut up.

I went to work. Stared at Sally’s empty desk when I went through the secretary section, and sighed yet again.

Sally of the creamy thighs, the large bosoms, the lips that were willing any time I wanted.

Why couldn’t Cindy be like that?

Instead, she complained that I was too insistent, or that she had her period, or some other stupidity.

I mean, so what if she had a period? She had a mouth, didn’t she?”

Well, Cindy’s mouth was too busy talking now, and her legs were definitely closed for the duration. And now I actually missed that bimbo Sally.

I entered my office and got to work.

“Mr Harding,” Jeannie, a girl from accounting, stepped into the doorway. She had big bosoms and a ready smile. I had often thought about her, rubbed my crotch a little over her, and now…here she was. I smiled. “Come on in, Jeannie.”

“Oh, thank you, but I just wanted to tell you that the monthly statistics are in. You said to remind you.”

“Excellent.”

She was about to leave and I cleared my throat.

“Yes?”

I studied her long, dark hair, her blues eyes twinkling, and her chest…oh, my. What a nice chest.

“I’m really crunched today, you’ve read the report, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Can you give me a summary? Later today,” I made a show of looking at my daily calendar, “Oh, heck…I’m…” I looked up at her, “Can you give me a summary at lunch? My treat, maybe that new place on Third.”

“You want me to…brief you on the…”

“Only if you can. I don’t want to take you away from your other duties.”

She had no duties at lunch.

“Why…of course, sir.”

“And knock off the ‘sir’ crap. Call me Rod. When we’re alone, of course.”

“Of course…Rod.” And she lit up the room with a smile.

Oh, baby, oh, baby. I wasn’t going to have to do without after all. Sally’s replacement had just shown up.

I worked hard, had a great lunch—couple of drinks and a promise to have lunch again—and the afternoon went swell.

I was smiling when I crossed the parking lot to my car. I was humming as I drove home. Then I walked into the house.

“Mother’s here.”

I stared at the old biddy. Dressed in black. Probably raised black cats for a hobby. Her real job was riding a broom on Halloween.

“Hello, Moira.”

She glared at me.

Heck, maybe she even rode a broom when it wasn’t Halloween.

I sighed and walked into the den. I wasn’t going to get any love, might just as well, do a little reading, surfing, and, maybe, catch a little porn.

The evening passed slowly. I heard them talking in low voices.

No dinner. That was okay, I was still sailing from lunch.

I spent the evening staring at porn. It felt good. To just sit and stare at people having orgasms like they were free, unencumbered by relationship or stupidity.

I mean, women get you to squirt in them once, and they think they own you for life. I mean, seriously?

Cindy and Moira went to bed.

I heard Cindys door close, and lock. And I could hear Moira shuffling around and getting ready for bed in the guest room.

I had gotten out a better blanket, and gotten my pillow from the bed. I some spare clothes, so I was okay. I went out to the living room, made my nest, and went to sleep.

Didn’t sleep well, though. I dreamed of black cats, yowling. And a big eye was looking at me at one point and saying: “So? So?”

It was the presence of the mother in law. I knew it was.

I woke up the next day to a wonderful surprise. Moira going out the door.

“Thank you mother.” Cindy kissed her on the cheek and hugged her.

Moira glared at me, the old ‘evil eye’ thing, I guess, then the door was closed.

She was gone!

Ding dong…the witch is dead!

Then Cindy turned to me, and I got my next wonderful surprise. “I’ll go fix your breakfast, dear.” She smiled and headed for the kitchen.

Will wonders never cease? I mean, the old bitch had it in for me, yet…she had talked Cindy out of her mood. At least, that’s how I figured it. That seemed to be the only scenario imaginable.

I grinned, got up and got ready for work.

When I stepped into the kitchen Cindy was humming. La de da…doop de doop…hmmm.

I kissed her and she smiled at me. “I fixed bacon and eggs, I added a little love to the eggs. Oh, and I’m trying a new herbal tea. Could you make sure you drink it all? It’s supposed to give you more energy and I want to see if you have lots of energy all day.”

“Of course,” I sat down to a feast.

Bacon the way I like, a little juicy, just crispy on the edges. The eggs were over hard, but almost like an omelette. Little bits of peppers and onions, a bit of pepper. Mmm.

“Babe, this is delicious.”

“Great. How do you like the tea?”

I grinned. “Delicious.”

“No, it’s not. But can you stand it?”

“Easy. Don’t worry, I’ll drink every drop.” Then I noticed she had a cup of tea, but it was untouched. “Aren’t you going to…?” I nodded towards the cup.

“Oh, sure.” Funny. I got the feeling that she wasn’t going to drink the tea, but…no big deal.

After breakfast, she told me not to worry about the dishes, she walked me to the door. She gave me a big kiss, the kind that shivers your bones and makes your dick get all hard. Then she grabbed my dick. “Honey, I’m sorry I haven’t given you enough sex. I’ll do better. Unfortunately, I just started my period, so could we…do you mind…a week?

“Oh, no problem, honey.” I dream of Jeannie with the light, brown, cunt hairs.

“Oh, thank you.” She kissed me some more, snaked her hand into my pants and stroked me. God, I was almost ready to cum when she backed off and laughed. She waggled a finger at me, “No masturbating now!”

“Oh, Heysoos!” I groaned. “Then you shouldn’t be playing with me.”

“I know, me bad.” Then she played with me some more. Got me really ready to pop, then shoved me out the door.

I went to work with a big grin. Cindy was coming around, I had a lunch with Jeannie today, and…June is busting out all o-a-ver!

I worked, I lunched, I worked. I hummed and was happy. Jeannie was really receptive to my advances. We had discussed working late on Friday night, and she was giving me all sorts of happy signs.

Then I drove home, still humming, and frowned. Fuck. Cindy was on the rag. And I was really needing to get off. Cindy playing in my pants, Jeannie rubbing her feet against my leg at lunch…I needed. And bad.

“How was your day, dear?” Cindy was in the kitchen…cooking my favorite dish. A goopy thing with hamburger and rice and chicken soup and onions and celery and just a dab of salt in it.

I know, it sounds pretty bland, but it is dynamite, and I loved it.

“Pretty good. Got a lot of work done.” I stepped over to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I held the bottle up to her and raised my eyebrows.

“Sure. A slice of lemon in mine, if you could.”

“Your command is my wish,” I misquoted.

She laughed. “And did you have more energy today? From the tea?”

“You know, I think I might have. At least, I never seemed to go down.”

She turned to me then and kissed me. Voraciously, a dick raising kiss if ever there was one. “You never seemed to go down,” she nuanced. “How delightful. I’ll give you more of that tea.”

Her hands dipped into my drawers and found my balls.

“Oh…are you sure you’re on the…having a period?”

“I’m sorry. And it’s sort of messy.”

“How about a blow job.”

I’m sorry, honey, but this period has given me a headache. I really don’t want to…can you understand?”

“Sure I can.” Jovially. And underneath: no, I couldn’t understand. Women and their periods. That’s what’s wrong with this world.

So my frustration not withstanding (Friday night was coming!) we had a couple of drinks, ate a delicious meal, and actually had a good time.

Yes, I was horny, but a happy wife makes for a happy life. The only fly in the ointment, however, was what she told me before bed.

I was sleeping the same room with her again, and in my rightful bed, and she whispered to me, right before she went to sleep. “Please, Rod. No masturbating.”

I was silent.

She got up on an elbow. “It’s not…I’m not denying you (yes, she was), it’s just that I really want to see if this tea works. If you jack off it changes your energy level and it will give me a false reading.”

“A reading?”

She giggled. “A reading. A statistic. Just consider this a scientific experiment. Please?”

“And how long am I supposed to be denied?”

“Just two more days. It only takes three days for the tea to take effect.”

“And then I’ll have lots of extra energy,” I teased her.

“Oh, baby. You’ll have so much energy the power company will hook a line to you.”

I laughed at that.

“Well…”

“Please?”

“Okay.”

And it was okay. Two days of blue balls, and then I would get into Jeannie’s pants. Or panties. Or skirts. Or whatever she wore when we worked late.

The next two days were wonderful. Except for my big, bloated testicles, of course.

I woke to stupendous breakfasts (and choked down a little herbal tea), and hummed at work, and had sexy lunches with Jeannie (I felt her tits, heck, she pulled my hand over her big boob and held it there!) and then came home to feasts, and Cindy was all happy and contented, and…and everything was coming up roses!

Although that tea was starting to leave a taste in my mouth. Yuck. All day, yuck.

But that was okay. Friday came, I took my third morning of tea, I worked all day, and then Friday evening came.

I called Cindy and made my excuses, which she bought, cheerfully, with hook, line and sinker.

I watched everybody go home.

I turned the lights off except for the ones back in my office. I left the front door open, and waited.

Not long, and I heard the door open. And she latched it. And she sauntered back to my office.

Click, click, click. She was wearing high heels, and my cock was already drooling.

“Hi, Rod.”

Ah, God! She was a vision.

A blue dress, tight, tight enough to see pimples under it, if she had any pimples, which she didn’t.

Cleavage, deep, deep cleavage, all her bosoms just waiting to burst out and greet me.

Her calves were taut and curved, courtesy of some very high high heels.

Her toes were fresh painted red. Her eyes were smokin’, with beautiful red lips looking ready to kiss.

“Wow,” I said.

She smiled.

“Have a seat over at the conference table,” I said, standing up and walking towards the table myself.

The bulge in my pants was obvious. No way to hide that boner.

She looked at it and, praise the Gods, she said, “Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

With an intro like that I needed nothing else.

I turned into her, put my hands on her arms and said, “I’m glad to see you.”

I pulled her slowly to me, I touched my lips to hers. She put her arms around me and hugged me. It was a long, breathless kiss, and when it was done I stood back. “Wooo!” I gulped.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet, cowboy.”

She reached for my fly and zipped it down. She didn’t even fumble as she snaked her hand through my boxers and pulled out my penis.

“Oh, baby, you are glad to see me!”

It was red, almost purple in the head, and dripping with pre-cum. I hadn’t had any for a week, and I was full.

She dropped to her knees and caressed it, anticipated it, then took it in her beautiful, red mouth.

“Oh…yeah!” I groaned.

She massaged my balls and sucked on my head, licked the tender underskull, squeezed my testicles, loved my package intensely.

“Whoa…I’m going to cum too fast if you keep doing that.”

She stood up and turned around. “Zipper, baby.”

I undid her zipper and her white flesh appeared before me. Smooth, white, tender skin. Black bra straps. I kissed her shoulders, the back of her neck.

She giggled and slid out of her dress.

Oh, baby. Black thong, garters, nylons on those beautiful, classy, delicious legs.

She turned to me and I stared, stunned, at her lusciousness.

“Are you still wearing clothes?” She mocked up disappointment, and I hurried to undisappoint her.

I kicked my shoes and pants off. I ripped my shirt off. She watched me, a musing smile on her face, grinning when she saw how my dick was bobbing.

She moved forward and grabbed me by the cock.

“Fu-u-u…” I wheezed.

“But are you really glad to see me?”

“Baby, I’m gladder than glad.”

“How glad is that?”

“I’m so glad my asshole is whistling Dixie.”

“Oh, I want to hear that!”

“Later,” I spoke gruffly, horniness making an animal out of me. “Right now we have to talk about spreadsheets.”

“Spreadsheets?” She was momentarily confused.

“Yeah.” I lifted her up, she squealed and felt my muscles, and I sat her on the conference table. “I didn’t bring a sheet, but you can still spread.”

She laughed and leaned back.

I pulled her thong off and stepped up to home plate.

She watched me, her eyes aglow with desire.

I slid into her.

God, she was hot. And moist. No foreplay needed. We both wanted this.

“UHHH!” she grunted.

I’m a big man. Eight inches. And thick. When I fuck ‘em they stay fucked. I was going to make sure she stayed fucked.

I pushed with my hips and she groaned. I pulled halfway out, then slammed it back in.

“Oh…yeah!” She closed her eyes and arched her back. “Fuck me with that big dick!”

“I will!” I grunted, pulling and pushing.

She tilted her hips and I pushed my dick over the rim of her snatch. I could feel the warmth, the pulsing, the grip on my dick as I pulled back.

“Yeah!”

I corkscrewed my hips, it actually felt like I was stirring her kettle, and I drove on in.

“Get up here!” She moaned.

I crawled up on the table and poised over her.

She reached down and grabbed my nuts. She squeezed them and it was my turn to groan.

“Fuck me, you bastard. Fuck me!”

I did. I rammed and jammed, I dipped and slipped, I went balls deep and pressed hard against her pelvis.

She yelped and groaned and even bit me a little nip.

Fuck, she was good.

Then she started to stretch, to arch her back up, and I could feel her pussy starting to grip me with muscular contractions.

“Fuu…uuu…uck!”

She came. A blasting hurricane of shimmies and spasms. Holding on to me for dear life. Trying to retain consciousness through the white hot fever blasting through her mind.

I came. A big bucket of suds that doused her innards and started leaking out.

“Heysoos wept!” I collapsed on her.

I was heavy, but she was out of it…she didn’t care.

We lay there for a long minute, then she wiggled and I rolled off her.

“My fucking God!” she soughed. “That was unbelievable.”

“Believe, baby. Believe.”

And we laughed.

I arrived home an hour later. I had no lipstick marks on me, no claw scratches, and I was humming.

“Zipa de doo dah…zippity—“

“Somebody’s happy,” Cindy kissed me.

“Must be that tea. Great stuff.”

“I’ll bet.”

“Yet there was a look in her eye. Not a significant look, just a sort of… ‘aha!’

But she wasn’t suspicious. I know she wasn’t. I had kissed her ass all week, and it wasn’t unusual that I worked late, and…and things were good.

She had fixed me a dinner, a great meal, and kept it warm. I dug in and she sat down opposite me and watched me.

“How was work?”

“Oh, so so. Pretty easy, day went fast.”

She nodded. Then she stood up. “I’d like a drink. Would you?”

“Sure.”

She made us a couple of bourbon and Cokes. I finished my dinner and we sat and sipped. And all the time she watched me. A smirky sort of grin hidden under her smile.

“And how was your day?”

“Oh,” she said, waving a hand, “Same old same old.”

I smiled. She smiled. We all smiled.

“My period is easing up. A couple of days and we can…you know?”

“Excellent!” And I meant it. Heck, if I had to I could slip her the hog right now. I’m a horny guy, and I recovered fast, but waiting two days would give me time to recharge, to get good and hard for her.

“I can’t wait,” she whispered, leaning across the table and kissing me.

I fondled her breasts and she drew her breath in.

“Me, neither,” I responded.

Then we kissed some more, and she played with my balls (the edge was off, but, still, it felt pretty fucking good!) and we eventually went to bed.

In bed she cuddled up to me. I could feel her large breasts mushing against my side, and I smiled. I was a lucky man.

I had Cindy to come home to…and I had Jeannie to go to work to.

I tell ya, life couldn’t get much better.

She slipped into a series of soft snores, and I yawned and started to slip myself.

I was happy and contented and I thought again: things couldn’t get much better.

I woke up, stretched, yawned, and slid out of bed. I padded across the floor to the bathroom, humming in my mind…

Oh what a beautiful morning…

I stepped up to the toilet for a little morning relief. I lifted the lid, grabbed my..grabbed my…what…? I looked down.

I screamed.


PART TWO

I ran naked into the kitchen, holding my dick, yelling, “Look! Look!”

Cindy was sitting at the table, reading a fashion magazine. She looked up, raised her eyebrows, and said, “Puberty?”

“My penis! It’s grown!”

“Huh! That’s a penis? It looks like a baseball bat.”

“But it grew!”

I stared down at the weapon in my hands. It was at least 15 inches long. Double in size. And double in girth, too. It was as big a round as my forearm.

“Yes, I suppose it did.”

She was so blasé, didn’t she understand?

“But…but…it’s too big!”

“Hmm. Maybe.” She looked up at me. “What does your girlfriend think?”

“Huh! What?” I couldn’t be concerned with Jeannie right then. This was an emergency!

“Your girlfriend.”

“I’m talking about my cock!”

“And I’m talking about your girlfriend.”

“But…but my penis!”

“Girlfriends and penises. It’s all sort of connected. You know?”

“What…but…” It was starting to register on me then, how calm she was, too calm, and how she was…what was this shit about my girlfriend?

“Why don’t you have a seat and we’ll talk about it.”

“Talk about what?”

“Or we can not talk about it. You can just go through life with an oversized dick…won’t that look lovely strapped to your leg? You can tell everybody you contracted Elephantiasis in one leg…of course you better make sure you always strap it to the same leg. We don’t want your elephantiasis going back and forth between your legs now, do we?”

My face was twitching, my mouth was opening and closing, but some mental ability was returning to me.

“Cin…Cindy?”

“Are you recovered enough to sit down and have a chat? Or would you like to blubber on for a bit?”

I was moving my head a bit, and my shoulders were shaking, but I sat down. Her calm voice, it calmed me down. And I knew there was something that she understood that I didn’t.

“Would you like a drink?”

I shook my head. I nodded. I didn’t know what I was doing.

She smiled. “Have you looked at your balls lately?”

I lifted that big club in my hands and peered underneath it. My balls were huge.

“Good proportionality, eh?”

“Cindy,” I said, my voice whimpering and begging, “What has happened?”

“You know, those balls have a lot of sperm in them. If you get the sperm out you’ll be okay, otherwise you’re going to get horny. Very, very horny.”

“I don’t care about that. I want to know what happened.”

“Okay. I’ll tell you. You just sit there and contemplate your junk, I’ll make a couple of drinks, and we can have a nice chat.

I sat there, naked, a giant dick in my lap, and she made a couple of drinks. She placed mine before me and I picked it up and drank the whole thing. I just sort of ingested it. I think it was just one gulp, then I was putting the glass down.

Cindy smiled, went and got the bottle, placed it on the table. Then she put a six pack of Coke on the table. “Get your own ice.”

I didn’t care about ice. I poured half a glass of bourbon, filled the rest with Coke, and drank the thing. Almost one gulp. I was slowing down.

I made another drink.

Gulp, gulp gulp. Three gulps. Yep. I was definitely slowing down.

After a four gulp drink I sort of collapsed on myself. I put the glass on the table and held it, my shoulders slumped, and I felt like a donkey that had been smacked on the head with a four by four.

“All right now?”

I was dizzy, but not drunk. My dick was so big…I didn’t think I’d ever be drunk again.

She giggled. “You look so funny like that, all slumped over, ready to cry.”

I looked up at her. “Please. If you know what happened…please tell me.”

“Oh, very well. Though I have to say…I sort of like you like this, all stupid and frantic. You’re like a Jerry Seinfeld episode all in ten seconds.”

I waited.

“Well, Mother…you remember my Mother?…she suggested that I give you a special tea. It’s…I can’t really say the name in English, but…I guess you could call it Pinocchio Tea. But instead of your nose growing when you lie, your dick grows when you cheat?”

“Cheat?” Was that really me talking? That crushed, desperate voice?

“Yes. Cheat. Men shouldn’t cheat on women, and I guess you’re finding that out.”

“But,  I didn’t…that tea couldn’t make me…”

She waited for me to blubber out, then she said, “As I stated, your balls are big and they are going to fill up, and you are going to need to cum. Badly. That much sperm in a body that small? You’re going to need relief.”

“I am?”

She nodded. “You are, but don’t look at me. There’s no way I could handle a club that big. Maybe your girlfriend…?” She arched her eyebrows in question. “Does she have a big, over-sized pussy?”

“I don’t have a girlfriend.”

Cindy started laughing. “Oh, that’s rich. You claim not to have a girlfriend, but the Pinocchio Tea…you fucked her last night. I knew just looking at you, but now, with the proof between your legs…”

“Stop it,” I was almost sobbing.

“Want to go see a doctor?”

I did.

But I was afraid.

“You should be afraid,” she intuited my frame of mind and spoke with a nod. “They’ll examine you, not find a reason for your condition, and…the news will leak out. Maybe a nurse will whisper a rumor. Or some intern will make a copy of the X-ray and pass it around. Or maybe the doctor will just want to write up a good case history, put you in a book. You’ll be famous. So, if you want to go to a doctor…go for it.”

I didn’t say anything. Then I blurted: “This isn’t real.”

She went blithely on. “Anyway, as I was saying, before I went off on a tangent, you’re going to get super horny, you’re going to find no woman willing to risk a dick that big, and that would be a bad idea anyway, it might double in size again…and…” she started laughing.

“Please stop that.”

“If you’ll stop blathering and let me finish?”

Oh, God, she was having a good time with this.

“When you get super horny and can’t find a willing woman you’ll take things into your own hands. When you do…when you cum…you’ll grow another inch.”

“What?”

“The rule of thumb is that you’ll double in size if you cheat on your woman, and you’ll grow about an inch for every time you jack off. Masturbation is, after all, a form of cheating.”

“Wait…but…”

“That’s all I have to say.”

“That’s all…but…but how do I undo this…this thing?” I jiggled my super-sized dong at her.

“You don’t believe me, that’s okay. When you break down and flog the chicken you’ll believe. That extra inch will make a believer out of you. And when you believe me maybe I’ll tell you more…maybe even how to undo the Pinocchio Tea.”

She looked down at her fashion magazine, flipped the pages, wouldn't respond to me, and I finally stood up and walked away.

I sat, stunned, my mind a shattered blank.

I looked at my penis. Fuck. Men talk about being big, but this was ridiculous.

Things flew through my mind.

Sue my wife. I know, stupid, even if I could prove anything, but weird things travel through the mind when the world goes crazy.

Go see a doctor. But her warnings came back to me.

Get plastic surgery. Have half of it cut off. But…even if I did, according to her it would merely keep growing.

Cut off a leg and walk around on my dick. Yeah. Right.

I got up and went into my office. I googled things like ‘what if my penis is too big?’

First I got the old legends…a guy with a big penis is going to faint if all the blood goes to his penis.

Well, I’d find out about that when I got super horny, like Cindy said.

Then there were the implications of women being unable to take it. Fuck. No way anybody was going to take my cock. They were talking 8 or 9 inches. I was 15.

New clothes. I would have to have specially tailored clothes to accommodate my monster.

Speaking of which, my monster was not going down. It was thick, engorged, stiff, and was staying that way.

Was this another part of this Pinocchio Tea curse thing? Was I doomed to be priapic forever?

Heck, no clothes would ever work on me then. I would have to be naked and carry some sort of barrier around with me.

Experimentally, I pushed my dick down, and it didn’t go more than 35 degrees before it started to hurt, and hurt more and more. I gave up. I was a sticker outer, and that was the way it was.

I went back to the internet and read some more.

Uncomfortable stories.

Can’t fuck any woman.

Don’t know where to put it when riding a bicycle.

People always want to see it, and even grab it.

And then there was the condom issue. A condom wouldn’t even fit over half of my dong. And it would likely bust if I actually started moving.

The worst thing, however, were some of the things women said.

Too big = painful.

Can’t blow it.

Don’t want it.

Don’t want it?

Even if I could find a girl who would drop their drawers for me—sure, I’ll fuck a stranger just to make his dick go down—they wouldn’t want it. One look and they would back off, make the sign of the cross, and run away.

And, there was always the problem posed by Cindy: if I fucked somebody other than her it would double in size.

Thirty inches?

I hate to say it, but I was actually worried about that. Before today I would have laughed at such a thing. But today, with my dick doubled, I was afraid. Very afraid.

I closed up the computer. Didn’t dare even look at porn, and wandered around the house.

I went swimming for a while. Got out and lay on a lounge.

Cindy came out and started laughing at the big sprout shooting up into the air.

“Getting Moby Dick a tan?”

I stood up and, red-faced, walked into the house.

I drank.

But alcohol wasn’t getting to me. I wasn’t getting drunk. I was too shocked to get drunk. Or maybe it was all just getting absorbed by my prick.

Fuck.

But at least I wasn’t getting horny.

Yet.

I woke up the next morning with morning wood. It did slumber a bit during the night, and I managed to get a wink or two, but opening my eyes I felt the pain of needing to pee.

I stood up and was dizzy for a moment. Maybe the blood was rushing to my pecker.

I walked into the bathroom and bent over and pushed down so I could pee into the toilet.

Ahhh! Here comes all that alcohol I drank.

I pissed and I pissed and I pissed. Never ending.

Once, when I was drunk, I had managed to piss for 90 seconds. A steady stream for 30 seconds, average stream for 30 seconds, and a dribble for the last 30 seconds.

But this stream was thick and heavy, a deluge, and I must have pissed for five minutes!

Heysoos! Did my bladder expand, too?

Finally, tired from standing, tired from holding it down at an angle sufficient to hit the john, I was done.

I straightened up, and faced another day of being naked. No pants would fit that monster!

So. I walked around the house, out to the pool. Into the pool. Out of the pool.

Cindy snickering at me every time she saw me.

“How’s it going, big boy?” she quipped at one point.

“Ah, fuck!” I growled.

And I started to get horny. Real horny.

Of course. Friday night I had fucked Jeannie. One day recovery was average for me, though I could use it on the next day after sex, it was more normal to let the beast rest, recover. But this was two days, the second day, and I was recovered, and my testosterone was rebuilding. And, with the size o my balls, it was rebuilding fast!

“Oh, fuck!” I muttered, sitting in my office. I had intended to read reports, but could only think about watching porn.

Cindy was walking by. She chuckled and said, “You want me to close the door? Give you a little privacy?”

“No.”

“Ooh, somebody sounds grumpy. Did somebody get up on the wrong side of the bed?”

“Leave me alone.” I sounded a little defeated when I said that, however.

Time passed.

Visions of naked women in my head.

My cock pounding.

How much blood was rushing through my erect phallus now?

I turned to Google for that one; there isn’t anything you can’t find out on Google. Or maybe there isn’t anything people haven’t asked, and been answered.

I was able to find out that the average penis required 90 ML of blood per minute to sustain an erection.

Average penis was what…six inches? Let’s say six inches is average…then, double the size and double the girth, I was three times that. I was coursing 270 ML through my cock every minute. Using Google I discovered that 270 ML was about 9 fluid ounces. Or more than a cup.

And I had a feeling I was pushing more than that.

No wonder it felt like my heart was racing.

And I thought: How long until I have a heart attack?

I limped out to Cindy, unconsciously stroking my cock. Sort of. When you stroke a normal cock your hand will cover it. But my big dick required several hands. Which I didn’t have. How the fuck was I going to jack off?

“My, you look a little bit red in the face.”

“Honey, if I don’t get some relief I’m going to have a heart attack.”

She looked down at her magazine, shrugged her shoulders, and muttered, “eh?” Like, so what. Who cares.

But I cared!

“Honey! You’ve got to tell me how to get rid of this.”

“Not until you’ve grown an inch.”

Her meaning was plain. I had to go masturbate.

I stomped, as well as I was able with a baseball bat sprouting out of my groin.

I Googled: ‘How much does a dick weigh?’

160 grams. Five and a half ounces.

But, again with the triple measuring…480 grams, or more than a pound.

Only a pound? It felt like ten pounds!

Then, sitting at the computer, my dick pushing up against the bottom of the desk, the blood pulsing, my penis throbbing, I knew I was going to have to do it. I was going to have to masturbate.

I got up and closed the door, then sat down.

I started surfing the adult sites.

Oh, Heysoos on a surfboard with no waves, I was horny.

I stared at Richelle Ryan using her glowing lips. I watched her twerk a guy half to death with those luscious buns. Oh, yeah.

I sat in front of the screen and stroked and stroked. both hands.

Okay. Yeah. This was working…

“Honey?” Cindy opened the door. Bitch! She knew what I was doing!

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t know you had a visitor.”

She closed the door and I heard her walk away, laughing loudly.

Fuck.

I went to Brandi Love. Oh, yeah! Best body this side of bodies.

Almost there.

Then I found Ava Addams. Big tits for a big dick. Hunh! Hunh! Hunh!

I stroked and stroked, and I realized something. With more to stroke it was taking me longer to arrive.

Yet I was so horny I couldn’t stop. Maybe before I started, but now that I was into it I just couldn’t stop. I had to squirt. I had to!

I went through Lady Sonia, Miss perfect tits herself. Then I went to Wifey. Oh, fuck. Best bitch in the world. Actually enjoyed every drop of the cum she so lovingly and joyfully extracted.

Almost there! God! My arms were so tired, but I was so horny I was digging deep. I had to get over the edge!

I found Klixen.

Klixen. Oh, my God! Klixen.

Red lips and sexy hands, willing to spend a half hour of slow stroking to drive men over the edge.

And, on an obscure site, I found the motherlode. A three hour compilation..uh, cumpilation…of Klixen, and I went to work.

Dick after dick spurting humungous amounts of squirtem. Penis after penis drooling their heads off. Cock after cock erupting in joyous abandon.

Ah…ah…yeah…

“Oh, yes….yeah!” I started talking, excited at the idea of finally getting off, of relieving this massive pressure in my balls.

“OH…OH…OH…”

Then it happened. I ignited. Sperm shot up the shaft, my dick trembled, and…

“AHHHHHHH!”

I screamed in ecstasy as the white fluid shot out.

“FUUUUCK!”

I yelled loudly as spurt after spurt shot out of my dong.

“YE-E-ES!

My God, it must have been a gallon of gism. Well, it was a lot. Maybe not a gallon, but it was not just three times the normal amount of gism.

Later, I would look it up and discover that normal ejaculate topped out at about a teaspoon. Not a lot. But I was three times, and my balls were really big, and…four or five tablespoons?

Whatever, it was a lot, and it shot all over the place. Later, Google again, I discovered that sperm shoots out at ten miles per hour. Which results in 6 or 8 feet of travel.

I reached the ceiling with several spurts, and it splattered like it was a fastball that hit jello.

Then the volume and speed slowed down. It splattered onto my computer, onto the window behind the computer. Over my shoulder, onto my hair and onto the door behind me.

“Fuck,” I gasped, as it slowed down to a thick, gooey dribble.

“Are you all right?” The door banged open.

I looked at her. Curiously satisfied and profoundly embarrassed.

She took in the mess. The semen dripping down the computer screen. The streaks on the window, a couple of drops falling from the ceiling, and she started to laugh.

I didn’t say anything.

She just laughed and laughed. She covered her mouth, but couldn’t stop laughing. She grabbed her belly and leaned against the door. She laughed and she laughed and she laughed.

It was irritating, but I was too ashamed to say anything.

She backed out of the room and walked towards the kitchen, laughing and laughing.

“Har de har har,” I whispered.

I looked at my lap. For the first time since it had blown up all out of proportion my dick was slack. Flaccid. Just laying there. I lifted it up and it was like lifting a wet towel. No rigidity whatsoever. Thank God.

I sighed and leaned back, and for the first time in a couple of days I closed my eyes and went to sleep.

“Oh!” I was dreaming, and something had woken me.

My dick. It was hard again. Trying to stand up under my computer desk, but bumping into the bottom, getting all scrunched up and uncomfortable.

“Oh, God!” I muttered, and I pushed back, then stood up.

Fuck. My dick stood straight out. Harder than ever.

And I wondered: is it longer?

Cindy had said it would grow an inch if I jacked off. But I couldn’t tell. I mean, when you’re 15 inches…what’s an extra inch, right?

I grabbed a ruler and measured it. Fuck! Yes. It was almost exactly an inch bigger.

I went to the kitchen.

Cindy wasn’t there. Or anywhere in the house.

She was out shopping. Or something.

That groused me. How dare she go doing something so mundane as shopping when I was undergoing such a traumatic emergency?

But, really, and I understood this, I just wanted to be able to go do some mundane shopping myself.

I wanted to put some clothes on. Go to a drive through. I wanted to be normal!

That was the moment I realized something: maybe cheating was bad.

Heck. You fuck somebody you don’t know and you could catch diseases. And bring them home. And give them to somebody you love.

Or, like I had done, you just totally mess up your relationship. You trade somebody you love for betrayal and recrimination and guilt.

Fuck.

I was almost ready to cry, and for once in my life, it was for the right reason.

I heard the car pull into the garage.

I ran to the door to the garage and opened it. “Honey! Baby! Sweetheart!”

I ran to the car, opened the door and pulled Cindy out. I hugged her and kissed her.

“What…what?”

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t understand. I hurt you. I’m sorry.” I kept blubbering and blubbering, and she finally got it.

“You measured your dick.”

“You were right and I was wrong. And I will spend the rest of my life making up for it.”

She patted my back and said. “Okay. You can. Start with the groceries.”

Happily, in spite of my dick knocking into the car, the washing machine, a wall, anything and everything, I brought the groceries in.

I helped her unpack. Kissing her, telling her how bad I was. Telling her how good I would be from here on out.

“There, there,” she laughed, quite happy with the change in me.

And, after the groceries were done she put her fingers to her chin and wondered, “Sure wish somebody would help with the laundry.”

Bam! Like a shot I was into the bedroom and carrying out a basket of clothes. “Anything, baby. Anything. Just forgive me for being a lout.”

“Oh, maybe,” she tossed after me, teased me.

I did the laundry.

Then I mowed the back lawn. All naked and my dick slapping around. ‘(And starting to get hard again. Already. Shit!) And I vacuumed. And dusted. And mopped the floors. And cleaned the bathroom.

Every time I was done with one job she would mention another one.

Man, I didn’t know if that tea caused more energy, but I was so determined to prove myself to my wife that I was filled with energy. I did everything, kissed her in between, and cleaned that house until it was sparkling.

Dinner. I sat at the table and nibbled on a steak she had cooked, and stared at her.

Oh, I wasn’t being duplicitous, or scheming, or anything. Sure, I wanted a solution for Mr. Big Boy, but I truly realized how badly I had acted.

Finally, after dinner, after I had done the dishes, she called me into the living room.

She sat on the sofa, a beautiful woman, her legs crossed, her breasts large and magnificent. I stood in front of her, a shameful boy with a big dick. Embarrassed and horny and wondering how I was going to get out of this mess.

“Well, honey. I’ve got some good news and I’ve got some bad news.”

“Oh, okay.” Fuck! Wasn’t she going to help me?

“The good news is that I can get your dick back to normal. The bad news…well, there’s two bad newses.”

“Yeah?”

“First, for the cure to be effective you need to be horny. I know you want to be rid of your little…uh, big, present. But you’re going to have to wait three days. We’ve got to let your juices build. We’ve got to have you as horny as you’ve ever been in your life.

“Oh, no!” I was crushed. Tell the truth, I didn’t care if I was ever horny again in my life. I just wanted my dick back to normal. “So what’s the other bad news?”

She told me, and my jaw dropped. My knees grew weak, I began to shake with fear. “No…no…” I breathed.

“Yes,” she nodded. “So in three days time we’ll handle your condition.”

“And there’s no other way?”

She shook her head.

“And…I’m sorry to ask this, but it’s in my mind…”

She tilted her head in question.

“You’re not saying this just to…to let me suffer a little bit more.

She laughed. A bit rueful, but laughed. “No. No. Believe me, when Mother first told me about Pinocchio Tea and what would happen, I thought it was funny. But now that I’ve seen you suffer…no. And, to be honest, now that it’s all over, I wouldn’t mind a little fuck between my legs.”

I nodded. Relieved, but still shattered.

“Is there anything else you wanted to ask?”

“No.” I turned away, and I began to sob. She stood up and put her arm around me. “It’s going to be okay. You’ll see.”

I couldn't stop crying.

Time is funny. When you are doing something miserable, it passes like frozen molasses. When you are doing something fun…it just squirts away.

For three days I was frozen molasses. My dick was monstrous, I couldn’t wear clothes, I just wandered around the house, bumping into things, trying to take my mind off of my predicament.

At first I didn’t want to look at the computer. I didn’t want to go look at porn. I hated the idea of being horny.

“Oh, go ahead. We need you horny. So go ahead and look. Just don’t jack off.”

So I did. I spent hours surfing through boobs, milfs, prostate exams, big dicks, women of every nationality, shape, size, form, whatever. I gazed, bleary eyed, at midgets fucking fat women, step moms fucking sons, Kink unbounded, anything and everything. If it had a dick, or a pussy, I tuned it in and watched it. And groaned as my erection grew harder and harder, and as my balls filling to the bursting point.

Cindy helped. She spent hours stroking me, fondling my testicles, kissing me, pulling my nipples…she did everything she could to make sure I was as horny as possible.

And, believe me, I was getting horny. Not just a little horny, like before but a LOT horny.

I edged myself, and I started ripping pre-cum. And the pre-cum became a stream as if from a faucet, and I opened that faucet wider and wider.

Three days, and I became as horny as I had ever been. I was bleary-eyed, tired, weak. My dick stood out like a Maypole. It was so stiff you could have used it for a pry bar.

It was ready.

“You ready, honey?”

“Yes, dear.” A more fatalistic acknowledgement you never heard.

“Well, let’s get to it.”

“Okay.”

I followed her into the bedroom, my big dick swayed back and forth, bouncing, proud and ready. Damned thing.

“Up on the bed.”

I got up on the bed.

“On all fours.”

I got on all fours.

She came out of the bathroom. She had gloves on and was wiping her hands with lubricant. Lots of lubricant.

“You sure you have enough?” I was serious.

“This is the only way, honey.”

I nodded, lowered my head, and got ready.

She stepped up to the plate and touched my asshole.

I shivered and jerked.

“It’s okay. It’ll be over before you know it.”

“I don’t feel like a man.”

“Got to give a little to get a little.”

I think she was smiling. I sure wasn’t.

“Okay, here we go.”

She put a finger in me, and I jerked. My cock twitched a couple of times, then lay still.

“Two fingers, baby.”

She slid two digits into my rectum, and now I really spasmed. And my dick woke up.

“Fuck!” I whispered, and I gulped.

“There, there. Three fingers. You up for it?”

“Am I up for it?” I asked wryly.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to pun you.” She thrust three fingers into my fanny.

“Oh, God!” My dick was stiff now. Throbbing.

She worked me for a minute, reamed me, opened me up.

“Four fingers.”

She began jabbing four fingers into me. Out of me. Into me.

I jumped with every forward thrust, and sighed with every backward pull.

Funny thing…it didn’t feel that bad. I had thought I was going to be ruptured, wind up big enough for kids to throw basketballs through my ring. But…it felt sort of good.

“Gonna give me the whole fist?”

“Yep. Wait for it.”

I waited, and the feel of her savaging my ass grew profoundly pleasurable.

Then I felt it, the thumb slipping past the ring. I was filled with her fist, and my eyes were wide.

I mentally inspected my anus. It was still there.

And my dick was still a monster, rigid and poking into the bed under me.

“When does it happen?” I whispered.

“You have to cum, remember?”

Oh, yeah. It wasn’t enough that I had her whole arm up my heiny, I had to enjoy it to the point of orgasm.

Okay, I could do that.

“Fuck me, bitch,” I whimpered.

I could almost feel her grinning. Me calling her bitch was the intuitive request for the action to get going.

“Okay, bastard. Time to ride the rocket.”

She began jamming her fist into me, pulling it out, jamming it in. It was almost like she was punching me in the asshole. I began to mumble and push back.

The pleasure built. I could feel it. My cock could really feel it.

She kept punching and punching. She changed hands. She was getting tired.

“No! No!” I yelped. “Don’t stop! I’m almost there!”

“Help me out,” she cried. “Stroke yourself.”

I was kneeling on all fours, and my dick was so rigid that even a slight bend hurt.

I reared up and pushed my dick down and settled down on it. It held me up. I leaned on it and began to stroke it with both hands.

Cindy redoubled her efforts.

“Oh….yes…yeah…” I could feel the ignition. happening somewhere behind my balls,

“Hurry, hurry!” Cindy begged.

I hurried, and, suddenly, it happened.

“FUCK!” I screamed.

I had come days before, jacking off, and it had been quite the experience, but it was nothing like this. I felt sperm boiling in my balls, and it felt like I was being kicked in the balls. The sperm traveled up my shaft, and it felt like water coming out of a firehose, expect that this firehose now felt like a garden hose, and the gushing semen was like Old Faithful forcing its way through.

It hurt.

And it felt better than anything I had ever felt in my life.

“Yes!” screamed Cindy.

The force of the eruption went out the head of my dick and into the mattress. I was actually pushed back a couple of inches, then the bulk of the stream hit. Not a teaspoon now, nor even four or five tablespoons. Now it was like gallon jugs being forced out of a keyhole. Blast after blast, exploding through me. I felt like my slit was being torn apart. I felt like somebody was pulling chains of razor wire out of my dick. It was so big…so huge…too much.

I was yelling, maybe screaming, and gallons of white stuff soaked the mattress, squirted out from under me, dripping on the rug and splattered on the walls.

Cindy kept pushing and pulling. She was tired, her arms were exhausted, but…but I started to come down from the terrific sexual explosion.

I collapsed on the bed.

Cindy pulled her fist out of me.

“Wow,” she said, impressed and amazed. “I have never.”

“No, you haven’t…” I accused.

She just laughed, took off her gloves and tossed them on my ass and walked out of the room. “Clean up your own mess,” she threw back over her shoulder.

Okay. I could do that. But first, let me relax a little. I need to…snore.

When I woke up an hour later my dick was back to normal size. Interestingly, I had the skin of my big dick laying under me. It was like the skin of a big, massive python.

I guess when I shot my wad I had actually blown the skin of my dick off, and the whole of my big dick.

Man, that was something to hang on a wall.

But I was back to normal.

Whew.


epilogue

Time, as I have noted earlier in this tome, passes.

I was a changed man. I dumped Jeannie, as politely as I could, and dedicated my all to my wife.

I doted on her, waited on her, and treated her like the Queen of the May.

She, of course, enjoyed all this attention, and she even got to the point where we were having regular sex again. She had forgiven me.

Well, I think she had, but there was always this little niggle in the back of my mind. Like I could sense her holding back, leaving something out when we made mad, passionate love.

And I suppose I never would have figured it out, what this little niggle was. But one day she came home late. She had been out with girl friends, and she was late, and I didn’t think too much of it. After all I loved her.

Then I heard her car drive into the garage.

I got up and went to welcome her. I opened the door, a smile on my face, a greeting in my throat. I stopped, and stared.

She was turned around, backing out of the car, and she was moving awkwardly, like she had hurt herself, or something.

“Cindy?”

“Go away.”

“Cindy? Are you all right?” I rushed to her.

“Leave me alone,” she sounded so miserable.

I gently took her shoulder and turned her around.

She sobbed and looked up at me.

I looked down.

Her breasts were massive, swollen, big. They were literally two sizes bigger than they should have been.

Later, I would Google and find out that a D cup, which was what she was, would weigh about twenty pounds per boob; now she was at least forty pounds per boob.

She sobbed and launched herself into my arms, though my arms had trouble encircling the girth of her now super swollen chest. She said, “I forgot…I forgot I drank the tea, too.”

My mouth dropped open, my mind sort of shuttered, and then I got it. And I started to laugh. And laugh and laugh and laugh.

END
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Feminized for Grandma!
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PART ONE

“We are going to have so much fun!”

Jed steered his car down the country lane and withheld a moan. “Do we have to?”

Lana, his wife, gave him a look. “Don’t be a party pooper. You’re going to like Grandma, and it’ll be fun taking care of her house. She’s always wanted to travel, and this is probably the last chance she’ll have. And she really needs somebody to take care of her house.

“Feed the cat. For a month we’ll be trapped with a fur ball, waiting on him.”

“But the house is grand! Three stories, a mansion, and the woods will give us nice hikes, and…and you’re going to have fun.

Jed frowned. He would not. Then he grinned and leered at his wife.

“But I guess I’m going to get all the sex I want.”

Lana sighed heavily. “You and your dick. I swear, you’re the most over sexed man I have ever seen in my life.”

“Big dick…big hunger. Heh heh!”

“Big dick, little brain is more like it.”

“Hey!” he mocked having his feelings hurt. “Just because I have a healthy appetite!”

“You say healthy appetite. I say pervert. I sweat, you’d put your dick in a meat grinder if you thought it would give a thrill.”

“Hmmm. A meat grinder. Does your grandmother have one?”

“What sicko. Oh…here’s the cut off!”

Jed turned left they and they headed down a country lane. It really was quite beautiful. Shady trees lined the road, Cows ignored them as they munched on the tall grass.             

“And this is all your grandmother’s land.”

“It is.”

“She has all these cows?”

“No. She rents the land out.”

Jed looked at the endless fields. “Man, you know how much this land is worth?”

“Probably a lot, but she has no interest in selling. This land has been in the family for hundreds of years. I’ll be inheriting it one day, and I want to keep it for our children.”

“But you could build a thousand condos here!”

Lana stared at him like he was something stuck to her shoe after a walk in the fields.

“Okay, I’m kidding. But I still don’t want to house sit for a month.”

“There’s the driveway.”

Jed sighed and turned down the long, gravel road. He had known Lana was strong on family when they married, and now he was face to face with it. Oh, well, things could be worse.

And he was going to get as much sex as he wanted for doing this. Lana had promised. So he zoomed down the long drive and smiled.

“Hello, baby girl.” Her grandmother gave Lana a big hug, then she turned to Jed. “So this is the handsome hunk you’ve been telling me about.”

Jed would have held out a hand, but grandma stepped up to him and gave him a hug. She stepped back and smiled at him. “I fixed you some cookies. They’re in the kitchen. If you tote your bags in I’ll bet they’ll still be there.”

Jed grinned. “I never met a cookie I didn’t like.” Then he bent to the task of unloading the car. Shortly he was in the kitchen pilfering as many cookies as his hands could hold.

Holding his swag, he sauntered out to the porch where Lana and grandmother were going over last minute instructions.

“The number for the vet is over the phone, as well as the firehouse and the police station. And…”

Jed listened as he nibbled on the cookies. When grandma was done he said, “You make the best cookies in the world.”

Grandma hugged him. she was a hugger, for sure. “You say the nicest things.”

Lana beamed. Jed could be a twit when he felt like it, and she was glad he was on his best behavior.

Fifteen minutes later the taxi showed up and Jed helped the cabby load her suitcases.

“Man, what’s she doing? Going around the world?”

“Actually, yes.”

The cabby grinned. “Well, I’m only going to the airport.”

“She’ll have to walk the rest of the way then.”

They chuckled, and Grandma came down the steps. For a grandmother she was spry. She hugged Jed once again, then climbed into the cab.

Jed and Lana waved as the cab raised dust down the road.

Arm in arm, they walked back up the stairs.

“Actually, this is a pretty impressive place.”

“I love it,” said Lana. “Long summers here. You want the tour?”

“Sure.”

She walked him around the first floor and talked about the furniture, the paintings on the wall, even the improvements in the kitchen.

“We used to have a pump right in the sink, but Grandma went modern about ten years ago.” She turned on the faucet and a healthy flow of water splashed into the stainless sink.

“This is called ‘bentwood.’” She pushed the little swinging seat. “My grandfather built it.”

“By himself?”

“Own two hands.”

“These fellows are really Indians.” She pointed at an old photograph. Four young bucks were sitting on horses and staring at the photographer. “I met one of them when he was old.”

After the first floor she took him to the second. It was a long hall lined with bedrooms. Most of the rooms had sheets covering the furniture. Beds and dressers and lamps all looked like ghosts.

“She was one of ten children. They needed all these rooms.”

They came to the last bedroom and there were no sheets. “This is a the master bedroom, and grandma cleaned it up for us.”

Jed looked out the window. This had the best view in the house. He could see the fields, the woods, the sky that went on forever. “Wow.”

He turned to her. “We need to make sure the bed works.”

“Oh, no. We’ve got—“

He snagged her arm as she tried to back away and pulled her to him. He wrapped his arms around her and planted a MOAK on on her. MOAB stands for ‘Mother Of All Bombs.’ MOAK stood for ‘Mother Of All Kisses.’ A MOAK often led to a MOAF.

She held on and happily endured as his mouth assaulted hers. He pushed her back towards the bed, then lifted her up and tossed her on the big old poster monstrosity.

“Whew,” she said, her heart pounding.

“Yeah, baby. No clothes for a month!” He started taking off his shirt, giving her the eye as he did so.

“Well, if I must…” she undid the buttons on her dress

“You must.” He kicked off his shoes and slid out of his pants.

“But you’re forcing me to do something against my will.”

She wiggled out of her dress. Her large breasts jiggled.

He had his undies off now, and he grabbed her panties and pulled.

“Eeek!” then she whispered, “Rape.”

He laughed and jumped onto the bed. She spread her thighs and he knee walked up to her vagina.

“Baby, I think I like you.” He placed a knee outside of one leg.

“Just like?”

He descended on her. One hand went to her pussy and grabbed her mons. One hand went to her breast and mouthed the material over a nipple.

She giggled and tried to get her bra off.

Then he lifted her, just held her pussy and lifted her.

She arched, and her bra came loose. Her breasts flopped out and he had access to nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” she whined as he sucked mightily. “Not too rough.”

He sucked harder.

She pushed him away. “Don’t make me beat you up.”

He grinned. “Beat me, baby.” Then his knees were both between her legs again and the head of his cock was tickling her labia, pushing through the folds, and entering her.

“Oh…yes!” she gasped, feeling the walls of her vagina expand to accommodate his girth.

Jed wasn’t small. He was slender for a man, and almost dainty with small hands and feet, but his cock was world class and he pushed deep and held her, pinned her, and kissed her.

Lana held on and chewed on his mouth.

Jed began to move. Long, slow, downright languorous strokes.

“Oh, no. Don’t. Stop teasing me.”

He kept up the lazy in and out. “But Ma’am,” he drawled, “Ah don’t want to hurt you.”

“Hurt me you son of a bitch! Slow fuck is torture. Give it to me fast and hard!”

“But then we’re done too soon!”

He was moving slower, if that was possible.

She grabbed his skin and punched.

“OW! Okay!”

He began to ram and jam, and Lana  held on for dear life.

He was slender, but he was wiry, and he had a wiry man’s enduring strength. For long minutes he pummeled her with his cock. His balls slapped against her ass, and she moaned.

“Yeah, baby,” she wasn’t able to hold on now, and she bounced on the feathery mattress. She sank down, and he pulled out, and pushed in.

She felt the wave start to rise up. She felt her body lose control, then she was arching and groaning, her hips spasming.

“Oh, yeah!” he grunted. Midway through her cum he began to squirt. Long streams of white baby batter.

Then they were done. He rolled off her and they stared at the ceiling.

“Whew!

“Okay, let’s finish the tour.”

As they were naked, they stayed naked. Heck, they were out in the boonies. Nobody around. Why get dressed?

There really wasn’t that much to see, at least on the inside of the house.

They went to the stairs and climbed to the third floor.

The third floor hallway was only half as long as the second floor, and it ended with a short climb to a garret.

“We played games in the garret,” Lana explained as they climbed the short flight to that room.

Jed stood in the eight sided room and stared over the countryside. This was the real deal. This was a million miles of viewpoint.

“So what kind of games?”

“Parcheesi, Monopoly. Normal kid games.”

“Hunh.”

They returned to the third floor hallway and Jed said, “Where does that go?”

It was a small door, a ‘half a door,’ set under the slight curve of the steps leading to the garret.

Lana tilted her head. “You know? I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“No. It’s got a lock on it, always had a lock on it. Mom and Dad went in there sometimes, but…I have no idea.”

Jed grinned. “Aha! A mystery. A locked room in an ancient mansion. Maybe it’s Frankenstein’s monster!”

She just laughed.

“So where’s the key?”

“I don’t know. We’ve got a drawer full of keys in the kitchen, but…” she shrugged.

Jed found the drawer of keys and groaned, It was chockfull of keys. Every shape and every size, for the last century.

He returned to the little door with a screw driver.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to screw my way in,” he laughed. “Or maybe that’s unscrew my way in.”

He began unscrewing the screws as Lana watched.

“I don’t know. It’s probably locked for a reason.”

“I can put it back together, but look at it. There’s dust so thick…this hasn’t been opened since…since I don’t know when.”

“Well, yeah, but—“

At that moment the hasp came loose. It dangled, Jed grinned triumphantly, and he opened the door.

It was dark. He bent over and walked in. He felt around the door, and found a light switch. He flicked it, and blinked.

“Oh, my God!”

“What is it?”

“Come on in.”

Lana entered the room and blinked.

They were in a room maybe eight by eight and eight feet tall.

In the center of the room was a massage table, but with straps. And a hole for a cock.

“Oh, my. Granny, what have you been doing,” Jed remarked softly.

 Lana eyed the table. She lifted one of the straps. “What is this?”

“That, my dear, is a method of strapping somebody to the table.”

“But what for?”

Jed grinned and gingerly crawled up on the table. It was sturdy and he lay down. His cock poked through the hole in the table. “Massages.”

Lana giggled. She reached under the table and grabbed his cock.

“Oh, that feels good,” grunted Jed. “I’m sorry I just came.”

“Do you think they…oh my Gosh!”

“What?”

“There is a…wait. Let me show you.”

She crawled under the table and and played with his cock. He laughed, then something was wrapped around his package.

“Hey!” He was tied down by his manhood. “I can’t get loose.”

Lana crawled out and knelt in front of the table. Her eyes were alight with laughter. “My, my. Looks like I won’t have to screw for the rest of the month.”

Jed laughed, and his cock grew hard. “Oh, fuck! That’s giving me an erection.”

She looked under the table and saw his cock sprouting through the leather strap she had tied around it. “Jed! You just came!”

“And it’s making me hard!”

“This is cool. She looked at him again. “So what ya going to do about it, big boy?”

He struggled, and they laughed some more, then she let him loose.

“Do you think Grandma used this table?”

“The table looks like it was hand made. That’s definitely last century stuff. So…yes.”

“Wow. I can’t believe it. My grandmother!”

“And your grandfather, and for all we know, your mother and father, your brothers and sisters, everybody has been using this little room.”

“No wonder she had such a big family!”

“I don’t know/ If Grandpa was tied down how did they actually fuck?”

“Maybe she just used it to get him over excited, then took advantage of him?”

“Maybe.”

Jed was looking around the room, and his eyes settled on the cabinet set against the far wall. “What’s in there?”

“I guess we’re going to find out.”

Lana stepped to the cabinet and swing the doors open. “Oh, my God!”

The cabinet had a collection of hand carved dildos in it. Along with some leather for straps, some small whips.

“Good Lord!” whispered Jed. “Your family is sex maniacs!”

Lana’s mouth was open.

Jed picked up one of the dildos. It was carved of what looked like hard oak, probably from a stump. It was like iron and would probably last a thousand years.

He handed it to Lana, who felt it and whispered, “I think I’m getting a hard on now.”

Jed leaned down and pulled open a drawer on the bottom. “Holy…holy…what the…my God!”

He held up a metal tube in the shape of a cock. It had a metal ring attached to it. It was shaped and polished.

“They made their own chastity tubes!”

Lana took it from him. She opened the ring that circled the package, she looked at him. “We’ve got to try it on.”

“What’s this ‘we,’ white woman?”

“Oh, come on. This is amazing. If you don’t try it on you’ll be sorry for the rest of your life.”

“It’s got a lock on it. How do we know it will open?”

“There’s a key in the drawer.”

Sure enough, there was a little key laying in the drawer.

Lana  bent down and put the tube over his cock.

“Hey, I don’t know…”

“Come on. You’re always the kinky one. Work with me on this.”

She closed the ring behind his package, and the thing was secure. She hefted it. “God, this is the sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life.”

Jed’s cock was already trying to get hard.

“Open it. This thing is making me nervous.”

“Okay,” but when she went to pull the gadget apart they heard a ‘CLICK.’

“What’d you do?”

“Oh, no! I just touched it, and I must have pressed it.”

Jed grabbed the mechanism and tried to open it.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Honey! I’m sorry!”

“Well…get the key!”

Lana grabbed the key, put it in the little lock and twisted, but the key wouldn’t turn.

She looked up at him.

He looked at her with horror. “No!”

“I‘m sorry!”

“I need to cut it off.”

“You can’t cut it! You might hurt yourself!”

“I’ll go to town and see a locksmith!”

“You can’t!”

And she was right. The embarrassment would have been too great.

Jed staggered back and his butt hit the table. He held his caged cock and moved it around. He tried to pull his cock out, but it was solidly in there. His balls were trapped by the ring. There was no way he was going to get out. And to make matters worse, his cock was really trying to get hard.

“What are we going to do.”

Lana stepped up to him, grabbed his arms and looked at him. “First, don’t get all panicky. You’re not hurt. You’re just inconvenienced.”

“Yeah, but…that’s my cock!”

“And it’s perfectly safe. In fact, it’s safer than it was before. Now you can’t hurt it by pulling on it all the time.”

“But I can’t put it in you!”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said wryly. They looked at the dildos in the cabinet.

They stood, him breathing hard, and her trying to stifle a snicker.

“I don’t think it’s so funny,” he finally said.

“Oh, honey. This is more than funny.” She started laughing. And laughing. She turned and braced herself against the table and laughed even harder. And every time she tried to stop laughing, to look at him and be serious, she started laughing even harder.

“Honey, this isn’t funny.”

But she obviously thought it was.

Finally, still snickering and chortling, she grabbed his caged cock and said, “Let’s go have some lunch and figure this out.”

She pulled him out of the room, and led him down to the kitchen.

They sat in the kitchen at the big table and she made tuna sandwiches. She poured him a bourbon and Coke to settle him down, and they ate.

“I’ve got to get out of this thing.”

“And you will. But until you do, you might as well enjoy it.”

“Enjoy having my cock caged? That’s for sicko perverts.”

“Like you.”

“Stop that.”

But Lana just laughed. “You’ve got the sicko pervert chastity thing on, so that makes you the official sicko pervert.”

“You have to take this a little more seriously.”

Biting her lip, she calmed down and said, “Just check that room for other keys. If there’s not one there you’ll have to go through the drawer. There’s got to be a key somewhere.”

“Hunh!” he grunted unhappily.

“Let me make you another drink, and let’s just look at this calmly.”

She placed another drink in front of him, and he took a big gulp. His eyes looked haunted.

They spent the afternoon searching. First they turned the little room upside down. He even pulled the cabinet away from the wall, checked under the drawers, under the table, looked simply everywhere. No key.

Down to the kitchen, and he pulled out the key drawer. They sat down at the dining room table and began going through the keys.

They eliminated most of the keys with a simple look at the sizes. The chastity tube took a small key, and 90% of the keys in the drawer were for door locks, dead bolts, big padlocks. The remaining keys didn’t fit anyway, and the few that did fit wouldn’t turn.

Finally, working on his fourth drink and feeling a little loopy, Jed pushed back from the table and gazed at this cock sadly.

“Don’t worry, Jed. It’ll show up some place. We just have to go through this place.”

“But what if we don’t find it?”

“Then we’ll have to call Grandma.

Jed was silent. Call grandma. Admit breaking into a locked room. And…

“Hey, she knows the room is there, she knows about the table and the dildos and everything. It might be embarrassing, but she’s probably used all that stuff. Probably had grandpa under lock and key. Probably beat his ass with a whip.”

“Somehow that’s not reassuring me.”

“You’ll live.”

He stared at her. Yes, he would live. But what kind of a life would it be if he couldn’t even touch his prick?

“To tell you the truth…”

“Yes?”

“You’ve actually got a bigger problem.”

“I do?”

She nodded.

“What?”

“How are you going to keep me satisfied.”

“Oh, come on. I’ve always had higher sex drive than you. You don’t need it as much as I do.”

“Be that as it may, this whole situation is making me hornier than I’ve ever been. So how are you going to get me off?”

“Uh…well…”

“How?”

Agitated by the fact of his locked cock, and now by the idea that he couldn’t satisfy his wife, he muttered. “You’ll just have to get yourself off.”

“Oh, no. None of that. You’re the husband, you’re responsible for satisfying me.”

“But what am I supposed to do? I can’t fuck you. What?”

She sat back and half closed her eyes. “You’ve got a mouth.”

“Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of oral sex.”

“Maybe it’s time you changed.” She was acting very intent.

“If I have to do without then you do, to.”

“Nope. If you make me go without then I’m going to find that key and flush it down the toilet.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked. “You can’t do that.”

“I can call grandma, find the key, and destroy it. And I will if you don’t do your husbandly duties.”

“No!”

“Besides, when you think about it, it’s only fair.”

“What do you mean?”

“You come four or five times a week. I only cum maybe once a week.”

“I’ve got a higher drive than you!”

“We’ve been married for two years, call it a hundred weeks. That’s 500 comes to 100. You owe me 400 orgasms.”

“What?” His voice was even higher.

“It’s that or stay locked up.”

“You can’t do this!”

“I know.”

But she was doing it.

“Take me upstairs and get me off right now.”

“No.”

“I can afford to wait.”

“But…you can’t…that’s…”

She stood up and said, “Getting late. Think I’ll head for bed. You coming?”

He was, but he wasn’t happy about it. The way she was talking, him being all locked up, he wanted to be released from his chastity in the worst possible way.

They went upstairs and into the big bedroom. Lana pranced along, happy and carefree and glancing back over her shoulder. Her grin could have lit up a baseball stadium.

He stumbled along, dazed, dull, and wondering what he was going to do.

They were both still naked, had been all afternoon, and she jumped up on the bed and spread her legs. “Okay, Jed. Do your duty.”

He stared at her beautiful pussy. His cock surged and struggled against the metal confines. “You can’t make me do this.”

“I shouldn’t have to! You should want to make me happy.”

He stood there.

“Okay, mister, if that’s how you want to play it.” She sat up and folded her arms, which emphasized her big breasts.

“For every day you don’t make me cum you have to spend an hour on the table.”

He knew which table she was referring to.

“And if you refuse for the whole month then you can forget about my pussy even when you get your cock free.”

He stared at her. “But, honey, you’ve never been like this before.”

“I’ve never had a man under my thumb. Truly under my thumb. But now I do. And it’s exciting, and I like it. Not only that, it’s making me horny. Now I know why you want it all the time. And now I want it all the time so you’d better start delivering the goods.”

He still said nothing, though his mouth opened and shut a bit. He wanted to protest, but this was getting worse and worse.

She rolled over on the bed, pulled the covers up, and ignored him.

Jed sighed and crawled into bed. He was on his side, facing her, but he got was her back.

“Honey. Can’t we talk about this. You’re always saying we should communicate more…”

She sighed, then suddenly flipped over. She reached down and grabbed his package. “Of course we can.” Her face was close to his now, and she leaned forward and kissed him.

“Unh!” he groaned. She was turning his cock and squeezing his balls.

She kissed him harder. She scooted up against him. Then she broke the kiss. “Go ahead, start talking.”

He groaned, she was still twisting his balls and now she started slapping the top of the cage. It was making it very difficult for him to think.

“Well, uh…I think we should just use a dildo. I can help you there.”

“That’s a wonderful idea. I think I’d like a little oral sex first.”

He made a choking sound. Then: “But you’re always complaining when I get real insistent about sex, this is the same thing.”

“It is. But as I recall, you always won those arguments. I ended up giving you sex, putting my own considerations and lack of pleasure aside to please you. So this is just turnabout. Isn’t that fair?”

“Well, no. The situation has changed, and—“

“Oh, it’s reversed so you want to change it. Don’t you think that’s a little male chauvinist whatever?”

He kept arguing, and his tone was changing into a whine. Suddenly he realized something. He was arguing not to do something, when all he had to do was not do something. Why was he even talking? It was obvious that he wasn’t going to win, so…?

He sighed, and said, “I’m sorry we’ve…we’re gotten to where we are at. Let’s sleep on it and talk more in the morning.”

“Okay. But if I go to sleep without an orgasm you will owe me an hour on the table.”

Jed hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.”

She let go and he turned over. He had made up his mind, and he wasn’t going to be begging not to do something he didn’t want to do. He would just have to last out the month. Heck, he could go for a month without sex. Right?

Next to him he listened as Lana breathed slower and slower, then slipped into sleep.

He listened to her, and he waited, and he waited, but his breathing didn’t get easier. It actually got harder, and his cock was pushing against the metal contraption he was stuck in.

He awoke, and was tired. And his cock was banging around down there without getting anywhere. His balls ached, and he had morning wood that was downright painful.

Next to him Lana slept the sleep of the innocent.

Moaning with the pain, he slipped out of bed and headed down the hall for the bathroom.

Stood in front of the john, placed his hands on the wall and let loose. And squeaked and grabbed the base of his cock. Pee was spraying everywhere!

He spun around and sat, and had to hold his hands over his groin. Even sitting he had to protect himself from the spray. Damn! He was going to have to sit, line up the slit in the head of his cock with the little opening on the end of the chastity tube, and…then dribble.

His head was down and he felt so miserable.

“Heh heh heh!”

He raised his head, and Lana was standing in the doorway laughing at him. He immediately felt embarrassed, and defensive.

“What are you doing?”

“How does it feel to sit like a little girl to pee?”

He didn’t answer.

She sat on the edge of the tub and faced him. “Don’t feel so bad. “I’ve been sitting like a girl for years. It’s not so bad.”

“But I’m a man?”

Her lip started trembling, “Are you?”

He glared at her.

“Show me your penis.”

He sat very still. His penis was locked up. There was no way he could show it to her.

She stood up and went to the door. “Until you can show me a cock you are a little girl.”

“Lana!” He was wounded.

“And girls without pricks should make love with their mouths.”

“But…”

“After they’ve been punished for being obstinate, like a little boy.”

His mouth open, she turned down the hall, then down the stairs. She was going to the other bathroom.

She fixed breakfast, humming and ignoring him.

He ate.

She was naked, and kept flaunting her charms. She even played with her pussy and sucked on a nipple, teasing him mercilessly.

He moaned and tried to stay away from her. But how do you stay away from your own wife?

They went for a walk. He was clothed, and she was naked. She frolicked through the fields, picked wild flowers and chattered away. And he couldn’t keep his eyes off her lithe but buxom body.

He felt his cock trying to get loose, pressing against the metal, filling the tube…and never able to get really hard.

Lunchtime. She fixed soup and hot dogs. While they ate she held up a hot dog and looked at his caged cock…and laughed. Then she dipped the end of the hot dog into the mayonnaise and said, “I sure wish I had some of this in me.”

He looked away, a tear in the corner of his eyes.

I could put this big dong between my buns. Since it’s a hot dog I could do it ‘doggy style.’

He stood up and walked out. As he left the room she said, “I can’t wait to paddle your backside. And she laughed.

He explored the property. Checked out the barn, realized they must have used material from the tack room to make the straps for the table.

He looked down the well in the front yard. It was still functioning. He could see water shining way down at the bottom.

Fluid, waiting to be used, at the bottom of a shaft.

“Dinner, babe.”

He walked in. She was still naked. She served him at the big table, leaning over his shoulder and brushing his back with her breasts. She ‘accidentally on purpose, flicked a bit of mashed potatoes onto his groin.

He jumped up.

“Want some gravy to go with that?”

He turned and would have left the room, but she said, “Jed?”

He was in the arches, his shoulders slumped, and he said, “What?”

“Why are you really resisting?”

It was the best thing she could have said.

Why was he resisting? Why was he refusing sex? Sure, he didn’t like oral sex, but he liked it when she performed it, so…bite the bullet and do it.

Why was he resisting?

He turned around and looked at her with haunted eyes. “Okay.”


PART TWO

She led him up the stairs, glancing back and giggling. They entered the room under the stairs and he had him get on the table. He sighed and tried to act bored.

She tied his cock to the underside of the table, put her mouth over the chastity device and sucked for a while. Then she went to the cabinet and selected a whip. It was a short thing, a dozen strips of leather about a foot long. She flicked it through the air and he listened to the sizzle of prospective pain.

“I don’t like this.”

“Moo hah hah!” She flicked the whip over his buns. He jerked, and it wasn’t too bad. His cock thought it was wonderful. It bulged in the tube and the tube was pulled forward a bit. His balls were pulled tight.

She hit him again, and again. She took her time and just let that whip fall. Not hard, but consistently. His buns warmed up and it was a weird sort of pain that wasn’t pain. His ass didn’t like it, but his cock craved it.

“Fuck!”  he whimpered.

She began to work up his back. He could take that, it just sort of made his back arch up, turtle up. But then she went down from the buns, flicking the whip across the backs of his thighs.

“Oh, fuck!” He muttered. “Fuck…fuck!”

Lana laughed and stopped for a moment and kissed him. Oddly, the kiss was the most exciting kiss he had ever had. His cock was screaming for trying to get erect, he felt the light pain, and her lips were surcease and heaven all at the same time.

She whipped him some more, and he cried out, but without crying. He was on a fine edge of pain and pleasure.

Then she stopped. They had only been going fifteen minutes, but she was feeling horny.

She untied his dick, helped him off the table and led him through the house to their room. She lay on the bed and sighed and spread her legs.

He whimpered a little bit, but he dove in. In spite of, or perhaps because of, he was incredibly horny, and he lifted her buns and brought her pussy up. He devoured her mons with his mouth, then started isolating the parts of her pussy with his tongue.

Lana moaned and closed her eyes and gave herself up to the gentle munching of his mouth.

She pulled on her nipples and arched her back.

He used his tongue to separate folds of labia and began sucking on her clitoris.

She humped his face and gasped, “Finger me.”

He moved up so he was sideways to her body. He mouthed a nipple, pulled on it by sucking, and his right hand worked her vagina. Two fingers rimmed her, then three penetrated her.

She gasped and  held his head to her breast.

He now had four fingers in her and was ramming and jamming, the only thing that stopped him from going all the way in was his thumb sticking outwards.

She opened her lust filled eyes and said, “Fist me.”

They had done this a couple of times before, and it was intense, almost too intense.

Jed pulled in his thumb, slowly began corkscrewing his hand in her. It only took a half a minute, then his knuckles slipped past her rim.

Her eyes opened and she began muttered nonsense. Her eyes were focused far, far away.

Jed gently fisted her, moving his hand in and out, her vagina gripped his wrist like a huge suction pod.

She began to cum. It started with small twitches, then the movements grew bigger. Then she was holding to his wrist, actually moving it into and out of herself. She was pushing his fist in further than he would have, and her eyes started rolling back in her skull.

“Oh…oh…gah…fu…fu…”

For a long minute she fucked his arm, then she collapsed. Lay back like a rag doll.

He started to pull his arm out but she held it. “Not yet, it’s still happening.”

He waited another minute, then she nodded. He pulled out his hand and gazed lovingly at her.

“That really hurt my cock,” he whispered.

“Good,” she whispered back. “The pain felt good, didn’t it.”

“It was exciting. It hurt, and it was like I was giving myself up to it.”

She opened her eyes and smiled. “Sleep. Then more.” She closed her eyes.

They ransacked the house looking for the key. It simply was not there. Jed even searched the barn. After three days, and two more oral orgasms for Lana, Jed gave up.

“Call Grandma,” he sighed.

Lana nodded. “I guess we’ll have to.”

Grandma was in France, touring a museum, when they got through to her. Actually, when Lana got through to her. They were doing a Facetime, and Jed sat out of view, in a robe, and waited. His face was red and they hadn’t even started talking.

“How’s it going, baby girl?”

“Oh, Grandma, it’s wonderful. It’s like being fifteen again and learning about the whole, wide world!”

They talked for a few minutes then. Grandma asked about her cat, and Lana asked about the sights in France, then they got down to business.

“I know you didn’t just call to ask about the Louvre. What can I do for you.”

“Well, Grandma, we discovered that little room under the stairs.”

Grandma nodded. “You always were the curious one.”

“And, uh, Jed sort of got himself in a pickle.”

“Uh oh,” Grandma’s eyes twinkled. “Did he put something on that he wasn’t supposed to?”

“Yes.”

“And there’s no key.”

“That’s…how did you know?”

“I always keep it in my purse. I’ve got it with me right now.” She actually rummaged through her handbag and held up a little key. “So where is Jed?”

“He’s a little embarrassed and didn’t want to talk.”

“Oh, Lordy. Turn the phone on him.”

Jed groaned and hid his face in a hand.

Lana grinned and shrugged and aimed the cell at him.

Grandma was grinning. “Hey, Jed. Open that robe. I want to see.”

“Oh, please…”

“If you want me to mail the key to you you’ll open that robe right now.”

Jed opened the robe and Grandma giggled. “After all this time and it works so perfectly.”

“I’m sorry, Grandma. We shouldn’t have gone in that room. And I shouldn’t have put this thing on.”

“Oh, nonsense. You’re young. You should be doing all those things…and more.”

Her voice grew a little more intense, and she said, “Now, here’s what we’ll do. I used to make Henry do these things. I want you to go to the bedroom next to the garret stairway and get dressed. Then select a dildo and let Lana have her way with you.”

“What!” Jed’s whole face went slack with shock. “You want me to…to…”

“Of course you need to take a video of this and send it to me. And Lana, I don’t know what you’ll do for make up. I haven’t used that room for decades, and I’m sure the make up we used isn’t any good.”

Lana’s face was just as open as Jed’s.

“I really like the blue dress, but whatever you want is fine with me. Jed, you’ve got a nice body, but don’t worry if the seams pop a little. I used to have to sew those dresses up all the time. Not because my Henry was fat, but because we used to bend him every which way but loose.”

Jed was sputtering helplessly.

“Oh, and Lana, you could probably just go buy one of those new fangled strap on things. My old wooden pricks work just fine, but I wouldn’t be surprised if the new things are better.

Lana managed to clarify Grandma’s words. “You want me to dress Jed up like a girl and fuck him.”

“Isn’t that what we’ve been talking about? Now feel free to use that table. Seeing a man’s ass get whipped used to turn me on so hot I thought steam would come out of my pussy.”

Jed was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“You do all that and I might send you the key. I don’t know if I can overnight it, but I’ll spend an extra dollar for fast delivery. You’re probably wanting to get out of that chastity tube by now. Right, Jed?”

“I…uh…yeah…I do…”

Grandma laughed. They could hear people in French in the background. “You sound downright gobsmacked, young man.” She looked away, then back to the camera. “The tour’s starting now, so you young ’uns  get busy and have your fun. Nothing like being young. Bye bye.”

The connection ended and Jed and Lana stared at each other. Jed’s face was a mask of horror.

Lana’s was a grin aborning.

“She’s kidding.” His voice was a gasp.

Lana shook her head. “She wasn’t kidding.”

“But she can’t be serious!”

“Why not?”

“But…you…she…”

“We’ve played with your asshole before, as I recall. Seems like you liked it.”

“But that was your finger! And an ice cube!”

“I believe we referred to that as an ‘ass’cube.”

“But she wants you to put one of those…those…dicks up my ass!”

“You’ve always wanted to try anal on me.”

“But this is different.”

“I believe we’ve had this conversation before. If the shoe is on the other foot you want to change the rules.”

“But…that’s a dick!”

“And you’re an asshole,” she chuckled.

He frowned. “I’ve got an asshole. Not I am an asshole.”

“Eh, splitting hairs. When do you want to do this?”

“I don’t want to!”

“Then you’ll be forced to live a life of sexual frustration. And, I’ll tell you something else.”

“What?”

“If Grandma doesn’t get her way she can be a bit spiteful.”

“What does that mean?”

“She’s liable to drop the key into the Indian Ocean.”

“NO!”

Lana shrugged. “Just sayin’.”

Jed walked into the kitchen. He got down the bottle of bourbon. He took a sip straight from the bottle.

“You’re going to need to drink the whole thing.” Lana chuckled.

He glared at her sourly, then poured himself a half glass, added cubes, and poured in Pepsi. “Fuck,” he snarled.

Lana went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of wine. She half filled a goblet and sat down and watched him.

Jed was muttering to himself.

“Jed,” she said, after a while. “What’s the big deal?”

“It’s going to hurt.”

“Nope. We use plenty of lube. I’ll use a dildo that’s no bigger than one of your big, old turds. Pardon my indelicacy.”

His mouth twisted in displeasure. “It’ll be going the wrong way.”

“When you fuck my pussy you go both in and out. What’s the difference?”

“You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely. I’ve always wondered about things like this. And, let’s face it, you’ve probably wondered more.”

“But I never did anything about it!”

“So maybe it’s time you relaxed and let it happen. Gays do it, they like it. Lots of people do it…lots of people like it. Why shouldn’t you learn how to enjoy different ways of doing sex?”

He finished his drink—that was fast—and poured another one. She had a feeling he was going to try and drink himself into it.

“Look, Jed. You got yourself into this mess—“

“You’re the one who insisted I try this stupid thing on!”

“But you did it, so take responsibility. Either give up sex, maybe for a lot longer than a month, or give in and have a little fun.”

He placed the glass on the counter.

She thought, Fuck! He’s really going to get drunk!

But Jed didn’t pour another glass. He just poured straight Pepsi over rocks and came and sat down next to her. His robe was apart and she could see his cock, all red and worming inside his chastity.

“There’s got to be another way.”

She reached over and grabbed his chastity cage. She held it, and shook it gently to emphasize her words. “Look, honey. I’ll be gentle. We’ll make this a game and we’ll have fun.”

He stared at her, biting his lip. “But we have to film it.”

“Grandma is getting older. She probably hasn’t had any sex—“

“Except a wooden dildo,” Jed burst out.

“—in ages. This will probably make her day. Give her a thrill. Don’t you want to make an old lady happy.”

He blinked. The whole concept of doing a mercy anal fuck as a favor to an old lady was…overwhelming.

“Now, come on. Make yourself another drink—sip this one and make it last—and let’s go upstairs and at least look at the stuff in her room.”

It took a while, but Jed finally gave in. To going upstairs, that is. She grabbed his cage once again, kept a straight face, and led him up the stairs.

The room next to the stairway to the garret was large. It was as large as the master bedroom, and it had two walk in closets. There was no bed, but there was a make up station. The station had little round lightbulbs all around the mirror. There were two large dressers across the wall across from the closets with a big mirror between them.

“All you have to do is let me do the work. You can sit and sip and enjoy all the crazy sensations. I’ll even run down and get you another drink when you’re done with that one.”

Jed stood in the middle of the room and looked around.

Lana watched him for a moment, as if he might break and run for it, then she sighed and started looking drawers and in the closets.

She extracted panties, a corset with cups, and nylons from one of the dressers.

“I don’t know.”

“Of course you do. It’s going to be fun.” She looked at the panties, then tossed them aside. She wanted his bottom naked. “Lose the robe.”

He tossed the robe into a corner.

He had a good body for cross dressing. Slender, but not too heavy on the angles.

Lana put the corset around him and fastened the buttons. Then she went to the back and started pulling ties.

Jed grunted with each pull. “This thing is old.”

“Old and probably hand made.”

Slowly she went down his back, and when she was done she was pleasantly surprised. The corset made his hips flare a bit. He was already starting to look a little more feminine.

She went reached into the second dresser and brought out a couple of breast forms. She slid them into the top of the corset.

Jed looked down at his sudden boobs. “Fuck,” he whispered. He hefted them with his hands, and it was a curious moment. Lana could tell that he wasn’t put off, that he was fascinated.

“Told you it’d be fun.”

“It’s not that, he said in a low voice.” But he didn’t say what it was, so she ignored him.

“Sit on the vanity chair.”

He did, and she rolled nylons up his legs.

“Good thing you shave your legs for swimming.” She looked up at him. “Time for some truth. You didn’t shave your legs for swimming. You shaved them…just because.”

He bit his lip and gave a slight nod. “I was curious.”

“And what do shaved legs feel like?”

“They feel…good. Sexy.”

She grinned. “That’s the horn dog I know and love.” She fastened the tops of the nylons to the garter straps on the corset. He now had long, sleek legs. Very sexy.

She went into the closet and came out with several pairs of high heels. Jed gasped.

She knelt in front of him and put heels on his feet. “Which ones are the most comfortable?”

He chose a pair of black heels that buckled up the front. They looked like a wicked witch’s shoes, but they were sexy.

“Can you stand up?”

He did, and wavered, and nodded.

“Excellent. Sit down and let me find the blue dress.”

He waited, and she shortly exited a closet holding a long, satin dress.

“That’s an old dress,” he said as she held it up to him.

“It is. Very fashionable back in the 1920s.”

She undid the back buttons and helped him step into it. She buttoned him up, and the material stretched around a couple of the buttons, but it was a pretty good fit. The front went all the way up and covered his boobs, but actually emphasized them. The sleeves went down to his wrists, and Lana helped him slip on white gloves. He had no flesh showing, to speak of, but that made it even more sexy. What you can’t see excites the imagination.

She took him to a big mirror hanging on the wall between the dressers and he stared at himself. Neither of them said anything, but it was obvious that from the neck down he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” she said. “Time for the heavy lifting.”

He looked at her.

“Make up.”

“Oh,” and he gulped.

“Can you stay like this for a half hour?”

“What for?”

“I want to go get new make up. This stuff,” she indicated a tray of bottles on one of the dressers, “is old.”

“I guess so.”

“Tell you what. I’ll get you a drink, bring it up to the garret, and then I’ll go to town. You can sit on top of the world and anticipate what this is going to be like.”

He found himself nodding.

Five minutes later he sat in a chair in the garret and watched as their car sped down the lane on its way to town.

Jed was drunk. And feeling horny. And…he hated to admit it…he liked it.

He liked the sexiness of the old material, the underwear, the way his body was compressed.

Even the feeling of his cock trying to get free was sexy. Especially sexy.

He lifted his dress and felt his cage. He felt his weenie struggling. He felt the smooth skin of his stretched out balls.

Fuck. Why did this have to feel so good?

He sat and sipped, and he finished the drink just as he saw the car returning from town.

He walked down the stairs, being very careful. His ankles wobbled and he struggled for balance, but he made it down to the first floor just as Lana burst through the front door.

“Look at you!” she called out cheerfully. “Here. Take this upstairs.”

He took two shopping bags and held them in one hand and used his other hand to balance himself as he walked up the stairs.

Lana was up two minutes later, bringing the drinks.

“First time we need a bit of lubrication. We want to be relaxed and do it right.”

He nodded and sipped and was grateful He was about as relaxed as he could get without being drunk, and he sat down in the vanity chair and waited.

Lana opened one of the bags and took out a make up kit with a few extras. She checked everything, laid it out on the table, and opened the first bottle.

“This is cleanser. WE’re going to clean your very pores. No more blackheads, even pimples will clean up a bit.”

“But I’m clean. I took a shower this morning.”

When he saw the little sponges after she wiped his face he was aghast. “I’m a filthy pig,” he said.

“Now we’re talking,” she grinned.

“This is primer.” She applied the creamy stuff, rubbing it into his crevices, and it felt sexy to just sit there and have his face massaged. Even the light smells were a turn on.

He looked down at his whimpering cock.

“I think Mr. Happy likes it.” smiled Lana.

She applied foundation and blush and his face took on color. A man’s face has different colors, bland colors, but with the foundation creating a canvas she began to brighten him, to make him glow.

She used her fingers to brush color over his eyes. A slight bluish tinge with dusky grey and a streak of gleaming white. She lined his eyes and lengthened his lashes. Finally, she rolled on the lipstick.

“It’s got plumper in it. Your lips will look larger.”

“It stings a little.”

“Got things like cayenne pepper in it. The sting will stop, but your lips will remain full and gorgeous, and get even fuller as we apply the plumper every day.”

He looked up at her. “Every day?”

“You didn’t think we were going to stop with one time, did you? We’ve got a whole month, and there’s lots of things we can do.”

He didn’t say anything, but he was thinking a mile a minute.

“Come on,” she helped him up and he followed her into the closet. On the top shelf were a row of wigs. She took them down, one after another, and put them on his head.

“This one,” she finally said. “You’ve got dark skin, and auburn is really going to suit you. It will look natural.”

She took him out to the vanity again and fit a skull cap to his head. then she glued the front strip of the cap and placed the wig on him.

He stared at the mirror and was stunned by the transformation. His face was round, the angles shaded away. His lips were large and red. His eyes were glittering jewels under dusky rainbows.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered.

Lana smiled, and began shooting video. She walked around him, had him pirouette, went up and down, from high heels to wig.

He was a babe.

Lana stood next to him and snapped pics.

Finally, she turned to him, touched his lips lightly with her own, and said, “Let’s go, slick.”

She couldn’t grab his cock to lead him, but she did link arms and guide him to the room under the garret.

It was difficult getting low enough with the heels on, but he made it through the door.

For a long moment he stood and just looked. Lana had a selfie stick and she propped it on top of the cabinet. Grandma was going to get a box seat for his de-flowering.

“Okay, honey, let’s start off with a little spanking.”

Lana helped him up on the table. She pulled his dress up in the front so his cock could hang through the hole, then she got under the table and tied it.

“You should do my wrists and ankles.”

Lana nodded. She knew Grandma would like that. She put the leather strips around his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his ankles.

She stood next to the table and faced the cell phone. “Hi, Grandma. We’re going to use three dildos today. Small to large. It’s Jed’s first time and we want him to really enjoy himself. But, first, we have to do a little warm up.”

She walked around the table and pulled his dress up. His ass was exposed below the coset. The garter straps framed his buns perfect, and his legs extended so sexy.

She held up the little whip and said, “We gave him some light strokes yesterday, but today I’m going to give him ten strokes. Only ten, but I guarantee he’s going to be crying when I’m done.

Jed listened, and he was suddenly nervous.

Wisss…SMACK!

Jed lurched. It hurt! His buns were now on fire.

Wisss…SMACK!

“Oh, shit!” he mumbled.

Wisss…SMACK!

Again and again.

Jed tried not to cry. He tried to control himself, to ignore the fire down below, but when Lana finished his tears were falling to the floor.

Lana came to the front of the table and gripped his wig. She lifted his head so the camera could record his face. His mascara was now smudged and it was obvious he was crying.

Lana grinned at the camera and gave a thumbs up. She walked to the side of the table and picked up the smallest dildo. It wasn’t much more than an index finger wide and long. She placed an open container of lube between his legs and dipped the dildo into it. Then she spread it out over the dildo, and, finally, she placed the tip of the dildo at Jed’s ass.

Jed looked up, his eyes wide, filled with fright. The camera caught him perfectly.

She pushed the dildo into him. She wasn’t rough, just matter of fact.

Jed’s eyes opened in surprise. Then he started blinking, and then…he relaxed.

“Hey…”

She started slipping it in and out of his rectum. Little strokes, with a swirl here and there.

“….that feels good.”

“Lay down and shut up, Jed.”

Jed did, and shortly he was giving little moans.

Lana pulled the dildo out of him.

“Hey!”

She put the next one into him. His eyes didn’t go as wide, but he blinked a lot.

“How you doing, Jed?”

He put his head down and breathed in little gasps. “Good.”

“You know, if you relax enough you might be able to have an orgasm. I can definitely drain you, but an orgasm might be better. Wouldn’t you like to have an anal orgasm? Jed?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Then relax. Let your body respond as it will. Enjoy.”

Jed began grinding his ass back at the middle-sized dildo. Pleasure was shooting through his whole midsection. His ass was on fire with good feelings.

Lana took the medium dido out and put lube on the biggest one. It wasn’t huge, just normal dick-sized. But that was big for Jed’s relatively virgin anal passage.

“Okay, honey. This is the one that’s going to do it.” She inserted the dildo. His canal opened up by the earlier dildos, and relaxed from all the pleasure he was enjoying, the dildo slid in easily.

Still, he grunted. He was full now, and he felt like he was going to explode with heat.

She gently rammed him. She corkscrewed inside him, and he felt something growing, getting closer.

“That’s it, honey. You’re getting closer now.” Her voice was like butter, sliding over everything, making everything sweet and warm.

And he was getting closer. For a second he tried to make it happen, but he quickly realized that wasn’t the way a female orgasm worked. You had to relax and let the lightening happen. A male could shoot the lightening. A female had to accept the lightening.

He felt the first little spurts of lightening in his butt. His eyes and mouth opened and his head arched. Again, the cell phone captured it all. The surprise, the delight, the sheer joy.

Shockwaves rippled out from his prostate and his ass began to jump and quiver.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and the orgasm took him. It lifted him up, dashed him down, again and again.

Lana kept screwing the dildo into him, but very gently. She wanted to help the orgasm, not chase it away.

For a long minute Jed made sounds and his body spasmed, then it was over. He gave up, and just lay there.

Lana went to the cell phone and brought it down. She focused it under the table and a long string of cum hung from the tip of his chastity tube. The floor had a large puddle of the goo directly under his cock.

She took the video, the stills, and finally stood up and put the phone down. She undid the straps and helped Jed from the table. She walked him to their bedroom and helped him into bed. He was dazed, but happy. He smiled at her, then went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Lana sat in the garret and Grandma’s face showed on the screen.

“That was beautiful,” Grandma said. I couldn’t have done it better myself.”

“I learned from the best, Grandma.”

“That you did,” Grandma chuckled.

“I did everything you said, and it worked just like you said.”

“Family secrets, Baby Girl. Family secrets, honed over the generations. Do you want me to mail you the key?”

Lana was aghast by the question. “Of course not!”

“Excellent. Then I’ll expect daily videos from you.”

“And you’ll get them. I’ll talk to you tomorrow Grandma. I love you.”

“And I love you.”

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Feminized By My Wife!

Femdom and feminization save a marriage!


PART ONE

“I can’t believe you.” I gripped the wheel tightly. My voice was strained.

Tammi sat in the passenger seat and wouldn't look at me. She just gazed out the window as the town passed by.

“That you would do that…to me.”

Silence.

“How could you?”

She cleared her throat, I thought she might be about to say something, but she didn’t.

“Don’t you have any explanation?”

“I like it.”

“But…that way? With…with…” words failed me.

We drove in silence for a minute, then she said in a soft voice. “I guess we know what I want now.”

“What?”

She said nothing.

I finally pulled the car over, stopped it, just sat their holding the wheel and breathing hard.

I finally looked at her.

“Look at me, damn it.”

She turned her head and faced me.

Tammi is a beautiful woman. A sizzling body with abundant breasts, perfect ass, and a face that should have been in the movies.

“Look,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you had to find out that way. I’m sorry you’re so upset. But you know what I’m sorry most of all about?”

I waited.

“I’m sorry that I can’t stop loving you.”

We had been at a party. Everybody was drinking. I was talking with some friends, telling jokes, and then I noticed that Tammi wasn’t anywhere. So I went looking.

I wasn’t jealous, I wasn’t looking for her because I was a highly suspicious jerk; I just looked for her because she’s my wife and I loved her.

And I found her. Ron Brown, a jerk if ever there was one, was the only one who would tell me the truth.

“They’re in the closet.”

The closet? I frowned. Every once in a while a couple would go into a closet. Basically, they would cheat. A man and a woman who were married to other partners, but, call it too drunk, call it deeply unsettled marriage, they would go into a closet and fuck.

Everybody would figure it out. Somebody would see them enter the closet, or come out. Or maybe the woman would have cum on her face, or in her hair. Whatever, they were invariably busted. Everybody would laugh, except for their marriage partners.

And now it was happening to me.

I tried the hall closet. Nope.

I tried a bedroom closet. John and Shiela, not the same last names, were fucking up a storm. She was bent over and he was working it like a dog.

After a few more closets I was ready to give up. I went outside to the pool area, frowned, and suddenly saw Sandy Tomlinson on the other side of the pool, at the tool shed. She was watching me and pounding on the door of the shed.

Of course, a look out. Sandy was besties with Tammi, and I knew, with sinking heart, that Tammi was in the closet with somebody.

But who?

My chest thudding, my heart breaking, I shoved Sandy aside and pulled open the door to the shed.

There she was. My wife. And it was worse than if she had been cheating. It was worse because she was half naked, pulling up her clothes, and the person in there with her and pulling up her clothes was…Jane Sewell.

Jane.

Tammi.

I blinked, my mind stuttered to a stop.

If it had been a guy I could have pulled him out and beat the crap out of him.

But…it was a woman.

My wife was cheating on me with a woman.

I had backed up, my legs staggering under the shock. I had simply turned and walked out to the car.

I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was truly stopped.

A woman.

When I reached the car Tammi had caught up to me. She hadn’t said anything, just got in the car and was silent. Wouldn’t look at me.

And now I stared at her. Cars whizzed past. My mind was shattered, as was my heart, and I truly didn’t have a clue as to what to do.

“How have I failed?” I begged her to answer.

“You haven’t.”

“But you…prefer a woman…over me?”

“No. Not over you. I just always have loved women, and…every once in a while I grow weak. Tonight, it’s been a long time, I was high, and…” she shrugged.

I started the car up again and moved back into traffic.

We drove silently now, and I gave myself a forceful mental command to stop squeezing the steering wheel. Slowly, my white knuckles faded.

We arrived home, went into the house, and remained silent.

I poured myself a drink. Whatever jolly high I had had at the party was long gone. I needed a drink.

I sat down at the table and sipped bourbon. Straight.

Tammi went to the bedroom, but came back to the kitchen within a minute.

“We have to talk,” she said.

“About what?” I said bitterly.

“About you and me. I don’t want to lose you.”

“So you can have your cake and eat it, too?

“You can be mean and bitter if you want. But you could also choose to just have an adult conversation.”

I glared at her. “Well, wife of mine, it’s hard to be adult and grown up and everything when your heart has just been broken in two and thrown out with the trash.”

She sighed, then got up and poured herself a drink, then sat back down.

“Okay. So we both know it’s my fault. Not for just not telling you, but for actively cheating. For not telling you what I wanted and needed before we even got married.

“Why did’t you?”

“Because…because I wanted you, I love you, and I was afraid that if you knew that about me you wouldn’t…we wouldn’t…and I thought I could control myself.”

“So, are you a lesbian?”

“Tell the truth, I never thought about it, but…I guess I’m a bi. Bisexual. I mean, I always preferred men, but then, every once in a while, something would come over me and I wanted…a woman.”

“How many times have you…”

She hesitated, then decided the only way out was to tell the truth. “Maybe a dozen times since we’ve been married.”

I blinked. I had asked the question, but I wasn’t prepared for the answer.

“Who are they?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“And if you know who they are it will change the way you act towards them. You’ll become snide, or something, slip in an insult. And then they’ll know. And it will snowball…”

I sipped some more bourbon. It was strong stuff and my throat was feeling raw. I would have to mix some Pepsi into the next drink.

But she was right.

I wanted to know who they were, all the women my wife had cheated on me with, but…she was right. I would be talking with one of them, couldn’t control myself, make a remark, and…did I really want to do that? Did I want to get into the whole idea of my wife’s cheating? All the emotional backwash?

No.

Yet it would hurt me.

But…it would be better not to know.

If it had been a man…men…then I would want to go beat them up.

But…I couldn’t afford to have those kinds of feelings towards women.

“What if I got help? Professional help?”

I thought about it. I wasn’t much of a believer in psychs. When you look at the statistics psychiatrists have one of the highest rates of suicide. That was not a glowing recommendation of their psychoanalytical prowess.

Bitter, hurt, I finally said, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“But…”

“Tammi,” I gimlet-eyed her. “I need to let it all sit, to settle. I don’t have anything inside me but hurt right now. And I need to just let my mind rest; I need a little space to figure stuff out.”

“But we’ll talk later.”

“Yes,” I said.

She waited a second, and she was nervous, then she said, “Then let me have just one last word and I’ll leave you alone.”

I nodded.

“I love you with all my heart. I love every ounce of you. If I was to lose you it would crush me. I know this is all my fault, but you absolutely have to let me figure out how to make it better again. So, please, even if you don’t want to…we need to talk again. Will you promise me that?”

I hesitated, then nodded. Right at that moment I didn’t ever want to talk to her again. But hurts fade with time, and I knew that talking would, one way or another, help resolve this situation.

“Will you talk to me tomorrow evening? After dinner?”

I held still for a moment, then nodded.

“Would you like me to sleep on the couch tonight?”

“No.” Pause. “I’d like to sleep on the couch.”

“You…but…” then she nodded. I knew she was giving me as much space as she could to figure this out, but how do you figure out a broken heart?

I awoke, and wished I hadn’t. I just wanted to sleep through the pain and wake up and have it all over.

Still, when my eyes opened I could smell the delicious aroma of breakfast.

I turned over, feeling every lump on the couch and sighed.

Tammi myst have been sitting on the steps right behind the couch. “I made breakfast for whenever you’re ready.”

Nothing else. I didn’t respond, but we could feel each other living.

I laid there for a few moments and thought about the situation. My wife had cheated on me, that’s betrayal. But how did I feel about the fact that she cheated on me with a woman?

That was an interesting point.

With a woman she hadn’t been penetrated. So I didn’t have to worry about her bringing home a disease.

With a woman there was kissing, mouth to pussy, which I was fine with myself.

With a woman there might be some finger banging, probably was finger banging.

So it wasn’t the sex, it was—and this was a stupid but incredible thought—it was that she hadn’t told me.

But that wasn’t totally true.

But, she had lain with another person. She had found succor with another.

Not me.

In a logical world it was ‘so what?’

In my world it was a screaming betrayal.

Hunh!

I sat up, stood up, and folded my blankets. I put them in the hall closet on the way into the kitchen.

Tammi was sitting at the table, trying to wait for me without being obvious, which was impossible.

“Good morning.”

For a second I didn’t want to say anything, but I managed, “Morning.” I couldn’t include the ‘good.’

My plate was on the table, covered by a pan cover. I lifted the cover to reveal eggs, sausage and waffles. Butter and syrup were at my elbow, and I stared at the plate.

I wanted to throw the plate.

I didn’t want to be childish. I didn't want to give in to rage.

I wanted to scream at her.

I ate.

Slow, nibbling bites.

She was silent, with her own nibbled plate in front of her.

I finally said, “I’m better, but I still need some time.”

She nodded. “Okay.”

And so the day went. I did a lot of yard work, breathed fresh air and tried to lose my bad thoughts. Impossible. But the pain became a dull ache, and logic began to assert itself.

I watched TV in the afternoon. A football game between two college teams I didn’t know and didn’t care about…and didn’t know the score after the game.

A little time working on the computer, but that was a lost cause.

I knew I had to sit down and talk. I couldn’t live like a cripple. And that’s what it’s like when you are fighting the bad fight with someone you love. You feel like half a person, and that half is squashed.

We sat down and ate. A silent affair with me staring at my plate. And after dinner we began to talk.

“How come?” I asked.

“I’ve always had a thing for women. They appeal to me.”

“But you don’t want to marry one.”

“No.”

“What if I was a woman when you met me? Would you have still married me?”

I didn’t know the depth of my statement, I was just throwing out ‘what ifs,’ trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, but she actually gasped.

“I…right now, knowing you, I would say yes. Yes a thousand times.”

I was confused, didn’t know what to say, but I segued into “What if you met a person who was like me and she was a woman right now.”

That confused her and she said, “But I love you?”

Well, why did you…” and on and on. But the good thing was, even though I still felt like a bag of squashed shit, we were talking. Communications had started up.

No I didn’t understand.

At one point, to make a point, Tammi reached out and put a hand on mine.

I froze.

She froze on seeing me freeze.

I opened my mouth to say something, but didn’t.

“Do you want me not to touch you?”

Oh,  God. I wanted her to touch me. I needed her to touch me, but I couldn’t figure out how to respond. Yes, I want you to not touch me…no, don’t touch me. I finally settled on. “It’s okay.”

Slowly, slowly, the bits and pieces of my pain lessened, even started to disappear.

So we went through a week. I slept on the couch two more nights, then moved back into the bedroom. I watched her get undressed and felt the familiar feel in my loins. I wanted that body. I wanted to feel her warm and breathing and part of me.

She made it plain that she wanted the same.

Come the following Friday night, a night when we would normally be out partying, we stayed home. And we drank a little. And it came time for bed.

We lay in our bed, having our thoughts, and I felt her hand creep under the covers and touch me.

Her hand was on the side of my belly. It was warm, and it was afraid.

“Can I keep going?” she finally asked.

I nodded, and made a loud gulping sound.

Her hand went over my belly and she moved a little closer. Her hand, like an invading, creeping, infiltrating soldier wormed it’s way down to my groin.

I hadn’t had any for a week, and it was electric. My penis stood up and throbbed and took my breath away.

Yet she didn’t do much more than hold it for the longest time. In a way I wanted her to move, in another way I was deathly afraid.

Here hand snuggled over my penis, slithered down to my balls. I couldn’t breath.

Her hand felt my balls, assessed them, hefted them, handled them.

I took a breath, like a gasp.

Her hand slithered up my shaft and began stroking it gently. It went up and down, trailing over the skin, feeling the head.

It was electric, and…I moaned and turned to her.

We lay face to face, her stroking my shaft, bringing me closer and closer.

I raised my hands to her breasts, brushed her nipples and she gasped. I bent my head and took one nipple in my mouth, I held that boob and sucked, mightily, and found that I was crying. Then I wasn’t sucking anything, I was just holding her, or rather she was holding my head to her breasts and I sobbed helplessly.

Tears. Good. Big breakthrough.

But we didn’t make love. I just lay there, my penis poking her thigh, and finally I just went to sleep. I wanted to be one with her flesh. I wanted her to be part of my dreams. I wanted her love.

I awoke, and was entangled with my wife’s body. We had slept so close we might have had one heart.

I moved back a little, and she was already awake.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning.”

Yet she was wise enough not to push it.

And I had included the ‘good,’ and meant it.

We arose and went downstairs. Naked. We didn’t decide or talk about it, we just did it.

Naked, making breakfast.

Naked, eating breakfast.

Naked, our eyes occasionally passing over each other, and we could feel the spark waiting to ignite.

We went yard sale-ing that morning. Drove around and picked through other people’s stuff, looking for a deal, laughing at junk, and occasionally marveling at a find.

We wandered between tables stacked with kid’s clothes and gimcracks. We fingered through books and I examined tools. At the third house we held hands.

That night we had dinner, and we didn’t talk so much, we just put on an old movie and sat on the couch and watched it. Key Largo, then that classic of classics…Casa Blanca. It was Humphrey Bogart night, and Tammi fixed up a plate of popcorn and added a cube of butter and we ate and said lines.

Then we moved to the next century and watch World War Z.

Now, here is the weird thing. Normally, watching a movie, Tammi would make a remark if a hunky dude came on the screen. ‘Man, how hung is that guy?’ Then she would tease me. ‘Would you mind if I fucked Brad?’ or something like that. And I would laugh and say I wanted a Scarlett Johanssen movie next.

But we watched the movie, and she didn't say anything like that, and I wanted her to.

And we watched and watched, and I wanted that normalcy, I wanted that teasing aspect. I wanted to be able to talk with my wife in that joking manner.

I finally whispered, “It’s okay if you want to fuck Brad Pitt.”

She drew in her breath, I could feel her heart pounding. “What if I wanted to suck him off?”

“As long as you swallow.”

Her head was now turned against me. My arm was around her. We were in our own conversation and the zombies on the screen didn’t matter much.

“What if Brad Pitt was a woman.”

Bingo. There it was. The bridge to and from reality. And to and from our problems.

“I…I…” gulping, trying to breath, I said, “Okay.”

We were frozen then, en tableau, not able to make a sound.

Suddenly she took my hand and pulled me from the couch. We left the TV yapping away and she led me upstairs. Up the stairs, down the hall, and into the bedroom.

Our bedroom. Our room of consummation. Where we became one. The beast with two backs, safe from the world, safe in our own world.

She undressed me slowly, taking her time with buttons, and I leaned forward and kissed the delicate side of her throat.

She took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and I held her breasts, marveled at their weight, their shape, and how hot they made me.

She undid my zipper and my buckle, and my penis poked out.

She kissed me then, holding my head down and my penis up, our lips fused as if one. Our breaths one, our hearts beating against each other.

I kicked off my pants, then shimmied out of my underwear.

She began undressing. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her.

I watched her take off her blouse and bra, and my breath caught as I looked at her breasts. Beautiful mountains. Baby feeders. Husband lovers.

She shimmied out of her skirt and I marveled at her soft flesh, so round and tantalizing.

She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. She leaned over me, her breasts brushing my chest, and kissed me.

Her mouth was a thing alive, voracious, sucking as if to suck the life out of me, yet more giving than taking.

We held on and I rolled over, wound up on top, and I lifted her body and moved her around on the bed.

She stared at me.

And I could see the thought of the moment. This is a person apart from me, who I have committed to. Like we were aliens, but bound by eternal law.

I reached down to her junction and trailed my fingers up and down her slit, make her groan, making her eyes open, revealing her hunger.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now.”

I moved into her, my head first, pushing flesh aside, slithering through the tunnel of her love, our pubes finally meeting, my balls touching her ass.

She groaned,, arched her back and held my head. I contorted slightly as I humped her. My hips drove back and forth, in and out, Pushing her hips wider, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. A python dedicated to strangling all hate.

I drove in and in, and she arched and made the most delightful grunting sounds.

Our sex squelched, and we giggled.

Then she was cumming. Cumming big time. No sex like make up sex. Her whole body was spasming, clinging, holding, and her hips moved forward and tried to squeeze more and more out of me.

But…I wasn’t giving.

I wanted to. I was desperate to. But…I couldn’t cum.

I could climb the hill, but I couldn’t jump off the cliff.

My penis wanted to, it writhed and wiggled and pulsed and throbbed, but it wouldn't squirt.

I kept trying, but finally slowed down. And then, shock of shocks, my pecker started to go limp.

“Hey,” she said. She moved her hips yet again, but I slipped out of her.

I rolled to one side and she went up on an elbow and faced me. “We can try again.”

“Not right now.”

“But later.”

“Yes. Later.”

Then I lay there and wondered what had happened. We were in love. I thought I had forgiven her, but…but I couldn’t make that last grunt, drop the seed, deposit my love in her.

The point of it all eluded me.

And we slept.

The next week was torture.

I was horny, that was sure, and we tried again, and again, but although she was having the grandest orgasms of her life…I was having nothing.

I had an official case of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. A pecker that wouldn’t peck.

My testicles were full. They were over full, feeling her get off time and again made me want to get off, and in the worst way.

But my penis was not only incapable, it began to stay soft. It wouldn't even erect. Instead of standing up and shouting ‘Hey! Look at me!’ it was laying down and sniffling.

Now that the ice was broken Tammi started doing everything she could to get me off. She gobbled, she stroked, she spent hours trying to get the little fellow to once again grow tall.

Nothing.

And the days passed.

There is a peculiar misery in being unable to perform.

There is a part of you that is desperate and wanting, ready to jump off a cliff.

And there is a part that wallows in hopeless despair, making up excuses and justifications.

‘Oh, it doesn’t matter.’ ‘It’ll come back when I’m ready.’

Months passed, and our life became a passage on a steam ship, caught between shores.

I used my mouth and hands to get Tammi off, but for myself…there was no joy in Mudville.

So what do you do when your favorite pastime is denied you?

You think. You have thoughts, and you keep them to yourself.

You dwindle inward.

All of which was hell to Tammi. She was vivacious and outgoing, and now I was no longer keeping up. I was falling behind, and what was worse was that she felt it to be her fault.

Was it? Maybe, but who cares? Logically, even emotionally, I held no grudge, but my body was speaking, and there was no way not to hear it.

The breakthrough, when it came, happened on a Friday night. We went out to a nightclub. Not to club, but to eat. We hadn’t been doing much partying, didn’t feel like it, but we ate and talked. Lots of talk these days, something to make up for the lack of fuck.

We were just finishing desert and ready to head for home. When Tammi suddenly brightened up and half stood and waved a hand.

Then a stricken expression crossed her face.

“What?” I turned and looked, and Jane Sewell was crossing the floor towards us.

I turned back to Tammi, and my emotions were going every which way but loose.

“It’s Jane.”

“I forgot,” she said.

I hadn’t forgotten. Jane Sewell was the one I had caught Tammi in the closet with.

I sat there, frozen, the people swirling around, chatting, being with each other, and I suddenly felt like an Eskimo in town hall. What the fuck was I doing there. What the fuck was I going to do! This was the person my wife had cheated on me with.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Jane arrived at our table, greeted Tammi with an air kiss, and suddenly realized where she was. She looked at me face, and she remembered that night when I had opened the closet door and caught them.

Her face drained of color. “Oh, crap,” she said.

I said nothing.

Tammi said, “I just realized how awkward this is.”

“I’ll go.”

“No.”

I looked at Tammi.

“We were friends, probably still are under the surface. Let’s talk about it.”

“But, I don’t…” Jane was staring at me like I was about to come after her with a knife.

I sighed. “Sit down, Jane.”

Tammi pulled her hand, shoved a chair under her, and she sat and stared at me.

We sat, awkward, her embarrassed, for a long minute.

She started to get up. “I can see that I shouldn’t be here.”

“Jane.”

She paused.

“Sit down.”

She stayed, but was actually trembling.

I heaved a big breath and said, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to you. Tammi and I have gone through a rough patch, and it would help if we could just…talk.”

She didn’t say anything. She licked her lips and I knew she was mentally focused on the exit.

“Heck, Jane. It might be embarrassing, I might even call you names, but it’s just talk.”

Tammi patted Jane’s wrist, and she slowly relaxed down in her chair.

Silence for a moment. Then I asked: “Would you like some desert?”

She shook her head.

“A drink?”

She nodded.

I waved for the waitress and we ordered three drinks. I had a bourbon and Coke, natch, and the girls ordered two fruity sounding concoctions.

We sat. The drinks arrived, and we each sipped.

And I asked, “How come Tammi?”

For a moment I thought she was going to bolt, but then she calmed herself and said, “Look at her.” She looked at Tammi.

I looked, and I saw the most beautiful woman in the world.

I nodded, then, back to Jane. “But she was mine.”

We were drunk. We showed no good judgement.”

“So if she was a man, would you have…done what you did?”

“Probably. She’s so beautiful…who could resist her?”

“Even if her was a him?”

“Especially if her was a him.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“No.”

“You’re like…like a bi person?”

“I guess you’d say that. It’s all love, you know.”

It’s all love. Hunh.

I was quiet for a moment, and Jane and Tammi traded a couple of awkward sentences.

I blurted, “I cant’ get it up anymore.”

Silence.

“At first I just couldn’t cum, certainly not have an orgasm, but now it just lays there. Limp.”

“I don’t know what to say…I guess it’s my fault, but I didn’t…” she trailed off. Then she said, “I don’t know what to say because women don’t have that problem.” And, here came the bomb. “Maybe you should try being a woman.”

I will always wonder why she said that. It was weird, not appropriate, out of the blue. But the words just floated into the air and stared at me. But it wasn’t the words. It was what they did to me.


PART TWO

We drove home. Silent, and thinking about Jane Sewell.

I didn’t hate her. I didn’t feel much of anything for her.

But what she had said, ‘Women don’t have that problem.’ And, ‘Maybe you should try being a woman.’

Try being a woman.

We arrived at home. I pulled into the driveway and just sat there. Tammi started to get out of the car, but stopped when I obviously wasn’t moving.

“What?”

“When she said that,” I didn’t have to explain what she said, “I got an erection.”

Tammi turned to me. She reached across and held my hand. “What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. I just know that when she said I should be a woman I got an erection. The first one in months.”

I looked at her and, the first time in months, I grinned. “I wanted to sweep the dishes off the table, throw you on it, and rape the fuck out of you.”

She grunted, a twist of a smile appearing on her face.

“They would have called the cops.”

“Or charged admission,” I chuckled.

“So,” furrows appeared between her eyebrows, “Does that mean…what does that mean?”

“It means I got turned on.”

“By the thought of being a woman?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay…okay…” she thought, then, “You have no cock, just big tits. You wear a dress.”

I stared down at my crotch.

She stared.

My crotch…bubbled. My penis was stuck in the folds of my pants, but it was getting harder, wriggling against the material, trying to stand up.

“Oh, my gosh,” whispered Tammi.

“It’s alive,” then I realized what I had said. I had repeated what Dr. Victor Frankenstein had said when his monster came to life. ‘It’s alive!’

She reached down into my lap and grabbed the monster. “I could put a dress on you.”

SPROING!

“I could put make up on you.”

PULSE. PULSE. PULSE. Blood rushed through my monster.

We had actually touched upon this subject several times, but only in passing, and never having any intention. But now…courtesy of Jane…

“Are you a bi?” Tammi giggled.

I had asked her that, and it had been so serious, but now we were starting to laugh. The thing that had been missing these so many months, laughter.

“It’s coming to get you, Barbara…” I spouted a line from that classic monster movie, ‘Night of the Living Dead.’

“Oh, no! Should I put a stake through its heart? Where’s the holy water!”

We got out of the car and rushed upstairs. Into the bedroom, ripping off our clothes. It only took a minute to get to our bed and…my boner was gone.

We looked at my sad lap sadly.

“What happened?”

“It’s gone.”

“What should we do?”

Tammi breathed out, “We need to feminize you. We need to actually make you into a woman.

We stood there in the bedroom, staring at each other.

It was so bizarre. It was weird. It was…what we needed to do.

“I can’t,” I said.

“If you ever want sluggo to live…then you’re going to need to.”

“But…but…” I turned and walked out of the room.

Tammi was right behind me.

I went down to the living room and sat down and watched the TV that wasn’t turned on.

Tammi sat down next to me. “What’s wrong?”

“I…I’m a man. It’s wrong to dress up like a woman. To be a crossdresser. A…a transgender tranny type of person.”

“It’s therapy.”

“But I don’t want to be a transvestite!”

“Just at night, to help get you started.”

“But…but…”

“But what?”

I didn’t say anything.

“You like it when I dress up as a woman.”

“You are a woman.”

“I’m a person, and so are you. And people can be what they want.”

“But…” I stared at her.

“You want to know something?”

“What?”

“The idea of you dressed up as a woman turns me on.”

My eyes were pies.

“Right after I cheated on you, you were talking, and you asked me. I remember it exactly, ‘What if I was a woman when you met me?’ You were talking about if you were a woman…would I still be attracted…”

“I remember.”

I was attracted right then. That statement, it tweaked me, it made me horny. My damned thighs felt slick I was so wet. But I didn’t say anything. Everything was so mixed up, and…and I didn’t say anything.”

“But you’ve visualized me as a woman?”

“Since then…again and again. Sometimes, even when we’re making love. Sometimes you’re down there eating me out, and I can hardly stand it. I visualize you with breasts, a pussy, and I want to sixty-nine you. I want to eat you. I want to chew on your titties until you scream.”

I said nothing. My mind was like a stained glass window in a church, huge and sacred and…shattered.

Thoughts of what is a man…what is a woman…went scootering through my head.

“You never said anything.”

“It’s too weird.” Then: “I like woman, I love you. The idea of you being a woman…it’s the best solution, the thing that turns me on the most. I even researched it on the internet. If we dressed you up like a woman and we made love you would be what they call a ‘male lesbian.’

A male lesbian. Wonder suffused my voice.

“Can you see it? Can you imagine it? Do you know how sexy nylons are? Or what it’s like to wear high heels? Do you know how incredible it feels to change your face?

“Do you know what it feels like to walk down the street and feel eyes on you? You can actually feel your skin prickle where a man stares at it. You can feel your breasts, like they are hairy and the hair is standing on end.

“Do you have any idea what it feels like to be able to cross your legs without worrying about smashing your balls? To run without being bowlegged?”

I laughed. “Testicles are cool things to have between your legs.”

“Tits are wonderful to have on your chest.”

I was silent. Then: “What if…what if we did this. How would it change our relationship?”

“It would change it as much as we let it. If we don’t like it, we just back up. No harm, no foul.”

“And you wouldn’t think I was a pansy?”

She got off the couch and sat on the coffee table in front of me. We were both leaning forward, our lips inches apart.

“I might, and that might be the whole point. And maybe it wouldn't be. We don’t know how we’ll look at each other until we do it.”

She was getting closer, breathing on me. She was excited and she reached between my legs and took my cock in hand.

“Look how excited you are!”

I couldn’t deny that. My cock was hard as it had ever been.

“Wouldn’t you like to be that excited al the time?”

“Um…yeah.”

“Then let me feminize you.”

I said, “Not tonight.”

“If not now…when?”

“Well, there are problems we need to face.”

“Like what.”

“Like I’m taller than you. It would be stupid if I squeezed into your clothes.”

She frowned.

“So go to the Goodwill tomorrow and pick me out something that will fit. And shoes. You want me to wear my clodhoppers? Or do you want to find some real high heels? Or pumps, or…or I don’t even know all the shoe styles, but do you want me squeezing into your shoes? Hell, I’d probably bust them.”

She gave a slight grin at the idea of my feet bursting the seams of one of her pairs of shoes.

“And I hate to say it, but…what about my dick?”

“Of course, your dick. Isn’t that what it’s all about?”

“It is, but I’ll be a pretty funny woman with a dick sticking out through my dress.”

“We could get you a chastity device.”

“A…I don’t…”

“Oh, I wouldn’t keep you in it all the time. Just when you were a woman. When you weren’t I would let you loose.” She giggled. “I like that idea. “A cock on demand. Just unlock and…BOING!”

I laughed. I realized that we were, for the first time in months, happy. Going on and on, feeding our good humor off each other.

Like we used to do.

For a moment neither of us said anything, just enjoyed the humor and our togetherness.

“So we’re going to do this.”

“I’ll need to shop. Goodwill tomorrow. And I’ll pick up some underwear for you. We’ll measure you tomorrow so I can get the right fits.”

“I’ll look into chastity tubes.”

“I’ll get some make up that will match your skin color.

She was jacking me with one hand, and touching my cheek with the other. My cock felt like steel in her hands.

She kissed me. She placed her lips on mine, and it was like the first kiss we had ever kissed. It was fresh, and wild, and unknown, and…and everything it had been until I had caught her in the closet.

And it was driving all thoughts of closets and cheating and Jane Sewell out of my mind.

We broke, and I said, “As long as you really let me out of the chastity thing.”

“Oh, I probably will,” she dismissed my concern airily.

“Wait a minute…”

She giggled, “You’re just going to have to trust me.”

And there it was. Trust. What we had had before, and what we were finally figuring out again. Trust, the unspoken contract between true lovers.

After a couple of hours of planning and creating, we finally went to bed. I was hard as a rock, but we didn’t try anything. We sort of knew that feminization was the key to this. If I tried to fuck before we accomplished this I was risking everything. If I was patient, we could do it.

And, a weird thing, I liked being horny for Tammi. I liked the shivers I got. It was like being a 16 year old boy going out on his first date, but with all the positives and none of the negatives.

A moment of reflection, and I realized that that was what she must have felt upon imagining me as a woman.

Laying in bed, I mused, “So I’ll be a male lesbian, and you’ll be a…what? A bisexual?”

She just snuggled against me, put a hand on an excited nipple, and mumbled, “I’ll be in love. That’s what I’ll be.”

And we slept.

Can a guy have a hard on all night?  I thought maybe, because I woke up with one. I had gone to sleep completely bonerized, and woke up the same.

Tammi woke up and hoped on me.

“Don’t try to cum,” she said, as she slithered down my hard pole. “We don’t want to mess with the magic.”

I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her bouncing on me. I loved the look on her face, and when she came I never felt so happy.

But I didn’t try to cum.

Intuitively, we knew she was right.

Finally, she lay on me, breasts flattened against my chest. Breathing hard. “Not bad, woman.”

I thought that was going to make me cum. I actually felt that surge and I pushed her off me.

“What?”

“That almost made me cum.”

Oh, how she giggled. And she slapped my pecker lightly and said, “You’re going to wear a dress! And lipstick. And nylons.”

I laughed, then got up. “I’m going to take a cold shower.”

“Take a hot shower. I want that sucker standing up!”

So I did, and she joined me, and we soaped the heck out of each other, paying special attention to private parts.

I soaped her pussy, running my fingers through the folds of her sex until she moaned and had to be held up.

She soaped and rinsed me, then took me in her mouth, but watched carefully to make sure I didn’t have an ‘unauthorized’ squirt.

Then she got dressed. She had to go to the Goodwill, but I didn’t. I had to go looking for sex toys on the internet, and one doesn’t have to be dressed for that.

I watched her get ready, and I imagined her clothes going on me.

She looked over at me, saw the excitement in my eyes. “Now, remember, I want you to Nair your body.”

“No prob,” I said.

“And use some of my body cream. Make yourself sweet smelling for me.”

I nodded.

And she was gone.

So I went downstairs, led by my magic tuna finder, and settled in in front of the computer.

Chastity tubes are nefarious things. A man locking his junk up. What’s up with that?

Yet I could feel the excitement that such thought brings. And beyond that was the idea of handing control of my sex to another person. To be teased, to be denied, to feel my desire grow larger and larger.

I looked through Amazon, but they hadn’t much of a selection. Apparently they weren’t make enough money off chastity devices. Or maybe they had a prude in charge of the place.

So I set off on the big hunt.

Lots of places sold the generic chastity tubes, and there were a lot of things to consider. Did I want to be so small my cock couldn't move at all? Did I want to hang loose in one of the devices?

And this ‘ring’ thing thing. I measured myself time after time, and worried that my balls would turn black and fall off.

And…the catheter. Did I want a tube running up my cock? That was a scary one, at least for me. And some of the catheters were long! Those tubes would run all the way back into my groin and come out my asshole!

And, I had to choose between colors, materials and designs.

I read the reviews, and even that was weird. One star with no reason. Five stars and it was ‘okay.’

Three stars, but would have been five if the delivery had been more prompt.

Still, it was understandable, I just had to wade through the horse shit. But by the time Tammi came home I had ordered a couple of devices. And a couple of vibrators for the heck of it, and a pair of pussy panties, which were latex with an actual pussy on it. And a couple of books. Some gal named Grace Mansfield seemed to have a lot of books on the subject of feminization. Once I finally found her author’s page on Amazon.

But, I was done, and sitting back and thinking of a whiskey when I heard the garage door slam.

“I’m home!”

“So am I!”

We came together in the kitchen. Me naked and her clothed. We did one of those kisses where I bent her back and over and just took her breath away.

Coming up for air she said, “Lord, I’m going to keep you this way.”

“What way?”

“Naked and horny.”

“Ha! And I’ll keep you like the TV show. Naked and afraid. Very, very afraid.”

I went out to the garage and started bring bags in. Bags and bags. Tammi had really gone overboard.

“What about the chastity thing?” she asked.

“In the mail.”

“Good. Because you’re not cumming until I lock you up.”

“Wait a minute! How can I cum if I’m locked up?”

She smooched me, and whispered, “Don’t worry.” Then she gave me the evil laugh, “Heh heh!”

Upstairs, in the bedroom, we began unpacking the goods.

“Let’s throw out all your old male clothes.”

“Wait!”

“Okay. But you only get to wear them when I give you permission. In writing.”

That made me chuckle.

I put all my male clothes on the left side of the closet, then started hanging up the dresses, blouses, and things. Tammi was putting the underwear into my dresser.

I put a couple of pairs of shoes, high heels, under the dresses, and called out, “I think you may have gone overboard.”

“Probably, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. Seeing you as a woman in my mind…Mmmm.”

“So when are we going to do this?” I asked.

“I figured we’d start around your birthday. that’s only four months away, and…”

She giggled at the look on my face.

“Today. Right now.”

I felt my heart pounding. A sense of excitement swelled through my chest.

“Now.”

“Of course, you won’t be allowed to cum. Not until the chastity device is here.”

Boy, that had me flummoxed. How could I cum if I had a chastity tube on?

“Here.” She tossed me a squarish, ribbed sort of thing with sturdy clasps.

“What’s that?”

“A tummy shaper. I could have gotten you a full length one, but then your poor pecker would have to go to prison. I didn’t think you’d like to be confined that way on your first day as a woman.

“Oh, Lord.” I slapped my face and spoke like a woman, “Please don’t take my cock away.”

She laughed, and I needed help to get the tummy shaper on. I actually had to lie down on the bed and she got on me and knelt and i sucked in and she managed to close the clasps.

“Whoa,” I said. “That’s tight. It’s making me dizzy.”

“Yeah, but look how round it makes your hips. And even your chest is pushed up. You’ve actually sort of got cleavage.”

I looked down at my chest. She was right. My pecs were squashed and pushed up and…it looked like I had a bit of valley between my boobs.

“Okay, let’s go the rest of the way.” She handed me a bra.

I fumbled with it, and she laughed, but I finally got it on the right way and the straps over my shoulders.

“Here are your boulders,” she handed me a pair of tear dropped boobs.

“Boulders?”

“You’re wearing an over the shoulder boulder holder, so these must be the boulders.”

I nodded, and pushed the breast forms into my cups.

Boom! I had titties. I had bosoms, biguns…boulders.

I looked at the mirror and was astounded at the sudden femininity of my figure.

The big tits made my waist look smaller, and my hips flared out just like a woman’s. I was an hourglass. Yes, I was a little thicker, but the size of the boobs made my shape proportionate.

“Nice,” Tammi nodded. “Let’s get some nylons on you.”

I was having trouble bending with the tummy shaper on, so Tammi had me sit on the edge of the bed and she unrolled the hose up my legs.

Oh, it was kinky. Sexy. Magical. My legs felt compressed, like they were dicks and the hose was rubbers.

Which made my cock stand out even more.

Then she put a skirt on me, a cute piece of clothing that kept my knees together. “It’s called a pencil skirt. You like it?”

“I won’t be running any races.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised. Women who wear these are always racing away from horny men.”

“I guess they want to be caught.” I inspected my butt over my shoulder. Nice and round. A tush to be proud of.

She helped me into a blouse, a pale blue, sheer but opaque, if that makes sense.

“Well,” I said. “Except for hair and make up…”

“Don’t you worry about that. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan?”

She had a mysterious look in her eyes.

At that moment…DING DONG!

My eyes opened up.

“Honey, do you trust me?”

And, glory be, I did. All this dressing up and planning to be feminized…it had softened me. And I trusted her again.

“Of course.”

“Then you are going to be seen as you are. You’re going to meet somebody. Just wait here.”

I waited, and I heard her open the door downstairs. I heard the gabble of voices, and I heard footsteps coming up the stairs.

At first I started to panic. I needed to hide. I couldn't let anybody see me this way.

But Tammi must have invited this person over on purpose. This person must know something about me.

I steeled myself and waited.

“Honey, I invited a professional over to do your hair and make up.”

Jane Sewell stepped into the room.

I was flabbergasted. Flummoxed, didn’t know what to say.

Jane did, though. She looked at me and her mouth curled upwards in a delighted smile.

“Liam, beautiful. You are beautiful. What a body. I am jealous.”

“Uh…”

Jane cross the room and looked at the make up on the Tammi’s table. “Good thing I’ve got my kit in the car.” She looked at me. “Well, come on, beautiful. Let’s finish you off.”

Tammi had crossed to me. I think she was a little worried, but since I didn’t blow my top she was okay. She helped me put on high heels and walked me across the bedroom.

Oh, Lord, high heels are hard to walk in!

She just chuckled as I wobbled and kept me going.

Downstairs I heard the front door open and close. Jane getting her make up stuff.

I made it to the stairs, then Tammi took mercy on me. She helped me out of the shoes and merely remarked, “You need a lot more practice before I let you fall down the stairs.”

Grateful, I moved down the stairs, glorying in the feeling of nylon feet on a rug.

I reached the downstairs just as Jane came back in the house lugging a suitcase. “Over by the dining room table,” she commanded. “The light there is the best.”

I took a seat by the big window and Jane began inspecting me. She handled my hair and tsked. She looked at my eyes and shook her head.

“You have got so much potential. We should have done this long ago.

“I didn’t know I was, uh…”

Jane snickered. “You didn’t know what? That you had a bit of the feminine in you?”

I shook my head.

“Well, honey, let me tell you, you do. Every man does. Most men are too chicken to find out, though.”

She began cleansing my face. She used a couple of little sponges, and I was stunned to see how much dirt my face had on it.

“But I just took a shower a while ago!”

“This stuff is in the pores. Soap and water is just a surface cleaning. You need to get the deep and the down.”

She primed my skin, put foundation on. She used little brushes with powder, her fingers when she applied creams.

It was a unique experience. My skin felt electric. It was hairs on end and very surreal. And I quickly figured out why women did it. It did make one feel special; it made one feel beautiful.

She did my eyes, and I watched as my orbital sockets became little caves and my eyes became shiny lights.

“Beautiful, beautiful,” she kept mumbling over and over.

Finally, she fitted a wig to my head and fastened it on. She gave it a gentle tug and it was obvious that it was there to stay. Then she leaned down and inspected me very closely, and rolled lipstick on to my lips.

Bright red. A slutty color if ever there was one, which was why I loved it so much.

She stood back and said, “Voila! A masterpiece!”

I stood up and I could see my reflection in the big picture window.

I bore no resemblance to a man at all.

I was stacked, and I had booty, and I simply looked like a woman.

Click. Click. Tammi took my picture, and I really got into it. I started to strike poses and Jane clapped her hands in delight.

Then Jane said, “You know, there is one little problem.

We all looked at my cock.

The pencil dress was tight, but my cock pressed outward on the material, and it was obvious that I was a man.

“Well,” said Tammi, “We’ve got a chastity device on order.”

“That would do it.” Jane stepped closer to me and reached down and pushed my cock. I groaned.

She grinned. “What?”

“You know.”

“I know what?”

“You know.”

She laughed. And we were all laughing. Then stepped even closer. She was inches in front of me, and she whispered. “You are the most gorgeous man I have ever made up.”

“Oh.” I was feeling incredibly giddy. I felt like liquid lightening was being poured through my emotions.

“Can I kiss you?”

I froze. Here it was. The thing that had started the whole dance. I looked at Tammi.

“Hey,” she shrugged her shoulders, “Who am I to complain?”

“Just a little one. I don’t want to mess your lips.” She grinned. “Please…please?”

“I…uh, okay.”

She closed the distance slowly, cautiously, and pressed her lips to mine. They were good lips. Curvy and plump, and they were different from Tammi’s.

Just a moment, her hand on the back of my neck, our lips fused like they were magnetized.

She broke the kiss, was breathing hard. “Just one more, but feel me up this time, you bitch.”

This kiss was harder, longer, and she moved my hand to her breast. She wiggled, and pressed my hand, and moved it around.

“Fuck me if I don’t want more,” she whispered.

“Not this time,” Tammi moved in, a big grin on her face. “Tonight he’s mine.”

“Oh, you lucky bitch.”

She stepped back, sighed, patted my cheek and said, “See ya, honey.” Then she gathered up her make up materials and headed out the door.

I was silent when the door closed.

Tammi came and put her arm around my waist. “I think my little hubbie likes girls.”

I sighed and said, “And I dinged you for that.”

“You did. And you were right.”

“Maybe, but if I ever ding you again please kick me.”

“Gladly. Are you ready to go upstairs?”

“But I thought I had to wait for the chastity device?”

“You do,” and she led me by the hand into the kitchen.

Now what the hell did she mean? She was going to fuck me…but I had to wait?

“What are we doing here? I thought we were going upstairs?”

“We are. But first I need to get you lubricated in more ways than one.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

She poured me a drink. Let’s talk about how a woman makes love.”

“Okay.” I sat at the table and sipped, was aware of leaving lip imprint on the rim of the glass.

She grinned at the expression on my face. “So how do women make love?”

“Well, they get together with a man…”

“Get more graphic.”

“The man puts his penis in the woman’s hole. Is that graphic enough?”

“It is, now I want you to tell me how you, as a woman, are going to make love to me.”

I was blinking, not sure where this was going. “I was going to put my cock in your vagina.”

She shook her head.

“What? But…I don’t get it.”

So she explained it to me, and my mouth opened and my jaw dropped and my eyes stared.

“You expect me to…”

“You’re a woman now. You want to go all the way, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…but…”

“And, let’s face it, you’re not going to be a real woman until we do this. We could buy you tits, give you hormones, but until you’ve lain with a man you’re not a whole woman.”

It took a couple of  drinks, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that she was right.

And, let’s face it, every man wants this kind of loving.

She led me up the stairs and into the bedroom. I took a couple of more sips, big sips, and I was ready.

“What do I do?”

“Climb on the bed, ass out.”

I did.

Tammi pushed my pencil skirt up so I could spread my legs a little. My cock was pointing down and harder than hard. She stepped into a strap on harness and pulled it up and adjusted.

I looked over my shoulder and watched her screw a penis into the holder. It was big. Eight inches, and it looked incredibly lifelike. “I’m supposed to take that?”

“Yep.”

I gulped.

She stepped up behind me and began slathering lube into my asshole. She used a lot, and I could feel her fingers pushing it in, swirling around, and it became very exciting. I thought: this is what a cock feels like, or bigger.

She put lube on her cock and stepped between my legs. I felt the tip of her penis touch my hole and I shivered.

Slowly, she began to insert her manhood into me.

I grunted.

“Relax, or it will hurt.”

I gave myself mental commands to relax. I told my muscles to go slack, and the penis pushed further and further. I had been scared, but now that it was happening the sensations took over. I could feel the veins on the side of her cock. I felt her plastic balls touch my flesh balls.

My cock was turgid, pulsing, and I tentatively pushed back.

Oh, fuck! It felt good. I could hardly think, and she began to move in and out. As she moved she explained: “If I can press on your prostate semen will come out. If you’re lucky you can even have an orgasm that way.”

I was grunting, lost in the world of sweaty sex and feeling the way a woman feels.

I felt her pounding me, and I felt myself submitting. Muscles began writhing about, and I submitted. I gave myself up to the wonderful feeling of being penetrated.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up.”

And: “You know, Jane is going to want to do this to you.”

That made me cum. First time and I actually had an orgasm. And it was a big orgasm, overwhelming. I felt my cock jerk and spurt, and semen poured out. I gave a mighty groan and she held still. She reached under me and squeezed my balls. I folded my forearms and put my face to the mattress and just let it happen.

“Okay, honey, that’s it. That’s it. I love you so much.”

I mumbled, “I love you more.”

And I meant it.

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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Path to Feminization!

His wife doesn’t want him,

but his neighbor sure does!


PART ONE

“Oh…yes….oh!” Liam pushed his hips forward and squirted.

Linda lay underneath him and waited for him to be done.

“Oh….geez!” And he collapsed.

Linda pushed him and he rolled off her. He was perspiring and exhausted. it had been a great cum.

Linda got up and went to the bathroom. In the light from the bathroom he studied her sexy body. She had a classic Barby body, high tits with perky nips, flared waist with two perfect globes. Her face was oval with chestnut hair waving down over the shoulders. Her eyes were green and her lips plump and curvy.

Just looking at her he wanted to make love all over again.

She closed the door and shortly he heard the sound of the shower.

He sighed. She was a knock out, but he knew something. was wrong. When they had first married she had been all over him, a regular nymphomaniac. But now, just a year later, it was like she was bored.

He was having great cums, but she just acted bored, and he didn’t think she had even squirted.

Frowning, he got up and went to the bathroom door. He heard a moan, and he cracked the door and peeked in. He caught sight of her shape through the frosted shower door. It looked like she was slightly crouched and rubbing her pussy.

Fuck! Was his wife jacking off? Jilling off?

He opened the door further and stepped in. “Hey!”

His wife straightened up and started soaping. “What?”

“Are you jacking off?”

“What?” Her voice was a little high, a little squeaky. It was obvious that he had caught her. And right after they had just fucked.

“Are you masturbating?”

He opened the shower and stepped in.

“Do you mind?”

“Yes. I do. I mean, I don’t, but why couldn’t you get off with me?”

“I can…I mean, I did.” She was biting her gorgeous lip and obviously lying.

“Linda. Baby. I want to make sure you’re happy. If I’m failing you in bed then I want to figure it out.”

She was silent. Soaping. Frowning.

“Look, we’re man and wife. If we can’t talk to each other…”

“I can talk.”

“Then talk! Tell me what I can do to….to….to make you happy.”

“You can get out of the shower,” she muttered.

There wasn’t much to say to that, so Liam opened the door and stepped out. He was wet, and hadn’t taken his own shower, so he just sat on the toilet and waited.

A minute later she opened the door, looked at him, then commenced to dry herself off.

He stepped into the shower without a word. He soaped, rinse, and got out.

Linda was sitting in the bedroom, waiting for him. He dried himself off and went and sat in her vanity chair.

She was not happy, and she said, “I don’t know why I can’t get off with you. I just know that I get super horny, but no more. Then, afterwards, a quick stop in the shower and I’m fine.

He started with the obvious questions. “Is it something I did?” And, “Do you still love me?”

She reassured him on both points.

They talked long into the night then, and it was good for both of them. Liam pledged to be more considerate, to find out what she wanted and do his best to please her. She pledged to be more open and to try her hardest.

In the end, Liam said, “You know, if I can’t please you, then it’s perfectly all right with me if you masturbate.”

She didn’t say anything to that.

The next couple of months were dry months for Liam. He was horny as ever, but in bringing up the situation of here not having orgasms he had opened a can of worms. It was now awkward whenever he wanted to make love, and she began putting him off, claiming headache, or period, or just general malaise.

Yet he knew she was masturbating in the shower.

And one day she left her bottom dresser drawer half open. In closing it he saw a dildo, a big one with that vibrated, nestled in a mess of straps. He didn’t know what the straps were for, but he sure knew what a dick shaped bedroom appliance was for.

Eventually, he would have brought the subject up again. Tried, in as polite a manner as possible, to point out that there were certain marital obligations, but he didn’t have to. :She brought it up instead.

“Liam?” She rarely addressed him as ‘honey,’ or ‘baby,’ or any other term of endearment, “I want to go away for a couple of weeks.” She said this at breakfast, not during the small hours of rest that are the usual time for intimate conversations.

“You mean like a vacation?”

“Yes.”

“And…uh…am I invited along on this ‘vacation?’

“I would prefer not.”

They were in the kitchen at the moment, and he had been fixing breakfast. He stopped what he was doing and turned to her. “Can you elaborate?”

“I’m not happy.”

“And that’s it? We don’t talk about what it is that makes you unhappy? There’s no other solution?” They were sliding, naturally enough, right back into the sexual aspect of their marriage.

Her lips pursed, which made them sexier, but which revealed her unhappiness. “I’m…I want some space. Some space in which I am not constantly put upon to…to…”

“To make love to your husband.”

“I’m sorry.”

“We haven’t been making love.”

“But there is always the pressure to.”

“Making love is normal. Running from a relationship not so much.”

She sighed.

He said, “Have you considered talking to somebody?”

“Now you’re saying I’m mentally ill.”

Liam blinked. “No…no…”

“Then what’s wrong with me having a little retreat, a time and space in which to evaluate what is happening between us?”

He sighed, and…” Okay.”

Two weeks later Liam took Linda’s suitcase out to the car. He was feeling a bit dour.

Linda giggled, “You’re acting like your dog died. Come on. It’s just two weeks, and then I’ll be back and I’ll definitely feel differently about our relationship.”

I hope so, he thought.

Suddenly a van pulled into the driveway of the house next door. A striking woman of about fifty stepped out of the van. The driver got out and started taking suitcases out of the van and into the house.

Linda sauntered over tot he side bushes. “Hello!”

The woman was built. For being middle-aged she had a chest like Marilyn Monroe. She had a face like that actress’s, too. Her features were defined, but feminine soft. Her hair was a blonde bubble and her lips were full and red.

Liam couldn’t help himself. After being deprived for so long his dick went boner on the spot.

“Hello, you must be the neighbors.”

“We are, I’m Linda and this is Liam.” They shook hands all around and the woman said, “I’m Sue, but just call me Sue.”

Chuckles at her forthright manner.

“So are you moving in permanently?”

“Just for the summer. Two months, then I’ll be shooting off on my broom.”

More chuckles at her self deprecating humor.

“Well, I’m off for a month,” Liam blinked at Linda’s time estimate, “But hubby here is at your service.”

Another blink. He was actually looking forward to a lot of golf.

“If you need anything Liam is the man. ”

“Well, thank you, Liam,” and Sue took his hand again and held it, “That is actually a relief, because there are apparently a couple of things that need to be done over here. I really need a big, strong man to help me out.”

“Oh, wonderful. That will insure that Liam doesn’t get bored while I’m away. Here, let me put our numbers into your cell.”

While Linda put their numbers into Sue’s cell, Sue studied Liam, and he could swear there was a gleam in her eyes. “I’m sure he won’t get bored with me around.”

Linda seemed not to notice any inflection, but Liam did, and the way she kept hold of his hand, now she was holding on with two hands, and her fingers were stroking his wrist in a downright suggestive manner.

This made Liam nervous, but, dammit, he had a king-sized hard on!

“Well, it was a pleasure meeting you,” Linda smiled, “but Liam has to take me to the airport.”

“Of course. You have a wonderful vacation, and I’ll take care of Liam.” Then Sue placed a hand on Liam’s chest. He could feel his heart pounding, his nipple was rigid under her palm and he knew she could feel that, was feeling that. “Right, Liam?”

“Uh…”

Linda just laughed. It was overtly sexual, but Linda didn’t feel threatened, and didn’t even seem to notice. “That’s wonderful. Come along, Liam.”

“There is just one thing,” and now Sue looked a bit nervous. She even unhanded Liam.

“What’s that?”

“I’m…I was a victim. Sexual violence.”

“Oh, Sue! That’s terrible.”

“I would like to use Liam, but I have to insist, for my peace of mind, mind you, that…he be ‘contained.’

Linda’s mouth dropped and she blinked.

Liam turned his head and stared.

“Oh, I know. the foibles of an old woman. But I have a chastity device he can wear. And I really will need help putting in a security system. Is there any way you could see fit to…I’m afraid to call security companies…they might…but do you think you could…?”

Linda closed her mouth, she placed a hand on Sue’s arm, then went in for a brief hug. “Don’t you worry about a thing. Liam will be glad to wear this…’chastity device’ you called it?”

“Yes. It will be snug, especially for such a virile man as Liam. But it would make me feel so much better. And if you do help me put in the security system that would really help me out. I’m just so scared after…after…being attacked.

“Sue. Not to worry. She doesn’t have to worry about you, does she, Liam? Liam will wear whatever you need and he will be at your beck and call. You hear a prowler late at night? Even if you just hear a sound or get a feeling…you call Liam. Isn’t that right, honey?”

It was the first time she had used an endearment, called him ‘honey,’ in months.

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

“And you’ll put in her alarm system or whatever?”

“It’s very easy,” gushed Sue, again placing a hand on his chest.”

“Yeah. Sure.” Damn. There went his golfing days.

“Excellent,” Linda smiled, “Then it’s all settled. Let’s go, Liam. You can help Sue this afternoon.”

“I’m not sure about this,” said Liam as they drove to the airport.

“About what?”

“About getting so chummy with temporary neighbors.”

Linda laughed. “Why not. A couple of months and she’ll be gone. Is the mice thinking about playing while I’m away?”

An immediate image of him being intimate with Sue flashed through his head. “No…no!”

“I wouldn’t care, you know.”

Liam almost drove off the road. He swerved and a driver in the next lane honked and flipped him off.

Linda continued as if nothing had happened, “She’s not so old, and did you see her chest? You’ve always liked big chests. She probably doesn’t get any, and you certainly haven’t been getting any.”

“Honey, I have no intention of cheating on you.”

“I’m just saying that I am not vengeful, or jealous, and I understand what you’ve been going through.”

Liam was silent for a moment. Then: “There’s something wrong with her.”

“What? How can you say such a thing?”

“Maybe you didn’t notice, but she was all over me. And then the mixed signal about being a victim. How can she be horny and afraid all at the same time. It just doesn’t make sense.

“It makes perfect sense. The woman probably needs a friend. She’s probably at wit’s end after being attacked. She probably isn’t even aware that she is sexually hungry, even though she obviously is.”

“Sexually hungry,” Liam was getting a bit mind blasted. “Well, I don’t know.”

Linda turned to him. “Honey, promise me that you’ll be kind to her. Watch out for her, do everything she says, and…and I’ll understand if you help her.”

‘Help her.’ An obvious reference to sexual relations.

Liam wanted to talk further, but they were at the airport.

Liam fond parking and toted her bags into the terminal. At the gate they were just boarding, and Linda pulled him over to the side. She put her arms around him, his first hug in a month. “Honey, I’m sorry about all this. But it’s working. I’m already horny at the thought of missing you.”

She kissed him then, a bedroom kiss, right in the middle of the terminal. She almost devoured his mouth with pure sexual desire.  When they came up for air he could hardly breath. “Fuck,” he whispered. His erection was poking her in the belly. Hard.

She laughed and lowered a hand. They were turned so nobody could see them, and she stroked his penis through his pants.

“Maybe this was a bad idea, me leaving.”

“Oh, please,” he blurted. “Come home.”

She laughed and broke their hug. “Not a chance. I want to explore this feeling of missing you for a few weeks.” A few weeks? Not two weeks? But he said nothing.

“Besides, I don’t want to get in the way of your relationship with Sue.”

“What? But thee’s no—“

She placed a hand on his lips. “Fuck her.”

Liam’s eyes made pies look small.

“Fuck her and tell me about it on the phone. It will make me horny. It will make me realize what I’ve been missing. “Put your dick in her and cum, then tell me about it. I want you to.”

Over the loudspeaker: “Last call for Flight 243 at gate 9.”

She grabbed his crotch then, and squeezed. “God, this is making me so fucking horny I can’t believe it! Do this and I’ll come back to you and everything will be right.”

Then she slapped a last kiss across his lips and ran for the gate.

Liam just stood there, boner city, and wondered what the fuck had just happened.

All the way home Liam’s mind was in a state of shock. His wife had just asked him to fuck somebody. It went against everything he believed in. And…it turned him on. His dick was like a rock all the way home. He got out of the car and had to walk a little pooched over, his dick was so hard.

He walked into the house and immediately thought about jacking off. Such a delicious feeling, having a stiff one. He decided, since it would be his first cum in a while, that he would have a drink, watch some porn, then pleasure himself.

In the kitchen he filled a tall glass with ice, then poured in half a glass of bourbon. He smiled. Added a bit of Coke, and headed for the computer room.

Like any guy, Liam had a knowledge of porn. He wasn’t an addict, by any means, but he knew his way around. He started with big boobed women. Casca, Ava, Richelle. Mmmm.

From there he went to orgasms. He found one of Brandi cumming her mind out. Seven orgasms on one clip.

Midway through he refreshed his drink, then came back to the computer. And went to…older ladies. It was sort of natural, the progression from ‘MILFs’ to ‘mature’ to grannies, and he knew it was because of what Linda had said. ‘Go fuck Sue.’

Heysoos. He had no intention of dipping his wick in a grey pussy. But it sure was fun to think about it, to imagine it, and to watch a little porn on it.             

Truth was, older woman could be very sexy. They weren’t giggly girls, they seemed to know what they wanted. And, in Sue’s case, she had a world class set of tits, an ass worth tapping, and full lips that looked like she could suck with the best of them.

Then he frowned. But she was victim of an attack. She would hardly be wanting to have sex. Even if Loam wanted to. Even if Liam’s wife hadn’t told him directly to have sex with her.

Second drink done, he headed for the kitchen. He put in the ice cubes, poured in the bourbon, and…he was out of Coke.

No big deal. He had a case of the stuff in the refrigerator int he garage.

He stepped over to the door. He was a bit wobbly from drinking, and his penis was hanging out of his pants. Well, not hanging. More like sprouting out like a lance. Ready to split the night with sperm.

He chuckled, opened the door and stepped out.

“OH!” Sue was there. The side door was open and she had apparently just come in and was holding something in her hand.

“Oh!” Liam echoed, and the stared at each other.

Her eyes went down his frame and took in his cock. Her eyes grew big and round and she staggered back. “No! No!” She was having a reaction to seeing his sex. She was victim, and she would be afraid.

“Hey! Wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t…”

But Sue just dropped what she was holding, a little black bag, on the ground and ran back out the door.

Liam went to the door and stared after her. She was already through the hedge and almost to he own back door.

“Wait!” Liam tried, and he stuffed his shrinking boner into his pants.

Her door slammed.

Liam said a bad word and stepped back and closed the door. Fuck. He hadn’t…he just wanted a Coke…why had she been there, anyway?

He took a step and his foot touched the black bag. He bent and picked it up. She was probably bringing this over to show him something. Or something.

He grabbed a Coke out of the fridge and went into the house. He would have to call on her later, reassure her, mend broken bridges.

He put the bag on the sink and ruined the bourbon with the soft drink.

He tilted the glass and sucked down a little joy. When he put the glass down he saw the bag on the sink.

Curious, no reason not to, he opened the mouth of the bag.

It was metal, with a little tube in the center of what looked like an over-sized prick. There was a ring attached to it, and there was a lock built into it.

Holy crap! It was one of those chastity things!

Was she really expecting him to wear this?

Shaking his head, he put the thing back in the bag and went back to his porn.

Two hours later, delightfully soused and preparing dinner, Liam’s phone rang.

“Hey, babe! Miss me already?”

“Honey, this is the best thing we could have done. All I can do is think about your big, stiff, hard dick!”

Liam grinned. This was more like it.

“But I just got a call from Sue.”

“Oh?” And Liam explained what had happened.

“Oh, that’s too bad,” Linda said, when he was done. “But now we have a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“She insists that you put it on.”

“What?”

“That’s what she was going to ask you to do when you…you exposed yourself to her.”

“But that’s ridiculous!”

Liam could almost hear Linda shaking her head.

“Ridiculous or not, I’m afraid she might call the police.”

“But I was in my own house! She’s the one who came in to my house!”

“I know that, and you know that, but you know that she’s a victim, and she really needs a gentle hand.”

“First you’re telling me to fuck her, and now you’re telling me to lock my cock up!”

“I know, isn’t it terrible?” She didn’t sound like she thought it was terrible.

“You sound like you’re getting a kick out of this!”

“Well, it sure is making my pussy wet.”

Liam blinked big over that one. This was a new Linda. One he wanted to keep.

“So put it on.”

“The chastity tube thing?”

“Yes.”

“But…”

“It will reassure her, and it will make me horny. Just think. I’ll talk sex with you every night, and you will be forced to hold it in, to save it for me. I’ll come back thoroughly hornicized, and you’ll be unlocked and your big dick will be twice as big…”

“I don’t think dick’s get larger like that.”

“You know what I mean. Twice as hard. Your balls twice as full. And all waiting for little, old me.”

Liam’s penis was working overtime now. Just hearing his wife’s voice, and now hearing what that voice was saying, his boner was entering gargantuan proportions. It might not be twice as big, but it sure felt like it.

“Come on, just for laughs. Can you do it? For me? For our horny, little marriage?”

“Well, I guess…”

Between being horny and drunk, he was giving in.

“Come on. Try it on. right now.”

“Uh…”

“What’s wrong?”

“My dick is too hard.”

Linda giggled. “Oh, I like it. Okay, so go do something that will calm you down. Cut the lawn, or have some more liquor.”

“How do you know I’m drinking?”

“Honey, you sound different when you’re drinking. You sound…sexier. So go have a drink or five, and when your penis finally calms down…send me a picture of it. I really need to see a picture of your locked up penis. That would make me so hot. I wouldn’t just be wet…I’d be steaming!”

Liam sighed. He was getting talked into this. And he was drunk enough that he was okay with it. So after a little more dirty talk he hung up, poured himself some more bourbon, and went and watched TV and waited for his dick to go down.

Liam woke up on the couch. He was naked, and he hurt down there. “”Oh, fuck!” he whined. He had put on the chastity thing, and now he had to pee.

He rolled off the couch and ran, crouching to the bathroom. He was still a little drunk, and he sat down on the toilet and held his head in his hands.

He sat there and listened to the dribble of water in the bowl.

Dribble. He usually had a thick stream, a manly stream, but now…a dribble that just kept on dribbling out.

Fuck. What had he done?

He stared at his cock. It was smunched into the cock cage, and it wasn’t getting out.

A serious miscalculation, he hadn’t found a key in the bag. After he had locked his dick up. how could he have done that? The lock was built into the chastity tube so there was no way of cutting it off. The device was metal, and he didn’t feel like taking a dremel saw to his private parts. So how was he supposed to get out of this?

The phone rang. He blotted his cage with a few squares of toilet paper and staggered out to the kitchen.

It was Linda and he answered, sounding like he had had his head stuffed into a bag of fertilizer, and then the fertilizer had been beaten with a baseball bat.

“Whoa!” she laughed. “You don’t sound too happy.”

“I locked this damned thing on and now I can’t get it off!”

“You’re kidding!”

“I’m not. There’s no key.”

“Oh, Sue will have a key. You have to go over and apologize for scaring her last night.”

“Me apologize?”

“Well, if you want the key I suggest you take a respectful attitude.

Liam groaned. She was right.

“Now, I believe you owe me some pictures.”

“Oh, yeah. hold on.”

Liam angled his cell phone and snapped off a few pictures. He showed the chastity device from several angles, holding his dick up with one hand.

His dick was already trying to get hard. It wiggled and squirmed and pressed against the cage. Even the still pictures made it look like it was angry and desperate.

On the other end of the line Linda laughed. “Oh, my God! This is incredible! And whoever has the key owns you. I guess you better do whatever Sue says.”

“I guess. I’m going to have some breakfast now.”

“Don’t you want to talk dirty for a while?”

“Well, uh…” he didn’t want to. He just wanted to eat and get sober.

“Oh, I knew it. She has the key, so you’re thinking dirty thoughts with her.

“No!”

“So you finally get me all horny and desperate and I want to come home and jump your bone, but your heart belongs to another woman.”

“Honey! You can’t say that! You can’t—“

Linda started laughing. “Oh, your voice. You sound pathetic!”

“I need to eat,” he muttered.

“Well, you go ahead and eat, but remember, this is so fucking sexy…I’m going to be hot and wet all day long over this.”

“But, honey…”

“God, this is good. And just think. I don’t have to worry about you fucking Sue.”

“Me? Fucking Sue?” His voice squeaked.

“Sure. You said you wanted to fuck her.”

“I didn’t say that! You said that!”

“Yeah, but you got all excited. But now I don’t have to worry about it. You are safe and protected until I get home.”

Liam had wandered into the kitchen and he sat down at the table and held his head in one hand.

“Unless, of course, she’s just trying to make you horny enough so that you’ll be desperate enough…and then she’s going to unlock you and fuck you.”

“Honey, please. This is just too much.”

“Hey, it’s okay. I know you want to fuck her. If she unlocks you we both know what she’ll want, and…it’s okay.”

“What’s okay?”

“That you fuck her. God, that is making me hot!”

“But I don’t want to fuck her!”

“You will. A couple of days in that device and you’ll be wanting to fuck anything with a hole.”

Liam was dazed. His wife was making no sense. She was telling him to fuck the neighbor, not to fuck the neighbor, and the more she contradicted herself the more horny she got.”

“Honey,” he finally said, “I need to eat.”

“But…wait! You’ve got me horny and now you want to leave me high and dry?”

Which statement confused Liam. After all, that was what she did to him. Had done to him before she went off to this retreat thing.

But he really need to eat. He was hurting, officially hurting, and he wanted breakfast. “Look, I’ll call you back when I’ve eaten. Right now I have to put some solid food in my belly. I drank too much last night so I could get this thing on, and now…I need to eat.”

“Well, it you must. But you’d better call. This is making me so horny that I’m going to need to jack off. And then I’m going to need to get horny again, so you’re going to have to call me. Okay?”

“Okay,” he agreed.

So, with a big ‘Mwah!’ Linda hung up and Liam was left to fix breakfast. His cock struggling and pressing against the metal so hard it hurt.


PART TWO

Liam intended to call Sue. Sometime. But he was in no hurry. He was confused by all the contradictory sexuality she was presenting. He was confused by the thing on his dick. He was confused by his wife’s attitudes.

But he intended to call her, then, DING DING!

It was his wife again. “Hey, babe,”

“Feeling better?”

“Oh, yeah. I just needed some grub.”

“Good, because I just got off the phone with Sue.”

Oh, fuck! went through his mind.

“And, uh…what?”

“She was very upset, and I’m glad I called. She was thinking about calling the police. But I talked her out of it. I had to send her a picture of you in the chastity tube, though.”

“You did?”

“I mean, she knew about it, she wanted it, and it went a long way towards reassuring her that you were safe to be around.”

Just the thought, safe to be around, messed with Liam’s head. When had he ever been a man that was not safe to be around?

“Well, uh. Okay.”

“Now, here’s what you have to do,” and she told him. And he, predictably, didn’t agree with her or want anything to do with what she was proposing.

“But you have to!” Linda insisted. “She’s got to see how safe you are!”

“Why don’t we just stay in our own homes?”

“Because…we can’t. Now you go do what I said.” She hung up the phone and Liam sighed at the echoes of the ‘or else’ in her attitude.

Liam cleaned up. He took a shower, then he put on a robe. Heaving a sigh, not wanting to do this, he walked out the front door. He walked across the lawn and knocked on Sue’s door.

Sue cracked the door and peeked out.

Liam stood in his robe, arms folded and feeling very self conscious.

“Yes?”

“Linda said I should show you that I am safe to be around. Can I open my robe? I’m naked underneath except for the chastity tube, which I’m wearing.”

And which was causing him much sexual distress. His pecker was doing everything it could to get out, but a penis can’t bust metal.

Sue opened the door a little further and moved her head out. It looked like she was wearing some kind of robe herself. “Okay.”

Feeling like seven kinds of a fool, Liam undid his sash and opened his robe. He looked exactly like a dirty, old man kind of flasher.

Sue stared at his groin. It was definitely locked. And it was moving very slightly as his cock tried to throb and grow.

Sue smiled and opened the door, “All right, come on in.”

“Well, uh, I need to—“

“Nonsense. I’ve caused you enough trouble. Now come on in. I just baked some cookies and I know you’ll want some.

Hesitantly, wanting to be elsewhere, Liam entered the house.

Sue closed the door and he saw that she was actually wearing a flimsy negligee. She linked her arm in his, which brought him into contact with her big knockers, and walked him into the kitchen.

“I feel like such a goof, getting all upset. I really apologize.”

“Oh, that’s okay. I just…well, I’m sorry.”

In the kitchen was the sweet smell of chocolate chip cookies. Sue  maneuvered him into a chair and handed him one.

Liam tasted the cookie, and it was simply one of the best cookies he had ever tasted in his life. his eyes opened and he quickly finished it off.

Sue giggled. “It looks like you like cookies.”

“I never met a cookie I didn’t like,” admitted Liam.

She brought the plate over and placed it in front of him. “Well, eat them all. I do more cooking than I should. I cook for two, and there’s just me.”

Her voice was sad, and Liam actually felt a little bad for her. After all, a victim of…of abuse, or whatever—he really wasn’t sure of what—and being alone. That was tough.

She sat down opposite him and smiled at him.

Her boobs were in a half bra and he could see her nipples. Her breasts just rested on the surface of the table and stared at him. Her lips were pursed, freshly painted with sexy red. Her eyes, he realized, were a pale blue that seemed to just reach out and absorb.

“Well, uh, you said you had a security system to set up?”

“Oh, yes!” She jumped up, which made her bounce, and she ran into another room for a pamphlet. She leaned over him and opened it on the table. Her breasts pressed firmly against him, then she sat down next to him, effectively trapping him in the chair.

“I can’t tell you how much good this does, being able to talk to a man without worrying whether…you know.”

“I understand,” he forced himself to look away from her hungry eyes and down at the instruction pamphlet.

“Well, this seems sort of straight forward.” The odd thing was that he felt a little dizzy. But he shrugged it off. He had had a lot to drink the night previous, after all.

“Then you can install it?” She was holding his arm again, her breasts were surrounding his arm and he could even feel her nipple brushing against his skin.

“Shouldn’t be a problem.” the room tilted to a 30 degree angle and he blinked. He started to move to correct the slant, but realized he was sitting straight. So why was the room crooked?

“What about tools? Do you have tools?”

“Oh, sure,” he was eyes wandered around and came to focus on a calendar. It had a fireman, half naked, with a big hose on it. He giggled.

“Oh, sorry.” He didn’t know why he had giggled. What was wrong with him.

“That’s okay. “Now, will it be secure from the outside?”

“Oh, yeah,” the room turned slowly about him and he started moving his head, at least he thought he was moving his head, to keep everything on an even keel.

“And what if I wanted you to make my basement into a dungeon?”

For some reason her outlandish question just slid past his filters. It seemed like an entirely logical idea.

“Of course it’s more a fungeon. That’s a dungeon that’s fun. I’ll want to put a fucking bench on it, for people like you. And I’d like to have a sound system, and maybe a cell for certain people.”

“Definitely,” Liam agreed, the room now spinning faster and faster. He tried to keep his eyes on her so he wouldn’t fall over. “Every game room should have a fungeon.” He wasn’t making sense, but it sounded fine, and she didn’t object.

She took his hand and placed it over her boob. “Do you like my charms?”

The room was near upside down now, and Liam kept straightening his head, which kept listing to the side. “Absolutely.”

“Would you like to feel them?”

“Oh, yeah.” He was already feeling them.

She leaned forward and kissed him quickly on the lips. Her lips were soft and tender and very moist.

“One of the things I have trouble with is being with men who try to control me. So I usually get them in chastity as soon as I can. Would you like me to put in your catheter?”

“Sure.”

He was dazed, and his thoughts coming slowly, life was like a deck of playing cards, the cards being tossed on the table one at a time. Slowly. And he was having trouble seeing what each card was.

She had him turn around and she opened his robe.

His cock wormed about inside the chastity tube.

She smiled. “I’m so glad you’re safe to be around. Stay here.”

She got up and left. A second or an eternity later she was back. She was holding a little silver tube.

Liam watched as she put the little tube into the chastity cage, and then…she slowly pushed it into his penis! Right into his slit!

It felt weird, real weird. About as a weird as a room that was kaleidoscoping  around. He felt the end slide through his most sensitive tissue, and his cock really began shrieking. So weird, so good, and then she screwed the base of the tube into the end of the cock cage.

“There we go. How does that feel?” She held his nuts and smiled at him. He wasn’t sure where she was. He wasn’t sure where he was.

“I have a confession to make.”

“You’re not a woman?”

She laughed, quite merrily, and said, “Oh, no. I am a woman. Through and through. Would you like to see my pussy?”

He found himself nodding.

She stood up and brushed the lapels of her negligee to the sides and tilted her hips up.

It was a beautiful pussy. Out of all the pussies in the world, thought Liam dizzily, that is one!

“Pretty, isn’t it.

“More than pretty,” Liam burbled. “Ish beautifial.”

“Beautifial,” murmured Sue. “I like that. Would you like to know my confession?”

“Shure.”

“I’m scared of men, so I lock them up. And then, to make sure, I give them brownies. Do you know what’s in the brownies?”

“Maririagejuandice?”

“Exactly. Marijuana. Only when you’re locked up and so stoned you can’t count do I feel safe in unlocking a man and having my pleasure.”

“Pleesure.”

“Yes. Oh, don’t worry, I’ll put you back. But…let’s let you out for a while. Would you like to let your cock out and have a little fun?”

“Shure.”

Sue had a key hanging on a chain around her neck. The key hung between her awesome boobs. She took the key and smiled at him. He ate another cookie and grinned stupidly.

She unlocked him, too the tube of, the catheter slid out of him and made him shiver. He stared at his penis as it unfolded.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll bet,” she said. She reached into his lap and took hold of his cock and stood up. He stood up with her.

“Come along now,” she smiled at him.

“Okay,” he answered happily.

She led him out of the kitchen and down the hall. Her hand was moving back and forth on his penis and she was smiling over her shoulder at him.

She pulled him around and took his robe off and he was completely naked now. His cock stuck out at right angles and throbbed and bobbed.

“You got nice tits,” he blurted staring at them.

“Would you like to make love to them?”

He nodded his head up and down. The room wasn’t so spinning now, but he felt like everything was a joke.

She unclasped the bra and it fell loose. She sat down on her big bed, then laid back. The pillows supported her and her boobs were simply enormous. And beautiful. And her nipples stood up like soldiers saluting.

“Come…but don’t cum.”

He giggled  at that and crawled on to the bed. He laid at her side and slowly lost himself in sucking her nipples.

She sighed and relaxed.

“Now, Liam, I am going to explain how to make love to a woman, and you must learn. Do you understand?”

A mouthful of tit, his head nodded. His eyes were looking up at her in a most trusting manner.

“Take the nipples very gently and move your tongue around them. Yes, that’s it. Now don’t suck too hard, unless the woman likes it that way.”

“Um hmm,” he followed her advice and she gasped and arched her chest out to him.

“Squeeze them with your hands, gently, and use your palms to…yes, very good.”

“Now, you want to slide down and start licking my vagina. Take long, slow strokes with your tongue.”

Liam’s head was in her crotch now, and his tongue lapped at her labia.

“Very good, get every little crevice and work your way up to the clitoris.”

She had a large, well developed clitoris, and he marveled at how it was shaped like a little dick. And it tased so-o-o good.

“Now, use your fingers to stroke my labia, open it like a flower and you are stroking the petals. Mmm. Now, very slowly, insert a finger and began moving it in a circular motion. Ahhh.”

Liam sucked on her button as he fingered her, always watching her.

“Now then, you may go to two fingers. Always remember to go from one to two to…whatever the woman wants.”

He nodded, and she gasped as he put two fingers into her hole and began rimming her.

“Okay, honey, put in three now, and start jacking me.”

He slid three fingers into her, and he could feel the rim of her pussy as he pressed his hand in, then pulled it out. Her pussy was in amazing shape, very pink and wet, with muscles that seemed to suck his fingers deeper into her.

“Now then, most women are afraid of this, but I love it. I want you to press forward, that’s it, feel your knuckles trying to get in…I’m going to tilt my hips slightly and you will find everything just…OHH!”

His hand slipped inside her. His wrist was gripped firmly by her strong slit.

“Oh, yes!” She arched her back and fucked his fist.

“Do me, honey. Little motions. Feel me in there. Oh, yes, give a twist every once in a while…oh….yes…OH!”

Her hips left the bed and she began convulsing violently. She reached down and held his wrist and pulled him into her. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing anything. She was totally lost in the massive orgasm that was overtaking her.

For a long minute she spasmed, her limbs twitching, her muscles locking and releasing suddenly, then she sighed and came down. “Oh, yes. that was good.”

She leaned forward and cupped her hands around his face.  “That was very good. Now take your fist out of my pussy.”

Liam withdrew his hand.

She sighed as he emptied her, then patted the bed next to her. “Come sleep, little one.”

He crawled forward, lay down next to her, and stared at her.

“You have to close your eyes to sleep,” she smiled at him.

He did so, and was awake for a while, then he was asleep.

Liam had pleasant dreams, but the kind that one didn’t remember upon waking. Then he felt his cock being played with, something slid into his penis, and he heard ‘click!’

He opened his eyes.

Sue sat next to him, his cock, caged, in her hand. The catheter firmly embedded in his dick.

She smiled, then leaned in and kissed him. It was a tender and gentle kiss, and he felt his dong trying to stand up.

She said, “I do so love the feeling of the penis trying to erect. One can feel the frustration.”

“Uh…” he was sober, and suddenly embarrassed. “What…did we…you know?”

“Oh, honey, no. You gave me a glorious orgasm, however, and I thank you. Now, up and at ‘em, you have to install the security system.”

“Then we didn’t…”

“Does your cock act like it has cum?”

His cock didn’t. It was pushing out at the cage frantically. And his balls felt like he had a full load.

“How…uh, come. Why didn’t I…uh…”

Sue patted his cheek. “Oh, you silly. You’re Linda’s property. It’s perfectly okay if you bring me to an orgasm, but as for fucking me? Really. Must you be so obtuse?”

Liam got out of bed and looked down at his poor weenie. All locked up and nowhere to go.

“I think I’d like to go home. Can I have the key?” He held out his hand.

“Of course not,” she acted a little surprised that he would even ask.

“But…I need to go home.”

“No you don’t. Unless you want to go home naked. I took your robe home and locked your house up, so…you’re going to have to work for your supper.” She smiled happily.

“Uh, Sue…I need to go home.”

“What for? To jack off? I don’t think so. You have to learn how to be a good husband. And watching internet porn does not help. I looked at your history, you know. You have such a delightfully filthy mind.”

Liam was dazed all over, and not because of any dope.

“The good news, however, is that you may avail yourself of my cookies any time you feel a bit overwhelmed. So if you need to feel good before you start work…”

She stood up and got dressed. Completely. She wore a dress that was buttoned from the neck and hung to her ankles. She still had her massive mammaries, but they, everything, was concealed.

Which made his cock try even harder to erect.

She slipped into some high heels and headed out to the kitchen.

“Come along, Liam, dear.”

Liam looked around. He had nothing to wear. The robe was gone. And she had apparently locked his house up. What the hell?

But all he could do was follow her.

She prepared breakfast. He just stood there, in shock, until she told him to sit. He sat, and she sat, and she pushed a cookie to him.

“Only one, with meals, if you want to stay intelligent. If you want to get truly messed up then eat a bunch.”

He ate the one cookie, and shortly was feeling no pain. But at least the world didn’t spin him around and drop him on his head.

She laid out the pamphlet with the security system installation instructions. “I’ve checked the tools and I have everything you’ll need. So you may begin when you wish.”

She stood up then and went into the living room.

Liam finished eating, then went in after her.

“We’ve got to talk,” he said.

She closed here fashion magazine and grinned. Oh, I so love it when men say that. It means they’ve already given up, and just have to realize it. Go on and talk.”

“You’ve got to…let me go home.”

“So go.”

“But I need a key.”

“Too bad. So sad. You have work to do first.”

“And then you’ll let me go home?”

“You’re free to go home at any time.”

“But I need a key,” he patiently explained.

“Oh.”

“So will you give me the key?”

“Not until you’ve done your chores.”

Liam felt like screaming.

“And, let me tell you, you were quite delightful last night. You really know your way around a woman’s body.”

He said nothing.

“Now then, if you’re all done talking…”

He wasn’t, but no matter how much he talked, he just got more frustrated.

Finally, he said, “Look. I can’t spend my time over here. I need to go home, I need to call my wife. I need to…” she interrupted him by pushing her phone towards him.

“So call.”

He stared at the phone, then he grabbed it. He opened it to contacts, found his wife’s number, and went into the backyard. Sue watched him, a small smiled perched on her lips.

“Hey, babe! How’s it going?”

“Not good,” he said.

She picked up on his mood quickly. “What’s wrong?”

“Our neighbor. She’s kidnapped me. She’s…” he explained the situation. He was very honest, even telling Linda about getting stoned and bringing Sue to an orgasm.

When he was done Linda was silent.

“So what can I do?”

“Well, it sounds like you’re stuck. I mean, I’d help you, but you’re there and I’m here, so…”

“Can’t we call the police or something?”

“And explain that you’re naked in the home of a person who has been victimized?”

That shut Liam’s mouth real quick.

“Look, honey, I know this isn’t what you might have planned, but it sounds like you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and do whatever she tells you to do.”

Liam was silent for a good 30 seconds then. “I don’t mind the security thing, but she’s…she’s…”

“She’s what?”

He whispered, “When I was stoned, she was talking about a dungeon.”

“A dungeon?”

“Yes. She called it a fungeon.”

“Well, will wonders never cease. The things that people do.”

“So what should I do?”

“Well, it looks you don’t have much choice. Until I get home you’re just going to have to build her a dungeon.”

“Really?”

“Look at the bright side, she’ll let us use it anytime we want.”

“Uh…”

Linda giggled. “God, that makes me hot. I can just see you, hanging from a wall, me taking a cat o’ nine tails to you. Oh, the wonderful screams. The stripes on your lily white flesh.”

“This isn’t funny!”

“I know. I know, but…I have to tell you, I feel so relaxed here, and talking to you like this…it makes me feel so sexy!”

Liam was silent.

“And I have a confession to make.”

Still silent.

“I masturbated last night. I just got so hot thinking about you, dreaming of your body, of how your cock is all locked up…it made me so wet I couldn’t resist.”

“Well, I, uh…”

“Twice.”

A big ball of air seeped out of Liam.

“And, Liam, there are men here.”

“What? No! But…”

“And we all went swimming, and some of them are quite well endowed. They have big packages.”

“Linda!”

“Well, heck,” she pouted. “If you get to fuck Sue then I should be allowed to get a little loose.”

“But I’m not fucking her! I’m locked up! And she’s just…just using me!”

“Well, I can’t help it if you were silly enough to get yourself all locked up. That shouldn’t spoil my fun.”

“But we’re married and—“

“Oops, there’s the lunch bell. I have to go. Gonna go swimming later, and I’ll tell you if I see any packages worth fucking.”

“Linda!” But the phone was dead.

Liam re-entered the house. He was sagging, badly, and the worst thing was…his cock wouldn’t stop trying to get hard! It was like his wife telling him that she was thinking of fucking somebody else had woken it up. Big time.

“And how’s your…never mind. I can see how your wife is.”

She looked at his crotch. His cock was actually pushing the cage out a little, stretching his balls. And his throb was obvious.

“Are you ready to start work?”

The security system was easy. He knew his way around a power drill, and he understood schematics, so he hooked the thing up in a couple of hours. It was neat and professional looking, and he stood back and gazed at the key pad in the closet next to the foyer.

“You did a wonderful job. Here.” She handed him a cookie and a beer.

Liam ate and drank, and felt that nice sense of satisfaction that one gets at a job well done. And then he felt that happy glow of drunk and stoned.

When he was done with his beer and cookies, Sue put her hand on his cage and fondled him.

“You’re a nice man, Liam. You’re going to make me very happy.”

“Uh…I’ve got a wife.”

“Of course you do. But I’m sure she’ll be amenable to lending you out every once in a while.”

“But—“

“We’ll talk later, Liam, first I want to show you something.”

Liam followed her into her computer room where she sat down and pulled up images. Liam’s mouth began to open.

“That’s me!”

And it was. Unbeknowst to him, Sue had been taking pictures. She had apparently passed behind him, clicked a pic of him measuring the wall, his cock cage in plain view.

And she had caught him on a ladder. Naked, Working a Sawzall.

And taking a break in the backyard. Sitting for a moment, and in this one he was examining his cock cage, and it looked like he was fondling it.

“Hey!”

Picture after picture flashed before his eyes.

“Aren’t they wonderful? Aren’t you wonderful?”

He didn’t think so.

“Now then, we have a lot to do, and I don’t have time for your silly male-isms.”

“I don’t…but…”

“There is some Nair in the second bathroom—that will be your bathroom, so keep it clean—and I want you to follow the directions and get rid of all your messy hair.”

“But…I…”

“I would love to put these pictures up on Facebutt. Can you imagine the scandal? Or maybe, instead scandal…the intrigue? Do you know how many women would like to hire a naked handyman? It could be a whole new career for you. Of course there is always the problem of the jealous husbands. But how jealous will they be of a man who can’t get it up?”

She giggled, quite delighted with herself.

Liam’s mouth was officially open. He was gobsmacked. He was flabbergasted, stunned and stupefied. “You…you…”

“Hurry along now. I want to feel your new and improved body.”

In the end, he had no choice. He staggered into the bathroom and read the instructions. Twenty minutes later he was denuded. Not a hair below the neck.

He dried off, then stepped out of the bathroom.

Sue was waiting for him. She was lying, odalisque style, on the bed. One arm supporting her head, naked, her large tits thrusting out.

“You know,” she said, “I didn’t get a boob job. these are natural. I did get a type of surgery that would keep them high and tight. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs, right? I mean, have you ever seen a woman whose breasts looked like a man’s testicles? In a manner of speaking.”

He started at her. Quite flummoxed.

“Come here, dear. Let me feel your new body.”

He went to the bed and stood there. She ran her hands over his frame. “Good muscles, but you should probably work out more.”

She turned him around and felt his ass with both hands.

“Oh, baby. You got the hammer that can pound the nail. Feel those glutes.” She squeezed his buns, hard, then she reached between his legs and grabbed his cage. “Aren’t you glad I’m keeping you pure for your wife?”

“I—“

“Why, without me you’d be wasting your sperm down the drain, or maybe even finding a woman to fuck. This way I get to fuck you, and you never get to fuck anybody. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“No,” he whispered.

“Nonsense,” she whispered, pulling him down and running a finger over his asshole.

Liam jerked.

“Liam, honey. I am your dream come true. You will get all the sex you want, and still be true. Now, hold still.”

She put her hand in a jar of lube and coated her fingers. She pulled on his cock again and he was forced to bend over more.

She inserted a finger and he gasped. She rimmed him, and he gulped. “Hey, please don’t…”

“Please don’t what?” she asked, putting two fingers in his ass.

He tried to straighten up, but he couldn’t her grip was hard, and it felt like she was perfectly willing to pull his balls off if he didn’t do exactly as she said.”

“Now hold still and enjoy. I’ll show you what it’s really all about.”

Three fingers, and he was having trouble standing up.

She stood up, held bent over, and moved him around by the asshole and his testicles until he faced the bed.

She pushed, and he fell across the bed.

“Oh, fuck!”

The problem was that it didn’t hurt! It felt good! He wanted it to stop, but he was rapidly coming to the point where he would want it to continue.

“There’s a boy,” she leaned over him and began pushing four fingers into him, pulling out, pushing in.

Liam started to gasp. He could feel Sue leaning over him, her big breasts pressed against his back.

“Some day I’ll get out my dildo and show you some real fun. Until then, however, I think this will suffice.”

“Please…don’t.”

“Please, do,” she responded.

His ass felt loose, and his mind was looser. He had always been raised to think that asshole’s were for pooping, and that anybody who had sex with them was an irredeemable pervert. But now he was feeling it, and loving it, and…he…wanted more.”

Suddenly, he felt a warm feeling gush over him. It was that warm, glow-y feeling after an orgasm, but he hadn’t had an orgasm.

“There you go. Good boy. Keep going.”

A minute later Sue pulled her fingers out of hi ass and he laid with his top half on the bed. His legs were unable to support him, and he started to slide down.

Sue grinned as he slipped off the bed and puddled on the floor.

“Did you see your cum?”

“Huh? What?”

She made no sense, not that he was able to make much sense of anything right then.

“Feel the bed, where your cock was.”

He turned his head, reached up, and felt a gooey mess on the sheet.

“You see? You had a cum.”

“But…I didn’t feel it! There was no orgasm.”

“Of course not. Good boys don’t get orgasms. They learn how to please women, not themselves. But you have been drained. You have been relieved. All that nasty cum in you is gone and your system is refreshed and rejuvenated. You're welcome.”

Liam stared at her, dumfounded.

“Of course, you should know that your mind doesn’t know that your testicles are empty. It’s going to be telling you that you need to cum, and you are going to feel so wonderfully horny in just a short while. But, don’t worry. We can do this again next week. Okay?”

“But…I…you can’t…”

“Now then, honey, I want you to go down to our future dungeon and make a list of materials. The door is in the little hallway between the kitchen and the garage.

With that, she reached down and grabbed his package once again. She hoisted him to his feet, patted his ass, and shooed him out of the bedroom.

Liam walked down the hallway, dazed, mind melted, and wondered what on earth he could do. This woman was crazy! But she had him in her power!

Was she really a victim? Or was she something else?

He didn’t know, and he reached the kitchen and descended into the basement.

END

How about it, folks?

Should Sue get her dungeon built?

Will Liam get feminized?

should there be another chapter in this sordid saga of unrelenting sex?

Let me know at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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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


I Turned into a Girl!

Simple weight loss turns into feminization!


PART ONE

“Honey, I hate to say it, but you’re getting a little chubby.”

I looked in the mirror and sighed.

We were in the bedroom, Laura on the bed doing her nails, and me trying to fit into a tux.

“I hate to admit it, but…you’re right.”

In the mirror I grimaced at my belly. A little watermelon with a belly button on it. Too much pizza. Not enough working out. Argh!

“Man,” I glumped. “What happened to my svelte, sleek, panther body? I used to be so thin!”

“Well, baby, those days are past.” She held up her hand and inspected her art. Her nails shone like little, red daggers. Blood stained daggers.

“Well, how do you do it?” I looked askance at Laura. She was thin in the belly, round in the hips, and large on top. She was slender but everything jiggled so delightfully.

“Good living, pray to Buddha, that sort of thing,” she bent to put a coat of lacquer on her nails.

“Come on, be serious,” I said. “I know you exercise a little, but…you also have a secret. A woman just shouldn’t look as good as you.”

She glanced at me a smile curving across her lips. “Ooh, compliments. That will get you somewhere.”

“I’ll compliment you till the cows come home if it will get me your secret.”

“But, honey,” she stared at me, “my secrets are dangerous. You don’t want to mess with what I know.”

“Oh, yes I do. If it will help me get rid of this little bauble,” I grabbed my belly fat and shook it, “Tell me, please, oh most gorgeous and wonderful and beautiful woman in the world.”

I could tell she was softening.

“Come on, don’t doom me to a life of being a walking watermelon on skinny sticks. Don’t you want me to be that svelte, powerful panther prowling next to you? Or do you really want a balding, coughing, fat fellow hobbling to keep up on his crutches.”

She laughed, enjoyed the image of myself that I had projected.

And, of course, women being vain, and wanting their man to look good, she softened yet more.

I knelt by the bed and kissed her toes. Oh, that did it. She melted at the sight of me kneeling before her.

“Well, I can tell you, but there are conditions…”

“Hey! Conditions is my middle name! What are the conditions?”

Now, to tell the truth, I was just sort of joking. But she was suddenly serious.

“I’ll tell you what to do, and I guarantee you’ll get thinner. But you have to follow my every advice, do exactly what I say, without complaint, and…maybe I’ll tell you.”

“Hey, ‘Do what you say’ is my middle name!”

She grinned. Her smile lit my heart on fire, and she said, “Two middle names. Joseph Conditions Do What I Say Harkness. I like it.”

“So, what’s your secret.” Still a bit of the jokester in me, but there was a seriosity to her, and that was making me a bit more serious. I mean, what if she really did have a secret? It would be nice to lose that extra 15 pounds of belly fat and love handles. I really would love to have the strong and slender body of yore.

She sighed. “Well, I have a couple. One, and if you have the guts to do this,” she giggled at her play on words, “then I’ll tell you the other one. In fact, no, I’ll just do the other one on you. What do you say, sport? Are you willing to put your moolah where your pussy sucking orifice is?”

Oh, God, I loved it when she talked dirty. If I have an ounce of resolve in my soul, it melts when she talks trash. “Yep.”

“Okay, first, you do this and I’ll start your program tomorrow.”

“Okay. Sock it to me.”

She grinned and evil grin. “First, wear my corset.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Without complaint or consideration. Now. For the party tonight.”

I stared at her. Wear a…a corset? A woman’s undergarment? A…a…”

“It’s in the closet, second drawer down on the right.” She waited.

I gulped. I had gotten myself into this, and, one more factor, I suddenly had a boner.

But how could I have a boner for a simple thing like…like wearing a corset? That just didn’t make any sense.

“I…I…”

She cocked her head. “Well? Mr. Put Up or Shut Up?”

Damn! This woman had my number. Teasing me, looking sexy, challenging me, looking sexy, and…looking sexy.

And my boner totally agreed. At least it was bobbing its head up and down.

I turned, hid my big gulp, and walked into her closet. I found the drawer, opened it, and took out the corset.

The fact is, what if wearing this stupid thing actually worked? I mean, she wore it, and it shaped the hell out of her luscious body, so…why wouldn’t it shape mine?

I came back into the bedroom and Laura laughed. “Oh, goody. I always wondered what you would look like in sexy clothes. This is going to be fun.”

She told me how to undo the back and put it around me. I managed to pull it tight enough to do the snaps.

“Okay, come here, and if I ruin my nails doing this you are going to owe me…big time.”

“I’ll be careful to not ruin your nails.”

She laughed, and began to pull the cords tighter.

“Oh,” I said as she pulled the strings together, a bit at a time, and the corset began to clamp around me. It felt like I was in the hand of a giant, and the giant had decided to squeeze me slowly to death.

“Oh! I can’t breath!”

“What a baby. Besides, breathing is over rated. Grow a pair,” she muttered as she pulled it tighter and tighter.

It felt like my guts were being shoved upwards inside my body.  Higher and higher.

“Breath high, shallow breaths. And stop whining.”

I managed to breath enough to stay conscious, and shortly she was tying a knot.

She slapped my ass and said, “Turn around. Let’s see you.”

“I turned around and her face creased in a smile. “Look at you,” she pulled on the edge of the corset and pushed a bit of my upper flab down. “You are sleek, svelte, like the road runner you used to be.”

“Beep…beep,” I gasped.

She giggled. “And look at this, you have cleavage!”

I would have said something, objected, but then she looked down. “And what’s this!” She grabbed my penis. “Mr. Happy is happy! Look! You’re so hard you’re dripping!”

I didn’t have to look, I could feel the bob and throb of the best part of my anatomy. I could also feel her stroking me.

“Ack,” I gulped.

“What? Does Mr. Happy want to spit at me?”

“Urk! Yes!”

She slapped Mr. Happy very lightly, more to make him bounce up and down than to hurt him.  And he did bounce.

“Ha! I like this.”

“Maybe you could…do that a bit more? Get me off?”

“Double ha! Not a chance. This is so cool. You so hard and horny, and unable to do anything about it. In fact, wait a minute…” She ran to her dresser and rummaged through her jewelry box. A moment later, holding something I couldn’t see, she returned and turned me around. “Hold still here…yeah…Okay.” Click.

Click?

“What did you do?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on! What’s going on back there.”

She stepped to my side, placed one hand on my penis and ran it back and forth, her fingers creating a little pussy hole that was driving me mad. “I just put a lock on your corset.”

“A lock?”

“Yes. A padlock. You won’t be getting out of that thing any time soon.”

“But…but how would I sleep? And it will get dirty and…I won’t be able to take a shower, and—“

“Dry up, baby boy. I’ll let you out some time, but isn’t it cool? You’re all locked up and I’m in control. Maybe I should lock your penis up, too? Then you’d have to ask me if you even wanted to go to the bathroom. I like being in control of my big, strong, manly man.”

Her hand was moving back and forth quickly now, and I could feel the trigger approaching. If I just pushed a little and helped her I could—“

“None of that, bozo. That’s my dick tonight, and I’ll be the one to tell it when to squirt.”

“But…but…”

“Now go pour me a wine spritzer while I finish getting ready.”

Well, she was in control, and I did feel like I had to do what she said. I trotted, as best I could with a corset squeezing my guts out, to the kitchen. My dick bobbed and I looked ridiculous wearing just a corset, but…it was kinky, too. At least, I was super turned on.

The party was great. In spite of the fact that I could hardly breath. Still, I managed to quaff a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and Laura and I danced up a storm. She kept placing her hand on my chest, an innocent enough action between a husband and wife, but she managed to press on the bit of flab sticking up from the corset, and to run her palm and fingers over my nipple.

It was driving me insane.

Which she liked.

Funny, we had played lots of games, and even some tease and denial, but wearing this corset thing had really opened the door. Tell the truth, I was a little nervous. Laura kept whispering in my ear that she was going to control my life, do things to me, and that I was going to be her little boy toy.

But, the greatest thing was a I received a couple of compliments. ‘Hey, Joe, lost some weight, did you?’ And, ‘Been working out a bit, eh?’

I just smiled, and next to me Laura would squeeze my arm and give me a knowing look.

We were driving home, and that was an experience in a corset, when Laura went to work on me.

“Well, that was a success.”

“Yes, it was fun.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Happy.”

“Good. Because now that I know what makes you happy, I’m going for it.”

“Going for what?”

“Going for making you happy all the time.”

“But I am happy all the time!” Was I breathless? Or was that the corset?

She reached across the center console and felt my groin. “Okay, scientific test here.”

“What scientific test?”

“I ask the questions, and the lie detector tells us the answer. The real answer.”

“What real question?”

She unzipped me, held my cock. “Now, don’t talk, just let me do the interrogation.”

Interrogation!” I snorted.

“Cock, does Joe love me?”

My cock bobbed. And, I swear, I didn’t do it! Oh, I would have, it was a good question, but I didn’t have to do it. My cock bobbed all on its own.

“Okay, second question. At the party, did Marsha turn you—oh ho! Guess who was lusting after the neighbor gal!”

“Hey! that’s not fair!”

“Of course it’s not. I don’t have a truth detector on me, but that’s life. Now, another question.”

“But…but…”

“Don’t worry. I don’t care if you lust after other women. I just care that you are sweet and honest and faithful. Are you faithful.”

Not a twitch. Thank God Old Faithful decided not to blow.

“Excellent. And would you be faithful if Scarlett Johansson happened to sit in your lap and…uh, oh…what we got here…”

“That’s not fair…”

“And she took off her clothes and said she wanted to run away with you and asked you to eat her pussy and…” she lost it then. My pecker was bobbing like an apple in a hurricane.

“But…I…”

“Ha ha ha! Give it up, boy, you got the hots for Scarlett Johansson. Admit it.”

She was laughing, so it was all right. “Okay. She, uh, is sexy.”

“Your pecker sure thinks so.” She was sitting back, still laughing, but calming down.

“Well, you can’t blame me. She is almost as sexy as you.”

“Oh, ho! Trying to save yourself!” She leaned forward and grabbed my dick again. “Am I as sexy as Scarlett Johansson?”

Bob. Bob. Thank God!

“Good answer,” then she looked at me and really focused. “Did you like wearing the corset tonight?”

Bob. Uh oh.

“Would you like to wear more of my underwear.

Bob. Bob. Oh, crap!

“Would you like me to dress you up like a girl.

Bob. Bob. Big bob!

“Hey!”

“Too late. Your secret is out. Are you ready for the big one?”

“No! I think we should stop this.” My mouth said stop, my dick bobbed go.

“Would you like me to wear a strap on and…”

“Hey! Come on!” I was wiggling around, trying to get her hand off me.

Truth. The fucking question made me faint. Oh, I would blame it on the corset, but I actually swooned a little bit.

But there was no way I was going to open myself to that! I’m a man! Dammit!

“Hey! Hold still! I can’t get a good reading.”

I managed to get her hand off me, and she sat back in fake upset. “You party poop.”

“I think it’s party pooper.”

“Poop. Pooper. You’re still it. Now it’s for sure you’re not going to get any tonight.”

“Honey…Laura.”

She reached over and cupped my chest—damn, it actually felt like she was squeezing a little tit—but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to play with you. A lot. Mercilessly. Heh heh.”

We arrived home and I unfolded myself from behind the wheel. And I did have to unfold. Between my corset and the stiffness of my dick, I actually moved awkwardly. Still, I made it, and I followed Laura into the house.

She turned and planted the mother of all kisses on me. I mean she fused herself to me, grabbed my cock and stroked, cupped my ‘boob,’ and nearly swallowed my mouth.

All of which I didn’t mind in the slightest.

I mean, she had said no sex tonight, but I thought she was just kidding.

We kissed our way to the bedroom and she threw me on the bed. She knelt over me and took charge. She kissed me, she sucked me. She ripped clothes off until I was clad only in corset. Then she undid that, almost frantically, certainly hungrily. Then she got off me and went to her vanity table and started taking off her make up.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“Are we going to…you know?”

“I’m not going to. And I wouldn’t advise you to, either.” she turned to me, a face plastered with cold cream. “Jackers are bad boys, and you definitely do not have permission to abuse yourself. And especially when I’m not around. You got that?”

“Well, uh…”

“Don’t make me spank you.”

Fuck! My damned dick bobbed.

She grinned. “Spank you.”

Bob.

Spank you hard.

Bob. Bob.

“Fuck!” I moaned, and I threw myself on the bed. I was face up, my cock pointing towards the ceiling.

“Not so fast.”

“What?”

“Go into my closet and get out my black peignoir.”

“What?”

“Are deaf? Get my fucking peignoir,” she grinned, “before I spank you!”

Bob. Bob. Bob. And a bit of a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the slit on the head o my cock.

“Hah!”

“That’s nothing!”

“Do you want me to peg you?”

I turned and over and hid my bobbing cock. Fuck! No way I wanted to get into that! I was a man, dammit!

“Face me and I’ll ask again.”

“I‘m going to sleep.”

“Not until you get my black peignoir. And I want you to go into my drawer and find my black panties and bra. Put those on first.”

“I will not!”

“You promised.”

I went still. Fuck. I did promise. An it didn’t matter that this was going crazy, I had to keep my promises.

I soughed and got up. Cock bouncing, I went to the closet and found the bra and panties and the peignoir. I put everything on, then came out of the closet.

Laura stopped what she was doing and turned and stared at me.

“Holy, fuck. What you look like!”

“I look like a fool.” But…did I? Her eyes were wide and she was breathing hard.

“Baby, lay down, I think I love you.”

“Really?” It just sort of popped out of me. I mean, there was lust in her eyes.

She stood up and sauntered towards me. It’s hard for a woman with a white face to look sexy, but she did it. Her round hips, her large breasts, I was reminded of some sort of Kabuki thing, but, of course, with a female actor.

She grabbed me, kissed me soundly, then threw me on the bed. Little girl, big throw, then she was sitting on me, and my cock was pressed up against her belly, so close to paradise.

“Oh, I want you. Look at you. I never thought. I mean…you’re just so feminine.”

She grabbed my pecs, under the black bra, and massaged them. She moved the silky negligee up and down my frame, and my dick just got bigger and bigger.

Suddenly, she hopped on. Just lurched up and sank, and I was engulfed in her pink palace.

“Uh,” I groaned.

“Don’t you dare fucking come!” She snarled the command. She backed it up by reaching down and squeezing the base of my cock.

“Hey!” I gurgled.

“Shut up,” she snapped. She began to go up and down, I slid in and out, sheer torture, be it of the sweetest kind, and I could feel her fist holding my cock and slapping up against her pussy.

“Please,” I whined. She just breathed harder and bounced more.

For a minute she went up and down, one hand gripping my cock, the other hand pulling on her nipple, slapping her tit, and, finally, slapping her pussy.

“Oh…oh…YES!” Then she bucked, her hips started going crazy, and she actually fell off me, her legs spasming as she tried to close them. Her eyes were closed, but through all this she didn’t let go of my cock. If she had, I would have spewed. But she held on.

“God…please…”

She just lay there, fucked out, gasping for breath, and when she finally came down a bit she just laughed. “Oh, baby. We should have done this years ago. Me in charge. You just a helpless, little pussy.”

“I’m not a pussy!”

She let go of my cock and it bobbed and throbbed and wanted to squirt in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yes, you are. You’re a big pussy, and you’re my pussy. And I am going to take this all the way.”

All the way? What the fuck did that mean?

Anyway, she went to sleep shortly after that, dropping into a deep slumber immediately.

I, of course, was doomed to spend the night with a throbbing cock. It was late before I dropped off, and then I didn’t sleep soundly.

I just really wanted to fuck!

“Oh, yes! Welcome to the sun!” Laura ripped open the drapes and I was rudely awakened.

“Come on, lover nuts! It’s a new day, and I want to play!”

“Oh, gack,” I muttered. “I want to sleep.”

“Sleep is for people who don’t want to play dress up. Now get up!”

I laid there, my head snuggled into my pillow, my eyes closed.

WISSS SMACK!

“OW!” I jumped out of bed, holding my ass.

Laura stood there, holding my belt and laughing.

“When I say move, my little pussy boy, I mean move!”

“You can’t hit me like that!”

Unfortunately, my dick betrayed me. it was bouncing merrily.

Laura laughed and pointed. “Liar!”

“That’s nothing!”

“No, that’s my little love stick, and it means everything. And it’s always honest. Not like some people I know.”

“Well, put that belt down. I want to go to sleep and—“

WISSS SMACK!

I had made the mistake of turning to get into bed, and she had snapped that puppy right on my buns.

I jumped and spun and rubbed my ass. “You have to stop that!”

“Nope. You promised last night. You have to do anything I say.”

“But I’m tired!”

“Ah, so what. You’ll get over that. As long as you do what I want you’ll be fine.”

I continued to rub my ass and glared at her.

She grinned. “Your clothes are on the side table.”

I looked down, and my eyes grew wide.

“I thought we were just going to do that last night!”

“Oh, no. We’re in it for the long haul. Now, can I trust you to get dressed—you can wear male clothes over those, but you have to wear those shoes—or do I have to lay down the law?” She snapped the belt.

“Okay. All right. I’ll get dressed.” I eyed the underwear on the table like that were radioactive.

“Excellent. Hurry up, I’ve got your breakfast on.” She turned and strode out of the room. And she strode proudly. Back straight, ass swaying, boobs jutting.

Apparently she really like this power trip game she was on.

Well, hell. I sighed and turned to my new underwear.

The panties were easy to put on and, fortunately, they were a little stretchy in the crotch. I didn’t really fit in them, but at least my balls weren’t hanging over a skinny string of material.

The bra was easy, once I figured out how to fasten it, slide it around my body and pull it up.

The tummy shaper—it was a small one, just a band of tight material to fit around my belly—was tougher. I had to pull and contort, but I made it. And, miracle of miracles, my belly was going down. It was flatter. The damned corset and tummy shaper were working. Of course I had little boobs where the shaper had pushed my chest up, but that would go away with a little working out. Until then I would wear loose clothes. Clothes that would hide panty lines and bra straps.

Then I had the miserable experience of trying to bend over far enough to roll stockings up my legs. I made it, but not without strain and cursing.

I looked at myself in the mirror, and was once again startled. Without the belly I actually had a somewhat feminine figure. Feminine or not, I put on some male clothes and then looked at the shoes.

They were heels. Maybe two inches. Not a big deal, I’ve seen cowboy boots that high, but they were so damned feminine! They were a skinny spike, shiny black leather, with open toes. More like jacked up pumps, and I would be able to walk in them, but…crap! They were woman shoes!

I actually fit into them pretty easily. I wasn’t wearing socks, and the nylons were sort of slickery, and my feet slid right down into them.

I stood up, and it was okay. Yes, I was awkward, but I could walk.

I took a few practice steps, then pulled on a pair of long pants, to hide the heels, and headed for the kitchen.

Click, click, click! I was actually making those sexy sounds!

Laura came to the door and grinned at me. “Now that is sexy.”

I actually gave a wan smile. I was awkward, encased like I was a sausage in female accouterments, and yet…my dick was struggling inside the tummy shaper.

Laura felt my little cock bump and grinned. “Yep. Mr. Happy is grinning.”

“Hunh!” I grunted. I was breathing okay, but I was feeling somewhat confused. I mean, I was not acting in a male manner. But I wasn’t a female, so why were these clothes turning me on?

Laura grabbed me and sat me down. She stared at me while I ate my eggs. She had set out a glass of orange juice and whispered, “Drink the juice. All the juice.”

I wasn’t much of an OJ guy, but I did.

I finished eating, it wasn’t a big meal, small portions, really, and she said, “Okay, we’re going shopping today.”

“Uh, no thanks.”

“Anything I say—that’s your middle name, right?—we’re going shopping.”

And there I was, caught. And I had to go shopping.

“But don’t worry. We’re only going to garage sales, and maybe the Goodwill. You can handle that, right?”

“I guess so.”

We went out to the car, and I blinked in the sunshine. I had been so immersed in my female underwear I hadn’t even thought about the fact that I had been drinking the night before.

“I’ll drive,” she brushed by me to the driver’s door.”

I started to object, then shrugged. So she drove. So what? But it was one more little bit of me chipped away. One more tiny part of my male armor, and I didn’t realize it.

We drove through town, searching for lawn signs proclaiming garage sales, or yard sales. It wasn’t long before we found one. Laura parked and we walked up the drive.

Mostly old stuff. No antiques to make a profit on, no super deals, just old dresses and children’s books and things. I was surprised when Laura went through the dresses and picked out a couple. And a pair of granny boots. What the hell did she need granny boots for?

The next garage sale was a bust, and the one after that was…a BUST! I mean, we’re looking at the stuff, fishing tackle on a table, Hungry Hungry Hippo and a few other games, and the usual collection of plates and gimcracks, and Laura sees it. A pair of breast forms. Big ones. Sitting on a shelf in the garage. Behind the table where the people sat and collected money. Not in the garage sale.

“Are those for sale?” she asked the old lady sitting behind the table.

The old lady turned and gazed at the breast forms. “Those? Those were my sister’s, she passed a couple of years ago. You want them? What for? You look pretty healthy to me,” she eyed my wife’s bosom.

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’ll make my husband wear them.” She turned to me, “How about, Joe? Would you like a hefty set of bosoms?”

People around us were grinning, and I turned eight shades of red. “Uh, I think not.”

Oh, I was in high dudgeon. I was humiliated, and everybody was looking at me, and I wanted to do something, anything, to look more masculine than I felt at the moment.

Laura snickered, turned back to the lady. “No, I’m thinking of a Halloween costume. How about it, they for sale?”

Well, she had rescued me, but the damage was done. I couldn’t get the red out of my face if I painted it blue.

“Sure. I don’t know how much…is two dollars too much?”

“Are you kidding? That’s a great deal. I thank you.” Laura peeled off two bucks and handed them to the lady. The lady handed her the boobs. She, of course, turned and handed them to me. “Hold these, Joe.” She thrust them into my hands.

What could I do? I couldn’t make a big scene about it! If I objected too loudly everybody would see that I had a problem with holding these…these boobs. Which my wife had said she was buying for me.

So there I was, a man, holding a big pair of boobs, one in each hand, not knowing what to do, looking weird and awkward with a strangled expression on my face.

And, my wife, to make matters worse, decides to tell a joke.

“Say, do you know how much a pirate costs?”

The old lady, holding my two bucks in her grubby mitts, tilts her head, “No.”

I heard one of the people standing around groan. “Oh, this sounds bad before it’s even here.”

“Two bucks,” pronounced Laura. “They’re a buck-an-ear. Get it? Buccaneer.”

Oh, the groans, and while everybody stood around and had a good time my face was turning even redder and redder.

“Well, come on, Joe, grab your boobs and keep up,” She strode away, and people all laughed as I followed her.


PART TWO

“I can’t believe you embarrassed me like that.”

We were standing in the kitchen. I was still wearing my femininity underneath, and had a feeling I would be wearing it for a long time. I had poured us a couple of drinks and was guzzling my bourbon and Coke. She sipped her wine spritzer and chuckled.

“And how does Mr. Happy feel about that?”

Bob.

“Oh, look at that.”

I was still red. I had been red all the way home. This was making me even redder.

“You can’t…you can’t…”

She put a finger on my lips. “Shush, my sweet. I want to see something. Take off your shirt.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. I knew what she was going to do and, I hate to admit it, I was curious.

I put my nearly finished drink down and pulled my sweat shirt off. I had chosen the sweat shirt because it was loose, would hid my little pecs and my bra straps.

Once off she put her drink down, picked up a fake boob and slipped it into one of the cups of my bra. Then the other one.

“Holy moly, Batman!”

She stood back and stared. I could see my reflection in the kitchen window, and I was stunned. The tummy shaper had slimmed me down, and the falsies built me back up.

“Put your shirt back on.”

Dazed, I slipped my arms and head into the thing, then pulled it down…over my boobs.

“Oh, my gosh!” Laura grabbed my arm and turned me slowly around.

I was stacked. And there was no misshape, no way to tell that these weren’t my own. They poked out under the sweatshirt and I stared at the window reflection.

“”Oh…oh…” Laura grabbed my hand and tugged me towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute,” I gasped. I nearly tripped on the short heels.

“No waiting. This is too good.”

She pulled me into the bedroom. “Take off those stupid pants!”

I sat on the bed, kicked off the heels, and peeled off my pants. And I nearly had an orgasm, the way my boobs got in the way when I bent over. I was totally woman topside, and I felt faint.

Yes, I felt good. Erection good. My lie detector cock was bouncing like a retard on a trampoline.

A bit of cloth struck me in the face. It was a pleated skirt. A mauve color.

“Put it on!”

I held it up and stared at it. It was…a dress. A skirt. Woman’s wear.

“Really?”

“Now!” She was rummaging in her closet.

My fingers trembling, I lowered the skirt and stepped into it.

She came out of the closet and stopped, stared. “Wow!” Then, try this on. She handed me a wig.

A wig? A…a wig?

I held the thing, now it wasn’t just my hands quivering, it was my whole body. Something was happening here.

I bent down and figured out the thing, then placed it on my head. It was formed for the head and it fit perfectly, almost like it had been made for me.

Laura came out of the closet again, and she was holding a pair of heels. A really big pair of heels.

“Those are too big.”

“You’ll be fine. Put them on.”

I sat down on the edge of the bed and forced myself over enough to pull on the heels. My feet suddenly were slanted at 60 degrees and my calves were pushed up.

“I don’t believe this.” Laura fluffed my hair, put her fingers under the wig and manipulated the thing on my head. It fit even better when she was done.

“Wow,” she said.

I stood up, and I was suddenly taller than her. Normally I’m only an inch over her, but this was six inches.

She laughed. “I’m going to have to wear my own heels, with platforms.”

We were facing each other, breathing hard.

“Okay, go sit at the table.”

She stepped back.

“No.”

“Anything I say.”

“But this is too weird! I’m…I’m…”

“Turned on,” she finished for me.

We looked down at my cock. It was pushing the pleats out big time.

Laura grabbed it, stroked it through the material. My knees were struggling to bend, the heels were so high, and now they grew even weaker. She pulled my face down with the other hand and kissed me tenderly. Then: “Baby, this is play day. So don’t you give me any shit. Now sit down and I’ll get something to handle your cock.”

She stepped away, pushed me towards the closet, and I almost feel over. I managed to stay upright, however, and staggered towards the table. I placed a hand on the back of the chair and steadied myself.

Laura went into the closet again, and I stared at myself in the mirror.

I had a woman’s body, and a woman’s hair. I wondered how long it would take my own hair to grow out. Probably not long.

Then, Laura still in the closet, I sat down. Not because I wanted to, but because my legs were shaky.

Laura came out of the closet holding what looked like a ribbon. When she got closer I could see it was a stretchy thing used for a weight loss gimmick. It was a rubber tube with velcro strap on the end.

“You’re gonna like this,” she said. “Stand up.”

I stood up and she fastened the velcro grip around the shaft of my cock. She put the rubber tube between my legs and said, “Sit.”

I did, and squeaked when she pulled the tube tight. I felt her doing something above my butt, and suddenly realized that she was fastening the end of the tube to the snaps on the tummy shaper.

“And to think, I almost threw that thingie away.” She came around and leaned against the make up table.

“Honey, we’re going to do you up good.”

“What do you mean?” But I knew what she meant.

“Look at you. A woman in every way but…your face. You’ve got big boobs, your hips look rounder, everything about you screams ‘sexy.’”

“What are you going to do?” I asked. I could feel fear, and…anticipation. My cock, we both knew, was doing the dance. I wondered if that tube thing was going to be enough to hold it down when I stood up.

“I’m going to make you up. And you are not going to complain. You’re going to sit there and take it like…like a woman.”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like a drink to help you along?”

I nodded over the gulp in my throat.

“Your command is my wish,” she misquoted.

She disappeared for a moment, I heard the sound of the frig, ice in a glass, then she was back. She was holding two glasses. She put one on the table and handed me the other one. “I brought you two. Nothing like a little liquid courage, eh?”

I gulped and gave a heavy breath.  “Okay. I’m ready.”

The smile on her face was like a child’s at Christmas. Everything she ever wanted was under the tree, and she turned to the instruments of transformation on her table.

The next hour passed slowly, and yet it was faster than I could imagine.

Every moment was an excruciating sensation, dragging out, making my penis leap and drip. Yet, when it was over, it felt like I had hardly even had a thought. The world had sort of disappeared while I went ‘under the brush.’ And the tube and the liquid and the sponge and the…

She cleansed me and primed me. She laid a foundation and my skin looked sallow. If that was really even my skin. She bronzed and blushed me and put color back into my face. She brushed on eye shadow and lined my eyes with mascara. Finally, the piece de resistance, the colored my lips.

“God. I would love to stain your lips, make them last a while, but…” she shrugged and focused on rolling the red paint on me.

I was done with my drinks by that time, and I sort of wanted another one. Instead, I got stood up, and I stood there, weaving on my heels and  slightly under the influence of drink.

The tube stretched up my ass crack, rubbed my brown button, and my dick was pulled down. It was pulled just hard enough to make me pooch my butt back a bit, which made me look even more feminine. Laura took me over to the wall mirror.

I stood, as slender as her, but taller, and with bigger boobs. My hair was auburn and it flowed down over my shoulders. My face was unrecognizable as male. The red lipstick set everything off, and my eyes, for the first time in my life, really sparkled.

I looked like a woman.

“Well, not bad.”

“I don’t believe it,” I murmured.

“Believe, baby.” She turned me to her. “Now get ready to experience one of the most frustrating things about being a woman.” She pulled my head down to hers, our lips were an inch apart, and she said, “No, no…mustn’t mess your make up.”

She backed off and laughed.

I didn’t think it was funny. It was, as she had said, frustrating. To be so close, to feel her breath, and know her lips were right there…and to be denied. Oh, God!

“Okay, girlfriend, you’ve got the afternoon to get used to it, then the party starts.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ve still got to paint your fingernails, and maybe choose some bangles for you, pierce your ears, that sort of thing.”

“Pierce my ears?”

“Do you know of any woman that doesn’t have pierced ears? Besides, it will really frame your face, give light to it. You will absolutely love wearing some danglies. But, first, there’s something we need to do.”

“What?”

“Lunch.”

So we went to the kitchen, and it was a whole new world for me. I was a different height. I couldn’t bend much because of the tummy shaper, and I was so incredibly aware of myself as a woman.

Laura fixed a couple of salads and place them on the table.

“Salad?” I was used to a hamburger, or a big, old ham sandwich.

“Salad. You don’t want to try and eat a big meal with the shaper on. Besides, I want you hungry tonight.”

“What’s tonight?”

“You’ll find out, now eat your salad, and try not to mess up your lipstick.”

I ate, and it was difficult. First, I had to work with these sharp nails extending from my paws. Second, I had to nibble, take small bites that would fit smoothly into my mouth without messing me up.

Laura, of course, laughed at my efforts. “You’ve got a lot to learn, bub. But I’m a good teacher.”

So we ate, and when I had managed to clean my little bowl she unscrewed a little bottle and put out a couple of pills.

“What are those?”

She hesitated, then said, “Weight loss pills. They’re what keep me slender. I’ve double your dose because you’re bigger than me,” I wasn’t, at least, not by much, “and because we want them to work fast.”

“Oh.” I popped the pills into my mouth. I pushed them down with a gulp of my whiskey, then smiled at Laura.

“Are we going to keep me drunk all day?”

“And all night. This is your night, baby, so let’s make the most of it.”

“Okay by me.”

We smiled, and the afternoon began, and it was brutal. All afternoon Laura drilled me on how to act like a woman. Man, I never knew there was so much stuff that women did that was so different  from how men acted.

How to walk was the easy one, and it gave me lots of trouble. How to place the heels on a line, letting the ass sway a little, but not too much.

How to freshen up make up. That was tough, to say the least. Working with a little compact, putting on lipstick, I felt real clunky.

Then there were the thousand and one little things, how to sit, how to hold the hands, how to carry a purse, how to smile, how to greet other women.

It was much more than I could ever remember, but Laura just went ahead and drilled me and told me not to worry. “You’ll remember enough, and the fact that you are a woman will decide any issue in your favor.”

“I am a woman?” I raised my plucked eyebrows.

“You are,” she lowered one eyebrow and gave me the female version of the gimlet eye.

I learned how to conduct myself in a bathroom, how to get in a car, how to do all the things a woman does.

And, I drank. I didn’t drink a lot, just enough to keep me going, to not let me get sober, and yet not get me sloppy.

“Why are we doing all this?” I asked at one point. I was a little discouraged, the drilling was going on so long and was so intense.

“We’re going out tonight.”

“What? No! I’m not going out like this!”

“Like what?”

“Like a woman.”

“What’s wrong with going out like a woman? I do it every day.”

“But you are a woman!”

“And so are you. Go on, look in the mirror, do you see anything masculine about that reflection?”

“Well, but…”

And she rode right over my arguments.

Now, if she hadn’t had me high, I probably would have been able to resist. In spite of any promises this was way too much. But she did have me half high, and by the time dinner rolled around we ate little and she made sure I was freshened up and cheerful. I had a couple of more pills, and another drink, then she pushed me out to the car. I couldn’t resist, I was too off balance in my heels, and she opened the passenger door and pushed me in.

“I want to drive!”

“Says the drunk,” she laughed and went around to the driver’s side.

Shortly we were zipping down the road, two girls in a Toyota Rav. Out for a night on the town. And I was slowly overcoming the effects of the whiskey and feeling terror.

Charlie Coyote’s is the hot spot of Los Angeles. It has a big patio, a dance floor, booze, and sexy people. At all times of the day.

Laura drove in and we got out.

Well, she got out. I was frozen. Couldn’t move.

The parking attendant got in and grabbed the gear shift and looked at me.

“Senorita?”

Then my door opened and Laura was pulling me out of the car.

The attendant was puzzled, but he stole our car and we walked up the brick paving to the iron gated front door.

“That’s it,” Laura held my arm like we were two girl friends, “Just smile, one foot in front of the other…you’re doing fine.”

And I was near sober when we sat down at a small table in a corner of the patio.

And I was near unconscious. I wasn’t really aware of the iron work, the flowers, the picture of the bullfighter on the wall.

Dimly, I heard Laura say, “Two Margaritas. Salt.”

Then a shadow went away and I wondered where I was.

“Earth to Josephine.” A hand was turning my face and I found myself staring at my wife.

She was grinning. “How’s the shock coming?”

I started gulping, and my eyes were blinking, and I was aware of a shadow going away. The waiter, a fellow named Jose, was off to see to our libations.

“What? What?” Was that really my voice? That stunned whisper?

“That good, eh? Well, don’t worry, it’ll get better. A drink or two and you’ll be back in the pink. Oh, maybe I shouldn’t say that. Back in ‘the pink.’” She giggled.

“What…what are we doing?”

“Having a drink, maybe some finger food. Not a big dinner. You couldn’t fit a big dinner into your bound belly anyway.”

“I don’t…” I gave up talking.

Our drinks arrived right after that stumbling exchange, and I sucked the whole thing down like I was a camel trying to refill after a month in the desert.

“Whoa! Jose, another one.”

Jose rambled off, and I stared around. The liquor was hitting me quickly. I hadn’t eaten anything, and I felt the heat bubbling in my belly. I started to come out of shock.

“Wow,” I said.

Laura picked up on my change of attitude. “There we go. Back to normal, yes?”

“Is this normal? Me being a girl in a hot nightclub?”

“It is now. Want to dance?”

I didn’t say anything, but Laura knew I needed to move around. Fortunately, there was a lot of space around our table, and we got up and she took me in her arms.

She…took me. But I was the man. But, no. I wasn’t the man. And when I tried to lead she wouldn’t let me. For a moment it was awkward. Finally, courtesy of another drink, I relaxed enough to let her lead. We danced in the little space in front of our table, then a finger tapped me on the shoulder. Both Laura and I turned.

He was six feet tall, a square jaw, lithe, but ripe with muscles, and a devil may care look in his eyes.

“May I cut in?”

Laura: “You’ve got one minute, then I need you to sit down here. What are you drinking?”

He blinked, but he said, “Seven and Seven.”

Laura took a few steps and snagged Jose and whispered in his ear. When he nodded she sat down and watched me take my first dance with a man.

He place his arms around me, and I was thoroughly flustered. And embarrassed. And all my homophobia launched.

He was a man! He was holding me! Like I was a woman!

I could feel his crotch. He wasn’t being unusually randy, but this hips were close enough that when I dipped when I should dapped his cock brushed my thigh. A hard bump in his pants.

My own hard bump was getting harder, making me bend into him, thrusting my breasts towards him.

He was a good dancer, and thank God Laura had loosened me up. I was able to let him lead, though I kept stepping on his feet.

He just laughed and twirled me around in that small space in front of our table.

It wasn’t a minute, it was just to the end of the song, and I didn’t know if that was less or more than a minute, but he deposited me in my seat, then sat down himself.

Laura leaned in. “That was nice. You seem to be nice.”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” he grinned.

“But there’s something you should know.”

“Oh?” He sipped his drink and watched us.

“Josephine is a man.”

I was staring at his face, caught by what happened to his expression.

A moment of tautness, a big blink, a look towards me. A long look.

“Heysoos. I wasn’t much of a fighter, but I wondered if he was going to hit me. Or something.

He didn’t hit me. He just sipped, took a few deep breaths, and said, “I wondered. You dance good, but…there’s something awkward.”

“She’s not used to the man leading.”

“So, can I ask, what is the situation here?”

“Simple. Josephine has just started taking estrogen hormones. She has her dick, and it is quite functional, but she is exploring the other side. taking a walk on the wild side, as it were.”

“And…how am I involved in all of this? I mean, you invited me here for a drink, and we’re talking…where is this going?”

“Simple. We need to know certain things. About men and relationships. So we’re going to invite you to a party. At our house. If Josephine feels like it, you might get lucky. If she decides no, then I’ll spread my legs for you. And I do feel like it.”

“So let me get this straight. We go to your place. We fool around and…Josephine…decides whether she would like to go all the way. But if she doesn’t, then you’ll go to bed with me.”

“Exactly.”

“But what if I want more?”

Laura tilted her head in question.

“What if I want to fuck both of you?”

A long second passed. Then Laura nodded, “I think that can be arranged.”

He turned to me. “And that’s all right with you?”

I was drunk, I was dazed, I was in a new state of shock, but I could still think.

Laura had talked about fucking other men, but we had never looked at that. Would I be all right with that? Heysoos. What a dilemma! But was it, really?

She wanted to fuck.

She wanted me to fuck.

She wanted us to…find out things.

And this guy, we didn’t even know his name, was willing, and willing to be a gentlemen about it.

Slowly, my head turned things over, and I came to a decision. “I’m okay.” I said.

“Whew!” He blurted. “This is going to be a night, eh?”

Laura put a hand on his. “Yes, it is. Now, let’s have another drink, you two—I’m driving—and get this show on the road.”

We sauntered out to the parking lot and the attendant raced away to get our car. In a moment he was back.

Laura: “You two get in the back.”

The car was a coupe, two doors, and Jeremy, that was his name, helped me into the back. I felt his hand caress my butt, and…it felt good. I plopped down, then he plopped down next to me.

Laura got into the driver’s seat and started the car up.

We sailed down Melrose for a while, the lights flickering, the night about us, and Laura said, “Put your arms around her.”

Jeremy put his well muscled arm around my shoulders. He reminded me of how little muscle I had. I was lithe and strong, but whiplike. Not the muscle-y type.

We turned right on La Cienega and headed up the hill. I sank back in Jeremy’s arm.

“Kiss her gently,” suggested Laura. She was watching us in the rear view mirror.

He bent over me, and he was a true gentleman. He took his time, brushed my lips softly, applied more pressure, and…it was strange.

I was used to doing the kissing.

I had never experienced the forcefulness of a male’s lips.

Truth, it took my breath away.

He backed off, looked into my eyes, and said, “Wow.”

My heart was pounding, and I stared up at him. Fear was in my eyes.

We turned right at the top of La Cienega and headed for Laurel Canyon.

He kissed me again, and I could feel his hand touching my fake breast. Even though it was fake, I could feel the pressure of his hand.

Laura turned up Laurel Canyon and we were shortly holding on as the curves pushed us one way, the the other.

We arrived at our house and I got out and stood in the driveway. Frozen.

Jeremy tried to move me, then stopped. I wasn’t going anywhere. Even on my high heels. And I started to cry.

Laura came around and inspected me. She turned to Jeremy, “I don’t think she’s ready.”

And I wasn’t. My heart actually hurt. My head felt like it was filled with poison ivy. I was starting to sob. A part of me wanted to, but…but…

“It’s okay,  honey. Stop crying. Nobody is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

I snuffled, couldn’t stop crying, but at least some of the pressure was off.

Laura turned to Jeremy. “Well, that leaves us.”

“I don’t want to make you do something that…” he shrugged.

“Let me take you back to Charlie Coyote’s.”

An unspoken thought drifted between them. I could feel the sex in that thought. Yet, I couldn’t say anything. I had said I was okay with everything, and I wondered how she was going to fuck him.

Would they do it in the car? Her bent over the seat and him pumping away?

Would they stop at a park and do it on a picnic table?

Or would they just go to a parking lot and do it standing up. Just pull down her panties, lift her skirt, and thrust his pecker into her. Her bent over, him grunting and thrusting, filling her up.

And…would he cum in her? Would he fill her with his seed? Would she come home with his sperm dripping out of her?

He said, “Sorry it didn’t work out.” Then he touched my shoulder. I think he was afraid to kiss me at that point, and shaking hands seemed…weird.

He got into the car and Laura turned to me. She spoke pointedly. “I shouldn’t be too long. Just make yourself a drink and try to relax. Everything is okay.”

“But…I’m sorry. I didn’t…I wanted to do this…”

“Honey, you went further than a man can be expected to go on the first date. So just go relax and I’ll be home in a while.”

“Are you going to…”

She knew what I meant. She held her ground. “I said I would.”

I nodded, snuffled, and turned and walked into the house. Behind me I heard the car door slam, then the car was zooming down the road.

An hour later Laura returned. She hopped out of the car and sauntered into the house. She was humming like the cat that got the canary, and she was carrying a sack. She put the sack down and went straight to me, kissed me deeply, and I tasted him on her.

I tasted his cock.

“I…you fucked him?”

“I did. Would you like to see the proof?”

“Yes,” I said, not very bravely.

“Well, come along.” She picked up the sack and walked back to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she pulled her panties down, then off. They were dripping wet. She lifted her skirt and laid down on the bed.

I could see it. The white semen oozing out of her. I came closer, was fascinated.

I looked at her. “Was it good?”

“Oh, God. Yes. He was big. Bigger than you. And he really knew how to use it. He plumbed my depths, took me for a real ride.”

“How did you do it?”

“Standing up. We just pulled off the side of the road and stood on the far side of the car. I leaned over and he fit his cock into me. It went in nice and easy. Took my breath away.”

She was watching me while she talked. Her eyes were glittering.

I was staring at her pussy. Enraptured by the white semen.

“Do you want to…to touch it?”

I reached a finger forward, ran it over the thick, white liquid.

“Do you want to taste it?”

I stared at her.

I had come so far, but not all the way. And maybe this…this would help.

I found myself leaning forward and my face moved into her crotch. I extended my tongue and licked it. A little salty. A little…slippery.

“Go on. Do it.”

She put her hands on my head to encourage me, and I found myself going forward, pressing my mouth to her, and I lapped at the semen and sucked at her hole. I felt warm chunks slide into my mouth, and I ate, and swallowed, and was totally captivated by what I was doing.

Laura groaned, held my face to her pussy, and ground her cunt into my mouth.

“He came so much,” she murmured. “Don’t you wish he would have cum in you? Don’t you wish I was licking this out of your hole?”

Oh, God, I could hardly think, and suddenly, in spite of my earlier failure, I was excited. My dick was bobbing again, and…I wanted it.

I wanted to experience what she had experienced.

She pushed me back. “He said he’d be willing to meet with us again, when you’re ready.”

I nodded, licking my lips and tasting the slippery essence of man in my mouth.

“He also told me how to break you in, how to get you ready.”

I waited.

She picked up the sack, turned it over, and a dildo and a mess of straps fell out.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted.

She got off the bed, I was on my knees from having eaten her, and I backed up. She put the straps on, then fitted the dildo to the straps.

“He said gentleness only goes so far. He said if you really wanted to experience this then you need to be taken. You need to be convinced that you’re a woman, and that I’m the man.”

“You’re the man,” I whispered, looking up at her in awe.

“So suck me off. Now.”

Her dick was big and in my face. She grabbed my ears and pulled me to her. I opened my mouth and engulfed the penis.

“Oh, God!” she muttered. “This is so fucking hot!”

She pumped in and out of my mouth. Sometimes I felt like gagging, and I could taste my lipstick smearing over the thing.

“You’re quite the cocksucker,” she told me, driving the thing deeper and deeper into my face. I tried to relax, to let the plastic shaft have its way.

Suddenly, she pulled back, grabbed my ear and pulled me around to the bed. “Up on all fours. I want to take you doggy style. I want you to feel what it’s like to be a bitch.”

I crawled up and my butt faced her. She reached into the sack and brought out a large can of lube. She scooped out a large glob and pushed it into my ass.

I gasped as her fingers entered me, opened me up. She reamed me with several fingers, spreading the lube thick, pushing it in, making sure I was totally ripe and ready.

“Okay, honey. This is what you missed out on tonight.”

She slid that big thing into me. I gasped, and arched, and fell forward.

She stayed with me, kept me impaled on her penis. For a moment we lay like that, her on me, her penis ensconced in my butt, then she began to move.

“Oh!” I blurted, and I moaned. I could feel the fake veins on the thing rippling along my canal.

She pushed in and I gasped again.

It felt good. I had never felt anything so good in my life. It felt ten times better than what I pushed my puny peeny into her.

“There we go,” she whispered into my ear, then she bit my ear, as she sank deeply into me.

I clutched the bed spread with my fists and held on.

In and out she rammed me. Up and down she went, and I felt my rear hole opening up, clutching, protesting even as I loved it.

For long minutes she pummeled me, and I could hear her grunting in pleasure.

Grunting and groaning as she savaged me, opened me up, made me submit.

And it was submission. She was in charge. She was the fucker and I was the fuckee, and that involved a total reversal of roles, and a delicious giving up of my maleness.

Yes, I would be a male after this, but never the same. And there would be a huge part of me that was female, that wanted the clothes, the make up, and the feel of a ramrod stoking my fires.

Finally, she pulled out. She turned and sat down on the bed and slapped my well used ass.

For a while I just laid there, marveling at what was going on inside me. Finally, I groaned and got up and turned to sit next to her. My asshole, surprisingly, didn’t hurt. In fact, the pressure of sitting down made it feel pretty good.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“Oh, God,” I muttered. “But I didn’t cum. I’m still so damned horny.”

“That’s good. You stay horny, and some day you’ll have a prostate orgasm. Or maybe we’ll just figure out how to drain you, to press on your prostate and drain all your cum out. Without an orgasm.

“Whoa.” I said. Then I turned to her, “You…you wouldn’t like to have a bit of the old dick, would you?

She grinned at me. “I already got off tonight, and with a bigger dick than yours.”

“Oh.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to go back to your little weenie. I sort of doubt it.”

I felt an ineffable sadness, and yet…yet there was something excited in me.

“But don’t worry. I’ll keep fucking you till you do cum. And, who knows. Maybe Jeremy, or some other stud, will be able to make you cum. Would you like that?”

Would I? Probably. If I got horny enough, definitely.

“Well?”

I nodded, and sighed, and wondered at the strange changes of life.

END
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


Feminized in 100 Days

Love and the Exchange of Power


PART ONE

It started innocently enough; I was turned on by my wife getting dressed.

We had been married a half dozen years, lot of love there, and a lot of sex.

Lately, though, the sex had been diminishing. Diminishing in spite of the fact that she was truly coming into her own. She had made partner in her firm, was pulling in high profile cases, and the resulting flush of victory, the power in her stride, the way she smiled, so ‘I rule the world,’ it was turning me on even more and more.

So why was the sex diminishing?

Because I was static in my career. I sold cars, and in the beginning I sold a lot, but my interest was waning, she made more money, she was always getting ready, she had knock ‘em dead gorgeous, large breasts (Like I ain’t kidding!) and strutting out of the house like a sexy bombshell.

And I just didn’t feel worthy. I mean, we had started on a level, but now she was out classing me. She was out of my league, far out, and I didn’t feel worthy.

And it all came to a head one sunny morning.

We had just had great sex. For her.

I had eaten her to a frothy peak, suckled her tits, kissed her endlessly, and then, because I wasn’t pouncing on her pussy with my dick, she pushed me on my back and rode me.

She bounced, tilted her pelvis, corkscrewed, got every square inch of my dick. She pulled her tits and slapped her pussy, and in the end, she arched her back, tilted her head back, and opened her mouth in a silent scream of pleasure.

I went over baseball cards in my head.

I held myself back. I tightened my muscles and tried to act passionate even as I divorced myself from the pleasure.

I managed it. Just as she was able to throw herself over the top of the mountain and have a glorious orgasm, I was able to hold myself in.

And, let me tell you, with a woman with the face of an angel and the  body of a goddess it was hard.

And, not to toss puns around, when she looked down at me, contemplated me, then rose up off me, it was still hard.

She sat for a moment, biting her lip, studying me like I was a hostile witness about to be interviewed. She sighed, stood up and went into the shower.

God, I was like steel down there. Being fucked and not cumming, I was standing up like a redwood tree.

I considered jacking off. I could do it quick, while she was in the shower, or I could do it later, when I had the time to…do things to myself.

Later. Maybe with a little porn, as if I needed that with her luscious presence in my mind.

She finished her shower, I watched her take the towel off her head and release those gorgeous locks, they tumbled down over her shoulder like waves on a golden beach.

She dried her legs, bent over so her breasts drooped, but only for a moment. When she straightened up they rose to their proud position. Big, but not saggy. Oh, Lord. I felt the heat in my groin all over again. It was moments like this that made me wish I had cum.

She tossed the towel in the hamper, giving me a view of her world class ass. Not too big, but round, firm from all her work outs, a man stopper in the best sense of the word.

She came back into the bedroom, and, I swear, I almost swooned. I was so damned horny. I wondered if I could hold my cum, not jack off, all day. I would be so fucking hot, and desperate, and as the day drew out it would just get better and better.

She entered her closet and picked out a pair of panties, a thong, gave her a thrill to have that strip rubbing her rectum all day. She stepped into them, pulled them up snug and wiggled a bit. That wiggle almost drove me insane.

She took a garter from where they were hanging on the back of the closet door. She stepped into them, took down some stockings and came out of the closet.

She sat on the back of the bed and rolled them up her sleek stems. I reached out and touched her back. I sat up and massaged her shoulders.

“Mmm,” she groaned.

She turned then and kissed me. Her lips were the height of sensuality and my hard cock throbbed as I felt her flesh on mine.

She pulled her face back and stared at me, contemplative, then finished rolling up her stockings.

She went back to the closet and took out a bra, a shelf bra. She liked to wear shelf bras in court and in negotiations. She would wear a jacket over, but open in the front. She wouldn’t deliberately flash an opposing lawyer to distract him, or show a bit of tit to a judge she wanted a favorable decision from, or let the jury catch a glimpse of her fullness…like hell she wouldn’t. She was a lawyer who knew her business, she worked all the angles and always came out on top.

She was a driven woman.

“I’m going to quit and sell cars on the internet.”

She came out of the closet, pulled up a pencil skirt and almost killed me with the sheen of her legs.

“Is that good money?” Told you. Driven.

“It’ll be better than what I’m making now.”

“Have you ever thought about opening your own car dealership?” She sat down in front of her make up table. This was the part of the morning that I liked best. I loved to watch her do her magic, to transform her face from merely stupendous to out of this world.

I walked over and pulled a chair to the side so I could watch her better.

I loved to watch her apply a little TLC to her perfect flesh, her sparkling eyes, her full lips.

“Maybe some day. I’d have to deal with car companies, get backing,  it’s a big undertaking.”

“Will selling cars on the net aid you…or slow you down.”

I thought about it. “Actually, it will help me. It will teach me things I don’t know, and I can see, if I make certain contacts, it could be a big boost. That means going to seminars and conventions, but…” I shrugged.

She had applied foundation, was working on blush. Her hands moved quickly, but gently, and the color came into her cheeks. My penis, of course was starting to drip.

She suddenly looked down at my crotch. She reached down with a soft brush and pulled it over the top of my head.

I shivered and my cock jerked. I truly thought I was going to cum.

She put the brush aside and began working on her eyelids. She chose a delicate grey and gently transformed her eyes, made them smokey and mysterious.

I gave a shiver, which I knew didn’t escape her trained eye, and watched as she picked up her lipstick, but she didn’t apply it. She swiveled on her chair and faced me.

“Tom, what’s wrong?”

“Wrong? Nothing’s wrong? Why do you ask?”

Everything was wrong. I wasn’t cumming, I was jacking off when I did cum, and I was withholding myself from her.

She leaned forward, her face mere inches from mine, and she applied her lipstick. I watched as the golden tube moved across her lips, leaving a red, moist color. Built in plumper, though she didn’t need it.

I licked my lips, and realized that I was staring at her lips.

And she knew it. She was expert at cross examining, and she had just worked her magic on me. I was a trembling, sweaty mess, my dick was surging, out of control, fucking the air.

“What’s going on, Tom. Tell me.” Her voice was soft, yet penetrated my soul. She had put all her lawyer wiles into it, made the witness, me, love her, which was easy because I already did love her.

“Nothing’s going on,” I tried, my voice wasn't steady, though.

She smacked her lips, never took her eyes off mine. “I feel sexier and sexier every day. I am alive with lust for you, yet we make love less and less, and when we do…when we do you usually don’t cum. And if you cum you act all grumpy, like you’ve been caught doing something wrong.

“Now, Tom. I’m a patient woman, and I love you, but enough is enough. You will tell me right now.”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” I bubbled in false cheer, trying to get past the moment. “It’s just something I’m handling on my own.”

“You’re going to handle it with me. Right now.”

“I’m just going through something, and…no need to bother yourself ab—“

“Tom.”

Still I held on.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. Her soft hands brought a thrill to my heart. My cock jumped. It was already dripping, wanting to spew, and I was out of baseball cards, especially with her incredibly beautiful face inches form mine, and those lips, with that lipstick, and…

“Tom. If you don’t tell me right now then I’m never going to let you cum again.”

“UNNNHHH!” I shivered, like a dog shaking off water, and my cock spewed a massive cum shot. It just went out, through her grip, messing her hand, and getting on her nylons.

“Uh….uh…uh…” I kept roping, but not so forceful. That first shot had been the home run, these were all singles and doubles.

Stunned, Tammi looked down at the dripping mess in her hand.

She looked at her nylons, a big glob of goo sliding down her beautiful legs.

She looked at me. Her eyes were wide, her mouth was open, she was stunned.

“Huh…huh…” and I finished. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.” I hung my head.

A moment passed, a long moment, full of…thoughts.

She gently touched my chin, lifted my head. Surprise was gone, and thoughtfulness was in her features. “I understand now.”

“No, no…” I protested.

She leaned forward and kissed me. A firm lip plant that she normally didn’t do for fear of messing her make up.

She drew back. “I understand everything. And we can talk tonight.”

She stood up and took off her stockings.

“But….I’m sorry… can’t we…”

She smiled, and it wasn’t a sad smile, and said, “Don’t worry, Tom. I understand, and we’re going to have a good talk tonight. So just relax.”

She stood up and stepped into her heels. Her calves popped and I stared down at them.

She giggled then. She touched my face, a light caress of the cheek, her red fingernails making my heart throb. “Don’t worry, Tom. I’m going to take care of you.”

Then she walked out of the bedroom, picked up a short jacket in the hallway, her briefcase, and…out the front door.

I, of course was a mess. She was going to take care of me. What did that mean? And what did she think she understood? Well, I would find that out tonight. And it scared the hell out of me. And would scare me all day. And I didn’t even know what it was that was scaring me.

And that’s how it started.

Lawyer’s sometimes work long hours. They get in the middle of a trial, there’s research and planning to do, and Tammi would put in long hours.

She wasn’t, however, involved in a big case right now. A couple of weeks she had a big one coming up, but for right now she was taking it easy, arranging her schedule as she wished, and today she wished to get off early.

It was only three o’clock when I heard her Beemer trundle into the garage. That was earlier than usual, and I shut down the computer and went out to meet her.

She entered the kitchen with a smile and a large bottle of champagne. Expensive champagne. Bollinger La Grande Annee Brut 2012. And, not to draw this out, the official champagne of James bond.

“Well, what’s this?” I greeted her cheerfully, giving her a quick kiss and taking the bottle.

“It’s the first day of the rest of your life, baby. Now open that bottle of fizz and let’s get down to business.”

She went to the bedroom to change and I reached into a drawer and took out a corkscrew. I screwed the pig’s tail into the cork, worked it gently, and…POP! The cork was out.

I poured two flutes, placed the champagne in the frig and walked back to the bedroom.

Tammi was wearing a filmy negligee, her shelf bra lifted her breasts and caused her nipples to rub against the material. She had told me that made her really horny. Just looking at her sitting at her make up table and applying lipstick made me gulp.

Applying make up? But she was home from work. She usually relaxed and didn’t bother with make up.

“Have a seat, lover,” she motioned to the chair I had sat in that morning.

I placed the champagne on the table and sat.

She looked at me, smiled, and placed one hand over my flute, and lifted the other one to her lips.

Absolutely enthralled, I watched as her lips nibbled at the edge of the glass. She lowered the glass, and the red imprint of her lips was thick upon the rim of the flute.

“I’m not going to drink?”

“Oh, yes. You’re going to drink. Here.” She held her glass out to me. I looked at the lip print, my cock was surging, and I looked at her.

“Turn it so you have to drink over my lips. It’ll be like we’re kissing without touching.”

I actually groaned a little at that. I raised the glass and, her eyes fixed on mine, I touched my lips to her…lip print.

She smiled. “Drink more.”

I did.

“Finish it.”

I drained the glass, set it down on the table. I felt the cold liquid slide down my throat, burst in my stomach, and within literally seconds I was flushed, feeling the blood rushing through my body, into my face.

Tammi smiled, and reapplied lipstick, thickly.

“Take off your clothes.”

That was easy to do. I stood and shucked my pants, slid out of my underwear, threw my shirt somewhere, and sat back down.

She had taken a drink from the remaining glass of champagne and she held the glass out to me.

“Drink, but slowly this time.”

Her lips were again on the rim, I stared at them, was fascinated. I was kissing her without kissing. It was incredibly erotic, to have something without even touching it. I lifted the glass and sipped slowly.

“Good,” she said, “let’s go. Bring the bottle.”

Stood up, and when I stood up she grabbed my penis with one manicured hand. She was holding her golden tube of lipstick in the other. She left the other glass, we would be drinking from only one, and led me out of the room.

She led me through the house, and I was having trouble walking. My knees were weak and my cock, even though I had cum just that morning, was pulsing.

She looked back at me, giggled, and led me out to the patio. We sat down on a lounge chair, both of us. She was sitting with her back to the back, and I was sitting facing her. Our legs were spread and she stroked my cock softly.

I groaned with the sheer, intense pleasure of it all.

Our faces were close. We drank. Her pouring the champagne, drinking a bit, but having me drink the lion’s share. Shortly I was riotously drunk.

She kept putting on fresh lipstick, sipping, or kissing me, and continued stroking my cock, stopping when I got too close.

“Oh, God,” I said, at one point, thoroughly intoxicated and in love.

“God won’t help you now, buster,” and she giggled yet again. I might be drunk, but she was giddy with…with something in her mind. A hidden secret.

I was too hypnotized by her beauty, and the scene, to even think about finding out what she knew. But she was going to tell me.

“Did you look into selling cars on the net?”

“I did,” the world was slanting slightly.

“Does it look good?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Good. Quit your job and give it a try. If you don’t make money I can support us.”

I stared at her, drunk, in love, and I couldn’t help it, I began to cry.

She put the glass aside, leaned toward me, and asked, “What’s wrong, Tom.”

“Nothing…nothing.”

She was holding my cock, my tears were splattering on it, and she said, “If you don’t tell me then…” she let go and emphasized her words, “I’m never going to let you cum again.

I began to jerk, my hips thrust forward, fucking the air. I had an orgasm, but without the sperm. I was empty, but my urges couldn’t be denied altogether.

She watched me, her lips pursed, a quirky smile on her face.

I bucked, and shuddered, and then sort of caved in on myself. I sat there, all slumped over. Tears gone.

She reached down and grabbed my cock again. She began to stroke it, and it stayed hard.

I stared down at it incredulously.

“You had a dry cum, lover. An orgasm without the squirt. Your body is empty, but your mind still wants to cum.”

It was true, I felt on edge all over again.

“Now, tell me what is wrong.”

Still, I couldn’t. But I didn’t deny that something was wrong. I just shook my head and remained mute.

“Then I will tell you.”

Huh? how did she know what was wrong with me?

“Tom, do you remember when I first graduated law school?”

I nodded.

“I was doing pro bono work for the county, and I had all sorts of cases.”

I remembered. We had spent much time discussing them. It had been fascinating.

“There was one case I never told you about.”

I tilted my drunk head. Secrets coming out?

“Do you remember the name Ricardo Lopez?”

I shook my head.

“He was a bad person. Beat his wife so bad…he ended up on the docket. I ended up interviewing him. A lot.”

“So?” I was curious. My dick was throbbing, I felt like cumming again, though I knew it would probably be a dry cum,  yet I still wanted to hear what she had to say. There was something here…something I was being set up for.

“Nearly a hundred hours of sitting and letting him spew, of getting down to his motivations. After that I had countless meetings with psychiatrists who explained things about Mr. Ricaro Lopez.”

“What things?”

“Ricardo had started out being a cross dresser. Dressed in his mother’s dresses, wore her lingerie.”

Now I was frozen. I wasn’t a cross dresser, but her words were piercing me.

“Do you know what motivated him?”

“What?”

“A feeling that he wasn’t worthy.”

“Wasn’t…” my mind was shocked, and yet in overdrive. She had stated my exact feeling.

“Now, we don’t know why, or how, but that motivation led to his becoming a cross dresser, and, eventually a wife beater.”

“But I don’t…don’t understand.”

“Tom, there is something in you that doesn’t feel worthy. That is causing you to draw back from me. Maybe it’s the disparity in our salaries, maybe it’s something else, but it’s there.”

I was silent. What could I say?

“Tom, do you want to wear my clothes?”

“No.” In truth, I had never even thought about it.

“Well, you’re going to.”

“What?”

“I’m going to start making you wear articles of female clothing, and you’re going to come to grips with your feelings of…not being worthy.”

“I am not.”

“Not wear women’s clothes? Or not feel worthy?”

I was confused, but that’s the way she wanted me. I was drunk, and she was pushing it.

“I don’t understand.”

She was stroking me, squeezing my testicles rhythmically. She kissed me softly, and I tasted her lipstick.

“You will, lover. Now, I want you to do something.”

“What.”

“Just follow my instructions and I will prove something.”

“What?”

She smiled. She let go of my cock, unscrewed the golden tube and held it to my lips. She slowly painted my lips.

My heart felt like it was stopping, my cock was throbbing.

She said, “If you don’t let me dress you up…I will never let you cum again.”

“UNNNHH!” and this time semen actually dribbled out.

The next morning I woke with a groan. That’s the thing about champagne, it sometimes leaves a nasty reminder of its joys in your head.

“Well, well, look who’s coming to breakfast.”

Tammi was already sitting at her make up table.

“Oh, man,” I moaned.

She finished her lipstick—I had missed the show, damn it!—and turned to me.

“Come look in the mirror.”

I groaned some more, wanted to go back to sleep, but there was something in her voice that compelled me. I stood up and walked into the bathroom, and stopped, and woke up all the way, and even the pounding in my head went away, so great was my shock.

I was fully made up.

I had lipstick, eyeshadow, and my face was smooth and blushed.

“What the fuck!”

Tammi came in and stood next to me, one hand on her hip in a saucy pose.

“Of course, you shouldn’t sleep in make up, we’ll have to wash the sheets, but you can do that today.”

“I need to get this off!”

“I know, it’s a bit much for a first time. So I’ll show you how to get rid of it, but first, you have to promise me something.”

I stared at her.

She reached to the back of the bathroom door and took down the negligee she had been wearing the day before. She held it out to me. “Put this on.”

“I’m not—“

“And you must wear it all day. No other clothes.”

“But what if I have to leave the house?”

“You’re working on the internet now, and you don’t have to go anywhere. Unless you want to show off your new uniform?” She giggled.

“I’m not going to…” but there was something in me that was perking up. Something telling me to…to…

“No,” I said.

She ignored my words and put the sleeve up one of my arms, then pulled it up and helped me insert my other arm.

She stepped in front of me and bumped into my dick.

I looked down. She looked down.

“Mikey! I think he likes it!” She laughed, then reached down and started to stroke me.

I groaned. Then: “What about removing this goop?”

“Use the jar of cold cream on my table. You don’t need a lot. There are washcloths on the sink. And I’ve got to go to work. It’s Friday and I’ve got some meetings. I have no idea when I’ll get home.”

She kissed me, gave me a final squeeze to the nuts, a hard one that buckled my knees, then walked out laughing merrily.

All that day I was confused. Yet I was alert and able to think, but the thoughts were…weird.

I didn’t want to be a girl.

Did I?

I didn’t want to wear woman’s wear, but then why did this negligee cause me to be so erect?

Because it was rubbing my nipples and my cock.

Still,  mostly on remote, I managed to do some work.

I called the car dealership and told them to send me my last check. Well, I couldn’t go pick it up, could I?

I burrowed into the net, exploring the job of selling cars on the net. It wasn’t a big field, but people were doing it, and there did seem to be potential.

All morning I tried to stay focused, naked but for the filmy negligee, my cock hitting the table under the keyboard, my penis actually oozing pre-cum.

I had just cum the day before, and cum so much that I was dry. Yet I was already manufacturing baby batter. My cock told me so.

It was the negligee. It was the rubbing of the sexy material, it was…it was good. It felt so damned good. I found myself thrusting my hips as if I was fucking, and groaning a loud.

Then, lunch time, I was tired. I had been fighting my urges all morning. I had been struggling against the idea of wearing women’s clothes.

I closed the windows having to do with finance and car sales and opened up Nudevista. I typed in ‘cross dresser.’

A sad window opened up. Yet I knew this wasn’t all. I typed in ‘Trans,’ then ‘Transexual,’ then ‘Tranny.’

My interest began to perk.

There was the usual cock sucking and butt fucking, but there was more.

Men wanting to be women. Men with tits. (That one made me hard. Or maybe I should say ‘harder.’) Men who looked like women. Men who REALLY looked like women.

I felt things crashing in me. I felt attitudes shifting. I felt my world thrown into the air and landing in an entirely different position.

Could it be true? Could I be a closet crossdresser? A Tranny in the making? Was there something wrong with me?

Yet it didn’t feel wrong.

I didn’t feel like I identified with being a woman.

Yet what was happening?

I began exploring the net, typing in a variety of terms, slowly honing in on various…things.

Men who took hormones and became women. With a working dick. Without a working dick.

Yikes! I was a horny bastard! I wanted my dick to work!

Men who got castrated.

I almost screamed in my head at that one.

But it made me understand something: I wanted to be made up, dressed up, and that was what made me horny.

All those mornings of watching my wife make herself up, get dressed in such sexy clothes…I wanted that.

I wanted to feel beautiful.

I wanted to feel worthy.

I was a guy, and maybe some people would consider me handsome, but I wanted to feel beautiful.

I wanted the world to be a beautiful place.

I wanted to feel worthy.

The phone rang. I checked, and it was Tammi.

“Hey, lover, have you given much thought to what we talked about this morning?”

There was so much confidence in her voice. And I could see her in my mind’s eye, sitting behind her desk, powerful, beautiful, Her legs up, the ankles cross, the bottoms of her feet showing.

I could imagine people, both men and women, coming into the office. Seeing her legs so presented, then she lowered them, hid them behind her desk.

I could feel the heat of those people. They were in the presence of a powerful, beautiful, worthy person.

I wanted to be worthy.

“I’ve thought about it a lot.”

“Any specific thoughts?”

“Well, I’ve given my notice, and I am willing to be your canvas. Do you wish to paint? Do you wish to create a work of art?”

“Oh, lover, do I. You’re making me so hot I’m dripping.”

“I love you.”

I love you more, and lover…?”

“Yes?”

“I’ll be coming home in a while. Get ready.”

I smiled and hung up the phone.


PART TWO

A load off my mind, I was able to work that afternoon. I went on chat rooms, sent emails, and thoroughly explored the idea of selling cars on the internet. The big problem was that there were so many big companies doing it. Still, I knew all sorts of ways to get myself to the top of Google, I had connections that would enable me to get any car I needed. It was possible. A lot of work, but…this was starting to look good.

And it helped that my chest felt so light, and my dick was so hard.

By 6:30 I was through for the day, and Tammi arrived home shortly after I shut down the computer.

“Hey, babe, time to get dressed. We have a party!”

“Party?”

“One of the partners. Celebrating an anniversary or something. Come on.”

We went into the bedroom, had a long shower where I tickled Tammi to a cum, and she stroked me to a ‘not cum.’

I laughed, feeling so fucking horny, and she threw some clothes at me.

“What?” I actually blushed as I held up garters and bra.

“I’m going to be thinking of you all night,” she responded. “And when we come home you’re going to make me squirt my brains out.”

“And what about me?”

“What about you?” she spoke humorously, laying on the haughtiness, snapping her fingers dismissively.

Fifteen minutes later we were dressed and ready to go. She put her hands on my shoulders. “Good. You can’t feel the straps, but I wouldn’t take your jacket off.”

“I won’t,” I promised. Her bra had big cups, and though the bra was stretched around my chest, and the cups were stretched, there was saggy material on my pecs.

I placed my hands on her shoulders, let them slide down to her boobs. I hefted them lovingly. “Oh, baby. I am so jealous.”

“Maybe I’ll let you worship them tonight.”

“Oh,” I felt my cock throb. This talk of denying me was driving me crazy.

“Maybe,” she laughed at the expression on my face.

We set off for the party with her driving. Usually we took my car, but she told me to let her take the lead, that we were changing our relationship, and I should get used to it.

It was weird being in the passenger seat. I had plenty of time to have my own thoughts, and my mind wandered in different directions than when I drove.

Still, I was drawn to Tammi, and I wound up sitting half sideways, one leg up, staring at her.

She was such a stunning woman. And she was confident. She wheeled that car, powered off the stop lights, and hummed with power and self-assurance.

“What,” she asked, very aware of my admiring gaze.

“I can’t believe how I feel.”

“Do you like all that sexy underwear under your clothes?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“You like the way the material slides against your nylons? The way the garter straps hang and hug you?”

“Heysoos. Women have it great.”

“And you should have it great, too. I did some research, you know.”

“You did?”

“Spent my lunch hour researching men who wanted to turn into women.”

“What’d you find out?”

She glanced at me, hit the brakes, turned the wheel, and circumvented herself around a stupid driver.

“The testosterone count of males is dropping. Severely. One per cent a year since 1980.

I was struck silent for a moment by that figure. then: So I’m at about 50% of what I should be.

“Maybe, depends, but, judging from the changes you are going through, your mental attitudes, I’m no psychiatrist, but…I would sat yes. Maybe more than 50%”

“Why more?”

“Because I put a lot of soy in your diet, other things that girls love, but men don’t, but which you, poor, trusting you, ate.”

“Wow.” I thought about that.

“And maybe that explains what you feel. Simply, call it diet, call it adverse effects of medicines and vaccinations or whatever, you are losing testosterone, and estrogen is effecting you.”

“Double wow.”

“Which leads me to this: Do you want to beef up your testosterone? Or your estrogen?”

That stopped me. I hadn’t thought about hormones, but…but that was the choice.

But, honestly, I felt it was more than simply chemistry. I think what happened to me was natural. Heck, who was to say: did my testosterone level effect my ‘female mind?’ Or did my mind effect my testosterone level?

I thought it was my mind effecting my levels.

“So what are the yays and nays?”

“Testosterone will work, but there is impact on the heart. There is a danger of heart attack. Estrogen may be safer, but there is a danger of shrunken penis.”

“God, I don’t want to lose my peeny!”

She chuckled. “I think, if we are careful, and very selective, we can avoid the shrunken penis possibility. And, to tell the truth…my little, dirty secret?”

“What?”

“I’ve always had a hankering for a woman.”

I stared at her. We were getting close to the party.

“Oh, I don’t mean like lesbian. I just love the idea of making love to a woman, and the fact that that woman will have a big, strong erection, well, if I was much wetter I’d slide right off this seat.”

My turn to laugh. What a way to express herself.

“So what do you want? Testosterone or estrogen?”

“Sounds almost like a ‘tits or dick’ choice.”

“I suppose so.”

We were on her partner’s street now, and I decided. “I think I’d like to explore the estrogen angle. We can always back off if we need to. It’s hard to back off from a heart attack.”

“Okay. I know some doctors and they will be free with their advice, and I think we can find our path on this little adventure.”

She pulled up behind a car. Her partner’s house was a two story affair and all the windows were bright with light. We could see people chatting and drinking. It looked like a good night.

The party was a good one. Lots of people, lots of liquid cheer, the kind of party where people asked, ‘Did you really do that?’ the next day.

I knew a lot of the people, and I renewed acquaintances, listened to people expound, laughed at a couple of lawyers talking about Repub vs Dem, and generally had a good time.

I didn’t, however, drink much. My policy, in soirées like this, was to drink one bourbon and Coke fast, then sip Cokes for an hour or two, then another shot, and so on.

Besides, it gave me the wherewithal of mind to appreciate the feeling when I walked. Tammi had threatened to make me wear high heels, and I thought about that. Being taller, looking down on people. Definitely a powerful concept, and I wondered if that was why women wore the things. I mean, they aren’t the most comfortable shoes in the world, but it did raise women to the level of men, physically. I would have to ask her.

A tap on my arm. “Hey, handsome. Let’s dance.”

It was a girl I had seen from a distance, but didn’t know, and didn’t know anything about. She was shorter than Tammi, had dark hair in a sort of elongated bubble cut, and large boobs. I liked that, so I took her in my arms and we whirled out onto the patio.

We danced for a moment, I saw Tammi over her shoulder, leaning against a post, and winked at her. She winked at me.

“My name is Lisa.”

“I’m Tom. A pleasure.”

She was dancing close, maybe a little too close, but I was high, and how can a guy feeling large breasts pressed against him object?

“Say, is that a bra under your jacket? Do you want to turn into a woman?”

My mouth was open, my face was frozen, I turned so red you could have hung me on a Christmas tree.

She giggled, she was hugging me now, I could dance, but not escape.

“I just love men who embrace their feminine side. I’d like to see a man with big tits. Would you like big tits?”

She looked up at me, but I was helpless, speechless. I wanted to lay down on a rug, roll it around me, and jump out to a dumpster. I have never, never, in my whole life, felt so bared, so embarrassed, so befuddled.

Then she was laughing, and turning me, and we were right next to the post. Tammi started laughing, really laughing, and Lisa laughed, and, finally, I laughed.

I wasn’t laughing as hard, and I was still embarrassed, but it was plain they had pulled a major ‘gotcha’ on me.

Finally, they went to a chortle, then just stood there grinning.

“Man,” I muttered. “I don’t ever…” I shook my head.

They chuckled some more, high fived, then Tammi said. “This is Lisa Rothberg. ‘Doctor’ Lisa Rothberg.

“Glad to meet you, Doctor Lisa.”

“That certainly was my pleasure.”

“I’ve known Lisa for years, and she is the doctor I had in mind when we were talking about testosterone and estrogen and the hormones you might need.

“Wow. Things happen fast, don’t they?”

“They do, if you want them to,” said Lisa. “Let’s talk about you and figure out a basic game plan. I can schedule tests in the next couple of days, and we’ll find the bestest, fastest way to get you big titties, and yet not interfere with that big cock of yours?

I blushed.

“You could feel that?”

She laughed. “If I had been any closer I would have been behind you, and yes, I felt your big bruiser poking into me. I can’t wait to ‘examine’ that.”

And so the die was cast.

That weekend was one of the most interesting of my lives.

Saturday morning Tammi had me do the Nair thing. I washed every hair on my body, under my chin, into the drain. God, it felt wonderful when I slipped into a dress after that. I could feel the material brush against my skin, electric, and Tammi merely said, “Wait until you put some nylons on. You’re going to cream your panties.”

Speaking of panties, I wore a tummy shaper. I wasn’t a fat person, and I didn’t have much of a belly, but it helped me see the potential when I looked in the mirror. I could see myself with the hips flared and the big bosom.

Saturday afternoon Tammi and I had a few drinks and played with make up.

She taught me about colors and blending and all sorts of things. She taught, but I knew it was going to be a while before I learned. But it was absolutely fascinating to see myself in war paint, my eyelashes thick and  long, my eye shadow matched to my skin color and hair.

And the lips. Oh, my Lord. I have always had a thing for moist, red lips, and I thought my cock was going to pop when she plumped them up and applied lip stain.

“Lip stain?” I asked. “What’s the difference between stain and regular lipstick?

“Lip stain lasts longer. You can make your lips bright and juicy with a little gloss, and stain lasts longer.”

“How much longer?”

“It’ll start wearing off right away, but you’ll probably have redder lips than usual when you go see Lisa.”

“Hmmm. And double hmmm.”

She laughed. “Chicken Little?”

“Yeah. I guess I am. I guess I’ll have to work my way through it.”

She nodded, kissed me gently, then looked at me, then kissed me long and hard.

I was in a dress, with female underwear, fully made up. My chest was flat, but my dick was a huge, old bone. The tummy shaper wasn’t going to cure that.

We broke for air, and she gasped, “I’ve got to try something.”

“What?”

“I’ve got to fuck you.”

“Good.”

“As a woman. I have to see how I feel. And there’s something else I have to do.”

What that something else was I had no idea, and no chance to find out, because she was suddenly all over me. She pushed me onto the bed, took the female superior position, felt my flat chest as if it was stacked, and groaned and stuck her tongue halfway down my throat.

“Ah….god!” I finally managed. “You’re fucking serious.”

For an answer she spoke hoarsely, “I’m seriously fucking. Can you fuck me without cumming?”

“I don’t think so.” I was hornier than moose in mating season.

She frowned. Then: “Okay. I’m going to fix you up.”

I leaned on my elbows as she ran into the bathroom. She came out a few seconds later with a can and a handful of rubbers.

“What the…?”

“Shush. Let me work.”

She lifted my dress, pulled my shaper off. My dick sprouted up like the Statue of Liberty. Or maybe Washington’s Monument. Whichever one is bigger.

She sprayed my penis with a mist, then began unrolling rubbers onto it.

I could feel my dick, and then I couldn’t.

“Hey!”

“Don’t worry. It’s numbing spray, makes men last longer.”

“I guess I’ll last longer if I don’t feel anything.”

She had three rubbers on me now, and was unrolling a fourth. She giggled. “You’re not supposed to feel anything. Only I’m supposed to get off…this way.”

“This way?”

“You’ll see.”

She had a half dozen rubbers on my unfeeling cock. The rubbers helped hold the blood in my penis and it felt huge. It sort of looked huge, too.

She greased my penis with lube, then squatted over me. A look of sublime pleasure on her face, a smile bigger than a six year old’s on Christmas, she slid down my pole.

I didn’t feel a thing.

It was obvious that she felt everything.

“How are you doing, Mister King-Sized Dildo?”

“Oh, fuck, this is frustrating.”

“It’s going to get worse,” and she started to ride me.

I was helpless under her weight, and she bounced and twisted and moaned and groaned. She pulled her nipples, then leaned down and spoke into my face, “Suck them, you asshole.”

I sucked. Baby, I sucked, and I used my teeth and pulled them. With my hands I squeezed them and pulled them.

Then she straightened up and continued fucking me.

On one hand it was a total blast. I was fucking, and the woman I loved was getting massive amounts of pleasure. On the other hand I couldn’t feel anything. I truly was nothing but a human dildo, existing for my wife’s pleasure.

For long minutes she rode me, and I could tell it was good.

“Heysoos!” she moaned. “You feel bigger! You’re stretching me!”

Then, quickly, she sat straight up, her eyes opened, her mouth opened, and she gasped.

“Fu…” And she began to cum. Long, hard. The look in her eyes glazed, and her eyeballs actually rolled up a bit.

I held her, and she kept jerking and twitching. Her pussy muscles held onto me. I couldn’t feel sensations, but I could feel that I was  being gripped by her pussy, and I just lay there and waited. Fascinated. Astounded. Amazed at how horny I was, and how little I could do.

Slowly, she collapsed. Her backbone just went out of her and she slooped down against my chest. She lay there, breathing hard, trying to recover, gulping uncontrollably.

For a long few minutes we lay like that, then she began to recover. “Oh, God. That was the best cum I ever had.”

“Hey, Mikey! I think she likes it.”

She pinched my nipple. “I think she LOVES it!”

She rose up off me, as she rose my dick left her pussy, my dick still fully engorged, trapped by rubber and as erect as I had ever seen it. I looked at my penis. “Heysoos.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, lover. I’ve got a plan.”

“For a dick that has no feeling?”

“Only for a half hour or so. You’re going to have plenty of feeling, probably about the time I get these rubbers off you.”

She began unrolling the stretchy, little things, one at a time, and it wasn’t long before it was just me, not rubber, standing up from my body.

“Now comes the fun,” she murmured. “Just lay there.”

She sat down on a chair and pulled me down so my legs were on either side of her, but my cock was right in her face. She began to stroke me. “Tell me when you can feel something.”

“Okay,” I gulped. Just because I couldn’t feel didn’t mean I couldn’t see, and the sight of my dick being stroked made me hornier than ever.

She stroked for long minutes. Took a break to rest her hands, turned on some soft music, and then continued.

I felt something. I felt a dull something far away, as if it happened to somebody else.

“Yes?”

“Very lightly,” I answered.

“Good.”

She then held my cock in one hand and rubbed one finger against the underside of the head.

Slowly, slowly, sensations came back.

I felt life seep into my tool. I felt the warmth wake up. And I began to feel her single digit rubbing under my head.

“Oh, that feels good.” I murmured.

“It’s going to get better and better. It’ll be best if you just try to ignore it. Take your mind off it.”

Take my mind off it? Hunh! Okay.

For a long minute, sensation was back, I managed to ignore the finger insistently rubbing my cock. Then, out of nowhere, I bucked.

“No, no.” she said. “Don’t do that. Just lay still and feel, and try to ignore me.”

I couldn’t ignore her however. My head started to grow very hot, and my cock pulsed.

She wasn’t stroking me, or fucking me, but that magic spot was working.

I tried to thrust again and she let go.

“You hold still…or else!”

“Or else what?” I grinned. “You’ll never let me cum again.”

She just grinned at that, and rubbed her finger on me.

Rub, rub, rub.

When it happened it took me by surprise. One second I was just feeling the throb, the heat, and a cum was far away, then sperm suddenly shot up my shaft. It didn’t squirt, however, it just bubbled over and flowed down the sides of my cock. And even though I didn’t have an explosive cum, I had a long lasting golden feeling. It was very different from what I was used to.

Tammi giggled, kept rubbing, and then leaned forward and began sucking. She licked the sides of my cock clean, took the head in her mouth, and devoured every last bit of sperm.

I groaned, and then it was over, and I was left with nothing but that hot and heavy feeling in my cock and in my chest.

For a long minute we just sat there. Well, I laid, she sat, and then she asked, “How was that?”

“Hesoos Xristo in a swimming pool filled with sharks. That was the sneakiest, weirdest, most enjoyable cum…”

“Good. Now, let’s fix your make up.”

She helped me off the bed, and it was weird. I had just laid there, she had done all the work, for both of us, and yet my body was slow to respond, sluggish.

She sat me down at the table and worked on me.

I was a little mussed up, but not bad.

I said, “So much for not letting me cum.”

“That was a freebie, for science’s sake.”

“Science?”

“Yes. Go put your tummy shaper on.”

I admired my feminine look for a second, then went to the bed. My tummy shaper was on the floor and I picked it up, stepped into it, and realized something. I looked at Tammi and blurted, “I’m hard.”

She grinned. “That was what I wanted to find out. And it was probably your last test. If you stayed soft after that, or even felt a desire to put man clothes back on, then we would have needed to re-evaluate. But you not only got excited to have your make up back on, you went right back to being hard. Honey,” she looked into my eyes, “I believe you have the makings of a real woman.”

We worked on me the rest of the weekend, and she showed me things about walking, sitting, facial gestures, and subtle things that women know and do. It was quite educational.

Monday and we got up early. She helped me get ready, then got ready for her day.

She went to work, drove off in her Beemer, looking sexy and powerful.

I cleaned the house.

That’s right. Cleaned the house.

She told me I had to do it, all day, and in heels. And if I got tired and needed a break, I could read one of her fashion magazines, or maybe watch one of the shows for women on TV.

Not being a fan of TV, worthless stuff, that, much better to read a book, I read magazines. I envied the models with their sleek looks, I studied the way make up worked on their faces, and I thought about nails.

Nails. I needed nails.

Tammi came home for lunch, and to check on me, and we managed to put some long nails on me before she went back to work. Real long nails. And she told me, giggling, before she went back to work, “If you break a nail I’ll never let you cum again.”

That caused me to laugh, even as my dick grew hard under my dress.

Tuesday, and I went to see Doctor Lisa. We discussed everything from family history to RuPaul. When I left I had a hefty list of prescriptions, and the promise that these were not the silly weak ones that were sold on the net, but the real thing.

I began taking them the very next day.

Three months later…

Internet car sales were up, way up. I was looking for people to hire, and looking for office space to rent. I drove around town, my long hair in the wind.

Tammi liked to go with me, as long as she got to drive, which I didn’t mind. Heck, it was fun just sitting there and letting people watch me.

I had C cups, and they were still growing. Definitely a bounce or two, and a lot of admiring looks.

My dick went through a soft phase, then stiffened up. To control it I usually wore a gaffe, like the female impersonators do, or just wrapped a bit of material around it and tied it back. It was not always comfortable, but it did the trick. No more bulge in my dresses.

And I hadn’t cum for three months.

I asked Tammi why, and she said to be patient. So far she hadn’t led me wrong, so I learned patience. Though, I have to say, I was so horny…I was like a goat. I wanted to rub up against things or even hump a leg.

Which Tammi thought hilarious.

Still, we were living like two girls, and she had the most glorious cums. Sometimes making me wear a strap on, sometimes using the numbing spray and rubbers.

I loved sitting under her, being under her control, as she rode me to a frothy squirt. I loved how she sat astride me and controlled me. I loved being beautiful, and sexy, and powerful.

I, at last, knew what it was like to feel like I was worthy.

“Honey! I’m home!” She strode into the kitchen and I went out to meet her. She wore a power suit, manly, strong, and carried a bag.

“Ooh, what’s in the bag?”

“I brought you a little present.” She lifted a bottle of Black Maple Hill Small Batch bourbon.”

I clapped my hands.

Tell the truth, I preferred a little wine, but since she had made senior partner she had discovered a taste for expensive bourbon.

She went to the cupboard and took down two glasses. She put a few ice cubes in them.

“Just a little for me,” I said.

She smiled and poured half a glass for me. A whole glass for her.

I went to the frig and pulled out some Diet Pepsi. “I hope you don’t mind, but that’s a little strong for me.”

I filled the remainder of the glass with Diet Pepsi.

She smiled at me and said, “Anything my little honey wants…she gets.” She took a big slug of whiskey, rolled it around in her mouth, and swallowed. “Oh, yeah.” She smacked her lips in appreciation.

I sipped my drink and we walked through the house, arm in arm.

We went into the bedroom where she took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and hung them up. I watched, loving the sure and positive way she moved. She was so powerful.

She pulled on a robe, her breasts were big, but she left her high heels on. She liked to be taller than me.

We walked back out to the dining room and stood, staring out the window that looked out the back of the house. We could see low hills, a few structures above the tree tops. It was a gorgeous day.

Suddenly she pulled me around, took my breath away, and kissed me. She was strong and forceful, and she felt my tits with one hand.

“Oh,” I nearly swooned.

She held me, slightly bent back, and smiled at me. “You sure do turn me on.”

“Oh, honey. If you knew what you did to me,” I gasped.

“Well, I’m going to do something to you right now.”

I looked at her quizzically.

She finished off her drink, then took my hand and led me back through the house, back to the bedroom. She pushed me down on the bed.

I sat there and looked at her, wondering what she was planning.

She threw back the robe and stood there. A powerful woman with large breasts, the heels giving her so much height she seemed to tower over me. I felt so small and helpless.

She walked into her closet and came back putting something around her waist.

It was a type of harness and…a dildo? A dildo!

“Oh, my Gosh!” I whispered.

“Honey, we’ve been playing around long enough. It’s time we put the finishing touches on.”

“But…but it’s so big! It’s going to hurt me!”

“Nonsense. Only for a moment, then it will be the most wonderful thing you ever felt. Now sit up and give me a blow job.”

Timidly, I sat up and put my hand out. I put it around her penis and pulled it closer to me. I opened my mouth and took in the great shaft.

At first I gagged, and she chuckled a little bit. “Take it slow,” she advised. “I know how big I am.”

I did take it slow, I worked my mouth over her penis, getting more and more of it into my mouth. I tried to overcome the gag reflex, and was partially successful.

Tammi helped me, held on to the back of my head and soothed me and controlled her thrusts so I wouldn’t be overwhelmed.

Finally, she stepped back and said, “Turn over. All fours. Like a dog.”

I scampered to comply, and was shortly on all fours, my butt in the air.

“Nope, won’t work. Feet on the floor and bend over.

I slid my back feet off the bed and bent over. Tammi put a pillow under my midsection. “There we go.”

I felt her cock touch my button.

She pulled back. “Not yet. We need lots of lube.”

Shortly she was slathering lube in my crack, on the head of her penis, and deep into my hole.

“Now then, I need you to relax. If you relax it won’t hurt. If you resist then you’ll be fighting me, and we don’t want that. You don’t want to fight me, do you?”

“No, ma’am,” I answered, my voice muffled a bit by the mattress. I was face down, scared.

“Come on, now. Don’t be frightened. This will be quick and easy, and then you’ll know what a real woman feels like.”

I lay, shivering, my cock hanging over the side of the bed, my ass, and asshole, tilted up. She stroked me for a minute, then moved forward. She placed the tip of her cock against me, and I knew that this was it. We had started with a little crossdressing, and this was where it had led us.

Slowly, slowly, she moved forward.

I tried to relax, I counted baseball cards, I kept unclenching my hands, and the head slipped in. It just sort of popped in, and I knew I was impaled. I was fucked. I was doing it!

Tammi moved forward slowly, and I felt the big, ribbed thing slide through my anal canal. My pussy.

I could feel the ribs of my hole as her veins rubbed against them. I couldn’t breath, and then I felt her pulling my cock.

“There, there. You’re doing good. Just relax for a moment.”

I relaxed, and the feeling was all good. She hadn’t given me much pain anyway, and now I was feeling the exquisite deliciousness of it all.

I was being fucked. I had a dick in me. I was a woman!

She pulled out, and I gasped and my heart fluttered.

She pushed in, and I groaned, and her plastic balls snuggled up against my own.

In and out. Pulling me inside out, stuffing her dick back in. I couldn’t breath, I was light headed, and I began to move against her. She pushed and I went to meet her. She pulled and I went away.

For long minutes we did that, then she pulled out. “Turn over,” she said throatily.

I turned over on my back. She positioned herself and moved the strap on into me.

Now we could see each other. I could see her breasts and she could see mine.

“Yours are so much bigger,” I gasped.

She knew what I was talking about. “Don’t worry, yours will get there.”

She plowed me for a minute, then, “When they get bigger than mine I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Oh,” I groaned, dreaming of the time. Tits made the woman. Tits were power. I wanted my own power.

She took my cock in hand hand, and stroked me.

In and out, stroking, and I felt myself build up.

Then she began touching her finger to the underside of the head. I arched my back, but she controlled me, held me down, and focused on fucking me, and touching my cock with her finger.

I came hard, a massive cum that shook my bones and made my eyes roll all the way back. Great ropes spewed into the air, splattering on me, getting all over Tammi.

She just smiled, and kept fucking me.

And, I was done.

She let go of my cock and drew her penis out of me.

“Oh, God!”

She lay next to me then, and I hugged her. I hugged her and held on and didn’t want to ever let her go.

She pried my hands loose, I wasn’t as strong anymore, and sat back.

“What?” I asked.

“Honey. How’s the car business going?”

“It’s fine. Georgette is learning quickly. I’ve got two more people to be trained. Why?”

“Well, I have some investors, and I’d like you to turn the company over to them. They’ll probably have Georgette run it, and…”

She blathered on, and I grew concerned.

“But I wanted to run it!”

“No need. We’ll have lots of money.”

“But why can’t I run it?”

“Because I’d like you to stay at home. Take care of the house.”

I stared at her, and finally I managed, “When I started out, when we began this…I wanted to be like you. Worthy, powerful, beautiful.”

“You are beautiful!”

“But if I give up my company I won’t be powerful, like you!”

She smiled. “Power is not all it’s knocked up to be. There are a lot of things I have to do, decisions I have to make. I think it’s better if you stay home.”

“But I…I don’t—“

She shushed me, placed a finger against my lips. “Just do as I say. Clean the house. Grow your tits.”

I was silent then. This was going to take some getting used to. But I had gotten used to a lot already, right?

“Oh, and honey?”

I looked at her. “Yes?”

“I’ll be out late this Friday night.”

“How come?”

“There’s a junior partner in the firm I have to see. We’ll have a little dinner, maybe some dancing.”

It struck me then. “Are you going to fuck him?”

She turned and smiled at me. “Well, it’s been a long time since you fucked me, and I have the funny urge to feel a big cock in me. You don’t mind, do you?”

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

The Big Tease: The Book

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Emasculation leads to Feminization!

Temporary castration results in a choice!


PART ONE

That son of a bitch!

She stared at the computer screen and couldn’t believe it. After all his promises. After seeing a doctor for counseling. And he still goes off and does this.

She scrolled down through his history. Porn site after porn site. She clicked on a couple of them and shook her head.

Not only was he going to sites with big tits and black butts and muscular women that give blow jobs, he was going to thoroughly disgusting sites like ‘Grannygumsya,’ and ‘Amputeesex.’

What was wrong with that bonehead?

Fifteen minutes later, after having a short cry, she picked up the phone and called her friend.

“Hey, Becky. What’s up.”

“Marsha…he’s doing it again!” Her voice choked up and the words stumbled out.

“John is? The porn stuff again?”

“Yes!”

“Oh, damn. I thought he swore off.”

“Apparently not. I was just looking at his history and it is bad. All those sick sites…he must be on the computer for hours!”

“Okay, girlfriend. Meet me at Charlie Coyote’s and we’ll talk.”

Fifteen minutes later Becky pulled into the combo restaurant/night spot. It was noon and the restaurant was in business. Fortunately she was able to find a table stuck in a corner of the patio. She staked it out, ordered a couple of Margaritas, and waited. Five minutes later, arriving at the same time as the drinks, was her best friend, Marsha.

The girls were good looking. They worked out regularly, had good breasts, and took care of themselves. Marsha was a blonde and Becky was a brunette. Both had long hair.

Marsha picked up a Margarita and sucked tequila over the salty rim.

“Oh, man. I needed that.” She plopped down on a seat. “Now tell me the tale.”

Looking thoroughly unhappy Becky sipped her own drink and said, “I pulled up the history to try and find a site I had been on yesterday, and all I see is endless porn. Pages and pages of sites. Marsha, he’s obviously been masturbating, and he jacks off to everything from Lesbian fisters to lactating shemales!”

“Oh, my Gosh. But I thought he went to see that doctor last year, to get counseling.”

“It doesn’t seem to have worked,” she spoke bitterly and stared into the Margarita.”

“But he knew he had a problem, and he seemed dedicated to solving it!”

Becky waved to Jose, the waiter, for two more Margaritas.”

“Well, what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. We can’t afford the doctor again. And we need the computer for his business…”

“How does he find time,” Marsha wondered. “He’s on the computer for business all day…”

“He must be porning all night.”

The two women shook their heads sadly. Men. What ya gonna do?

More drinks arrived, and they imbibed freely. They talked over punishments and revenge and justice, but nothing really clicked.

Finally, four drinks in, and feeling a little sloshy, Marsha said, “You know, it’s too bad you can’t just cut his thing off.”

They both laughed at that. They were that drunk.

“Or maybe tie a big, old knot in it.”

“Cut off his balls, thash what I shay.”

“All two of ‘em.”

Unnoticed by them an older woman was sitting at the table behind them. It was impossible not to hear the bitter laughter of the two women, and the subject of their conversation. The elder woman turned to them, “Pardon me…”

The woman was about sixty, but trim. She still had a body, and jugs, and her face was relatively unlined.

“Yeah, sorry. We too loud?”

The lady smile, “It’s okay. I don’t mean to butt in, but I’ve been in your situation, and I found a solution.”

“You have?”

“What happened to you?”

“I found out that my husband was cheating,” she said with a sad smile. “He was going out with a girl young enough to be his daughter. Fortunately, she came to me. He hadn’t told her that he was married, but when she found out she came to me.

“At first I was terribly upset. Women are passionate creatures, and I loved him, and I didn’t think I could live without him. One night I decided to end it all. I opened up a bottle of pills. I was going to swallow all of them, then something happened.”

“What happened?”

“I read the label. I had thought I was taking sleeping pills, but I had grabbed a bottle of birth control pills.”

The two drunk girls giggled, and tried not to offend.

“Sorry,” said Marsha. “But I just saw a headline. Man has period and dies.”

All three women laughed then. The older woman continued her story.

“Anyway, they were very potent pills. I was going through menopause and I was having a rough time. My doctor prescribed leuprolide and triptorelin. One pill helps the body produce estrogen. The other one stops testosterone. These were very strong medicines. All my symptoms disappeared after I took those two pills.”

“So how does that help us?” asked Becky.

“They are designed to help a female be more female. That’s a simplification, but it is accurate. So I decided to help my husband be more female. Maybe if he understood some of what women go through…maybe he wouldn’t be such a complete and utter ass. So I gave him the pills. I just loaded up his meatloaf, gave him a drink so he wouldn’t notice any taste, and he ate three doses of the most powerful hormone pills in one sitting.”

“So what happened?”

“All sorts of things. His butt grew big and round, he developed tits, his body hair stopped growing, along with his beard. His face softened and, well, he looked like a girl.”

Becky and Marsha stared at each other in shock. They looked at the older woman. “You changed your cheating husband into a girl!”

She nodded. “I did.”

Becky and Marsha started snickering, then laughing outright. Finally, they were in hysterics.

The older woman didn’t seem to mind, she just waited for them to calm down.

“Anyway,” she said when the girls were calm enough to talk to again, “the reason I bring this up is I know the pain you must be going through. If you would like, I still have bottles of these pills, and I would be glad to share with you.”

Becky signified that she wold like that, and the old lady brought out two bottles from her purse. “They look like aspirins, and they don’t have much taste. Just crush them up in something like meatloaf. I used three doses, three pills from each bottle. My husband was a big man and they worked quickly on him.”

“How quickly?”

“Start to finish…a month. As I said, these are super powerful pills. But they are friendly to the body.” She handed the bottles to Becky.

“Wow, we can’t thank you enough.”

“There is one other thing I should tell you…”

“What’s that?”

He will lose the use of his penis while he’s on these pills. Those drugs are commonly used in birth control, but they are also used to chemically castrate convicts in prisons.

Becky and Marsha were trying to read the bottles, and the small print was blurry to their drunken eyes. They heard the older lady, but they didn’t pay much attention to that.

“Yep, this one says triptorelin.”

“And this one says leuprolide.”

“Well, I’ve got to be going,” the older lady stood up. “If your husband really is such a cad, well…this will be a severe lesson for him. If he’s limp for six months or so that will bring him around.”

The girls stood up, all exchanged air kisses, and the older lady walked across the patio and out of Charlie Coyote’s.

Becky and Marsha sat down and looked at the bottles.

Marsha: “I’m tempted to give some to Jim.”

“But Jim’s not cheating, is he?”

“Who cares about chatting?” responded Marsha. “I just want to see his face when he grows a big, old pair of titties.

The girls giggled, and ordered more drinks.

How Marsha and Becky got home, drunk as they were, was a miracle. But they did, and they entered the house, staggered a bit, and Becky made meatloaf.

“Meatloaf’sh good,” she said, as Marsha made a couple of more drinks.

“Sho’sh bourbon.”

Though drunk, a small portion of meatloaf was easy to make, and Becky cracked three pills of each of the chemicals and mixed it into the dinner.

Then, while Becky was in the bathroom, Marsha looked at the meatloaf and the two bottles. “Shilly girl needs to put the shtuff in there.”

So she mixed in three more capsules from each bottle.

With the super double potion of estrogen increasing and testosterone decreasing cocktail in the oven, they took off their clothes and went swimming.

They swam, they had another drink, and…they yawned.

“Don’t want to burn the meatloaf,” Becky said. She put the dish out to cool, made a big drink of Coke and bourbon for John and left it next to the cooling meatloaf.

The girls lay down to dry off and enjoy some sun. Every once in a while they would break into giggles. And, they slept.

John had been playing golf. He arrived home, parked, and put his clubs away.

He’d had a good game. Actually hit a birdie on the fourth green, and then he got out of that sand trap so slick the other guys all complimented him.

He smiled as he knocked the grass off his spikes and took a brush to them.

He was a lucky man. He had had that problem with porn, but thank God he had kicked that. Porn wasn’t bad, but taken in doses like he was taking it…bad. After a while his cock actually stopped working. ED, and he wasn’t even thirty. Fortunately he had had good doctors, and then the counselor.

But the best thing was his wife, Becky. Oh, she had been mad, but she had gotten behind him and supported him, and…if it wasn’t for her he’d still be a perverted wacker off-er…with a cock that didn’t work. Man that was the worst of it all…having a cock that didn’t stand up proud. His manhood took it in the chops for that.

He sighed, and stepped into the house, and the smell of meat loaf immediately assailed his nostrils. He looked at the counter and saw a hot portion of meatloaf in a pan…and a drink.

He grinned. Becky was the greatest. She was too good to him. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw her and Marsha laying on the loungers. They were naked, so he didn’t go out. But he peeked, and he saw the empty glasses next to them, and it suddenly hit him: they were drunk!

He laughed. That was okay. He got an eyeful and a dinner out of the deal. Heh.

He took the drink and the meatloaf over to the table. He hadn’t had anything to eat since early that morning, and she knew how hungry he got.

He took a big sip, coughed because it was strong, then dug in. Forkful after forkful of the delicious dish sailed down his throat.

Becky groaned and put a hand to her head. Oh, what had she done?She never drank this much.

She looked to the side and Marsha was laying on the other lounger, one hand dangling off the lounger and an empty glass next to it.

Oh, crap. John was going to be home soon. They were both laying naked, and…she heard the sound of faint music. It came from the window of John’s computer room. He was home.

Becky struggled to a sitting position, her large breasts touched her knees on the low patio furniture. She leaned over and shook her friend. “Hey, wake up. Hey!”

“Hunh…? Wh…” Then Marsha’s bloodshot eyes flickered open. “Oh, fuck.” She grabbed her head with her hands.

For a minute the two women whispered, then tried to stand. And staggered sideways, and fell into the pool. Which actually helped. They weren’t going to be entirely sober for a while, but they were functioning. Sort of.

They climbed out of the pool and Marsha looked around for her clothes. “Oh, God. What’d we do.”

They staggered into the house and found Marsha’s clothes folded neatly on the back of the couch in the living room.

Marsha turned red. There was a note on top of the clothes and she read,

I didn’t see anything.

I swear.

And John had actually drawn a face with a pair of bulging, bloodshot eyes.

“Oh, God,” the girls looked at each other and groaned. Quickly, as quickly as a drunk could, Marsha put her clothes on. Becky got a robe and put it on.

“Come on,” Becky pushed Marsha onto the couch and then sat in a chair. Just for a moment. They slept again.

When Becky awoke again Marsha was snoring. She moved her head and was glad, the roaring pain of the hangover was gone.

She stood up, her stomach roiled, and she went into the kitchen for water.

And stopped. And stared.

The meatloaf was gone, and she remembered putting pills into it.

Oh, fuck! What had she done!

She remembered seeing his computer history, calling Marsha, going to Charlie Coyote’ and getting drunk. Something about an older lady there, she told them something about the pills…the pills!

What had she done with the pills?

She looked down the counter and saw them sitting on the counter next to the stove like little jars of spices.

She picked them up and read the labels. The writing was mostly doctor gobbledy gook, but she read the two main ingredients clearly: leuprolide and triptorelin.

One to reduce his testosterone, one to build up his estrogen, and she remembered the old lady saying they were extra strength. that they worked fast. One super dose would work for months.

She placed her hands on the counter and hung her head. Her hair fell over her eyes and she thought.

She had just given her husband super powered birth control pills. What would they do to him?

Hopefully nothing, because he was a man and they were designed for a woman.

But the older lady had told them a story about giving them to her husband and…what had happened to him?

Her dazed mind trying to figure things out, she heard a noise.

“Oh, fuck me.” Marsha shuffled into the kitchen. She ignored Becky and went to the fridge. She took out a can of Coke, rolled it against her forehead, popped it, and sucked.

“Oh, geez,” she murmured, and held the can out to Becky.

Becky took, sucked, handed the can back.

“What did we do?”

“Huh? What?”

Becky gestured towards the bottles of pills.

“Oh, that.” Marsha wasn’t as worried. She just frowned a bit. “No big deal. He’ll just have a period or something.”

“No! This is serious! What if I’ve poisoned him or something?”

“Women take these all the time. The old lady—do you know we don’t even know her name?—she said it was safe. She gave it to her husband.”

Becky remembered, but she didn’t remember everything. She had been so drunk, and…what had happened to her husband?

“Hey, girls. All done partying?” John sauntered into the kitchen.

John was an inch taller than his wife, five foot eight, and slender. He was wiry strong, had a pleasant oval face, and sharp, brown eyes. And he was always happy.

Becky felt her heart sink.

Marsha just chuckled. “As long as you didn’t look.”

“Oh, no,” he showed his good nature with a leering grin. “My eyes might have looked, but me? Never! I respect women. I would never direct my eyeballs where they aren’t meant to be. I would never…”

He went on and on and the girls groaned, and chuckled.

Then John looked at Becky. “Honey, thank you for that delicious meatloaf. Did you put something extra in it? It really was good.”

Becky opened her mouth to wail, to confess, to beg forgiveness, but Marsha nudged her and said, “I pissed in it.”

Well, she had to say something. Her friend was about to get in trouble!

John, blinked, his mouth opened, then he grinned. “Oh.”

“She’s just kidding.”

“I know that.”

And he did know, but he was surprised never the less. Marsha was a bawdy soul, but even that was a bit much.

Seeing the emergency pass Marsha apologized. “I’m sorry, I don’t know where that came from. I’m still a little drunk.

John raised his hands in defeat. “I know…I know. I never should have looked.”

Grinning he left the room.

Becky looked like she wanted to go after him. Marsha grabbed her robe and pulled her around. she hissed, “Shut up. If nothing happens then nobody cares.”

“And if something happens?”

“Cross that bridge when you come to it.”

The girls faced each other for a long moment, then Becky nodded “Okay. Wait and see.”

“That’s a girl.” She patted her on the shoulder.

Marsha went home and life went on. Becky was unusually subdued for a couple of days, lived with her guilt, and slowly came out of it.

Nothing happened to John, so she figured the pills didn’t work, or were past their date, or something.

On the third day John got out of bed early and went into the bathroom. The sound of tinkling came out to the bedroom and Becky awoke.

John came back to bed, and now he was awake. “Hey, baby.”

She slid a hand across the bed and cupped his groin. His dick was half hard. Good. She needed to make it all the way hard. She was over her guilt and feeling like a little loving.

John responded by rolling over and kissing her. His hands roamed over her body, felt her tits, and she felt that familiar tingle in her boobs. A little thrill that shot down to the groin. She moaned and plastered herself against him.

He rolled her onto her back and reached for her pussy. He gave it a hard squeeze, which made her moan louder, then he slipped his finger into her.

She was moist, ready to go. She held onto him and humped his hand. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. She was feeling the relief from her guilt.

She grabbed his balls and played with them. She slid down and took him in her mouth. Yes. He was at half mast. All she had to do was encourage him a little.

He humped her mouth gently, loving the feel of her soft lips on his hot flesh. For a long minute she sucked and moved her head back and forth.

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed. He placed his hands under her arms and helped her back up, he held a push up over her and reached down to place his dick to her hole.

His face got a funny look on it.

“What’s the matter?” her heart sank.

“I don’t know…I’m not getting hard.”

She used her hands, her mouth again, but he was not getting erect. Just half way.

Still, he wasn’t alarmed. He had heard of men not rising to the occasion, so it was no big deal.

He slid down the bed and began chewing on her pussy. If he couldn’t get off that didn’t mean he couldn’t get her off.

He lay between her legs, his hands cupping her buns and lifting her pussy to his face. He was good at oral sex, he liked giving oral sex, and Becky groaned.

And she worried. Was him not getting hard part of the effect of the pills? She thought that they had talked about that, but she had been so drunk…

He used his fingers, his mouth, and he assaulted her pussy until she could stand it no longer. Worry slowed her down, but he was such a master of cunnilingus that his efforts couldn’t be denied.

She felt the thrill shoot out from her groin and the big wave started to lift her up. Her hips spasmed and she held on to his head. Her mouth made an O of wonder and her eyes rolled al-l-l the way back.

He suffered her locking thighs with a smile into her pussy. He knew she was having a good orgasm. And she deserved it. Love of his life.

Finally, she sagged back and gave a mighty sigh. “Oh, God!”

“Thank you,” quipped John. “Tips appreciated.”

She hit him with a pillow. “You’re bad.”

“Okay, give me that orgasm back.”

“No!” She hugged him, then pushed him away and headed for the shower. He hadn’t gotten hard, and she was feeling the guilt again.

It was one of those lazy, sit around days. They went out looking for garage sales, they bought a couple of pastrami sandwiches and sat overlooking the ocean and munched, they conducted themselves like a couple in love. Which they were.

And she worried.

John didn’t get hard the rest of the day. In fact, he got softer. And the next morning he might as well have never been hard in his life.

His dick looked like a prune on downers. It just hung there, a little shriveled up pencil. It would have looked more at home on a 5 year old boy.

He sat on the edge of the bed and frowned. “Something’s wrong.”

Becky sat behind him, pressed her breasts into his back ass she hugged him.

“I’m going to see a doctor.”

Becky broke. She began to cry, to sob, uncontrollably, against his back.

“Honey?” he turned around and held her. “It’s okay. I probably just need some vitamins or something.”

“Nu…nu…no!” She bubbled.

“Really, it’s okay. I’m young and strong. I’m healthy. I just need to eat better and maybe take some vitamins.”

“I…you…nu…nu…no.”

He lifted her chin and smiled and kissed her lips. he wiped away her tears.

She jumped off the bed and ran from the room.

He was puzzled, and followed her. He was halfway down the hall when she came back. She put two bottle in his hands.

He looked down at the bottles, a quizzical expression on his face. “What’s this?”

“We…I…gave you…” she broke into tears.

John frowned and held the bottle up. A lot of medical jargon, but the main ingredients of the bottles were triptorelin and leuprolide.

“What’s this? He wasn’t alarmed, not yet. Some kind of vitamins? His wife had tried to improve his health?

“Birth…birth…birth control.” Becky stuttered.

“Birth control?” Now he frowned. Something wasn’t adding up here.

“One of them stops your…your testoster…testoster…the other one…estro…estrogen.”

He looked at the bottles again, then he walked into the computer room.

She followed him, her heart breaking. Misery filled her soul.

He powered up the computer and did a quick search.

Wikipedia said: hormone replacement therapy to suppress testosterone levels in transgender people.

He was confused, sorting through medical jargon. He typed in ‘leuprolide.’

Wikipedia said: chemical castration of violent sex offenders, or as part of transgender hormone therapy.

His jaw dropped. Chemical castration? But he was neither a criminal nor a transgender person.

He turned to speak, and Becky collapsed into his arms. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…”

He held her, but he didn’t want to. He wanted answers. He held her back and said, “Calm down and tell me what this is.”

She mumbled and stuttered, but managed to say, “I saw your screen history. I know you’ve been watching porn again, and I wanted to…to…I called Marsha and we went and got drunk. There was a lady there and she recommended this. Said she had used these on her husband.

“You think I’m addicted to porn again?”

“You…you…yes…your history.”

Blinking, he pushed her to a chair, then swiveled and called up his history. There it was, page after page of horror porn, House of Gor, Kink, sites on old, fat women, black midgets, muscular fisting, and on and on.

“Oh, my…on…”

“See,” she burbled and wiped her eyes.

John was fairly computer literate. He called up some programs, inspected charts and graphs, and turned to her. His face was grim. “Put your robe on.

She snuffled and sat there.

He said, “Look, this says I’m on the computer right now, surfing a porn site. Am I?”

Now she blinked, didn’t understand, but shook her head in the negative.

John was not a violent man, but this was way off the deep end. He stood up, took her arm and walked her down the hallway. He handed her her robe. She took it held it.

“Put it on.”

She sniffled and stared at him. He was acting crazy.

He helped her put the robe on, then he held her hand and walked her down the hallway.

“What…what…where…”

He opened the front door and dragged her out.

Now she started to panic. She was wearing a tatty, old robe! Where was he taking her.

He walked her across the front lawn and she started to resist. She pried at his hand, dug her fingernails in. He ignored her efforts.

He dragged her to the neighbor’s house, up the walk, and pounded on the front door.

He pounded again.

A fellow walking his dog stopped to stare.

“Let me go!” She bit his hand. He ignored that, too.

The door opened and Sammi Swanson stood in her robe.

“Where’s Ryan?”

John’s voice was like ice, and she stepped back. She called for her husband more out of. fear than anything else. “Ryan?”

Ryan Swanson came out of the hallway. One look at John and he gulped and tried to look away. “Hey, John.”

“You’ve been hacking into my internet again, haven’t you.”

Ryan turned to his wife. “I’ll, uh…let me talk to John.”

He stepped out and closed the door. His wife cracked the door however, and listened.

“Hey, uh…I’m sorry. Mine was down and I figured that…”

“So you’ve been using my internet to go to porn sites and beat your fucking meat, right?”

“Well, uh…”

Becky got it and gasped.

John hit Ryan right square in the mouth. John wasn’t a big man, not a lot of weight, but the punch was good. Ryan wasn’t much of a man, and he fell back against the house and put a hand to his bloody mouth. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” he begged.

John turned and stomped home.

Becky stood there, and her heart sank all the way to the bottom of the sea. If it could have gone lower it would have. She followed him.

John walked into the computer room and began researching. Becky took a chair and watched him. She wanted to beg forgiveness, but she knew that now wasn’t the time to talk.

It didn’t take John long to find out everything he needed to know. His testosterone was going to be driven to a low, low level. No more boners for a while. Fortunately it was only for a while. His estrogen was going to go sky high. He was going to suffer body changes. His ass would get big, he would develop breasts, his skin would become soft and tender he wold lose muscle mass and he would start to look more feminine.

Fortunately, all effects weren’t permanent.

He pushed back from the computer and stared at it.

Becky thought she might be able to talk now. “John, i’m sorry. I didn’t—“

He held up a hand, his eyes were like black pits.

He stood up and walked into the kitchen. She followed him, wanting to beg forgiveness.

He grabbed a full bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke. He walked back into the computer room.

She followed him, but when she reached the door he put a hand up and shook his head. He closed the door and locked it.

Those were the worst hours of Becky’s life.

After a while she began asking for forgiveness. John didn’t respond.

She called Marsha and cried her heart out. Marsha came over and tried talking to the closed door.

“John, this is Marsha. This is all my fault.”

“But it’s not,” whimpered Becky.

“Your wife was acting under my influence. Now be a man and open this door.”

John opened the door and stared at her. He didn’t say anything, he just looked, and the look in his eyes made Marsha gasp and step back.

John closed the door.

Marsha turned to her friend and her face was filled with hopelessness. That one look…she shivered.

The day passed slowly. Every once in a while they could hear the sound of a drink being poured, of a can being popped. They could hear soft music coming from the computer, and they could hear his fingers tapping on the keys.

Tapping maniacally. Frantically.

At dinner time Marsha had to go home. She didn’t want to, but Becky said she had to deal with this by herself, and they could talk later.

“John? Would you like dinner?”

Nothing. Nothing but the sound of somebody listening. And ignoring.

Six o’clock. Seven o’clock. Eight o’clock.

At ten minutes to nine the door opened, and John waved a hand to indicate that Becky should come in and have a seat.

She sat, and was trembling. “John, I’ sorry…”

“Let me talk, please.

She closed her mouth and nodded.

He sat back, contemplated her.

“First I thought about killing you. Tying you to the back of the car and dragging you until you were dead crossed my mind. but I imagined far worse.”

She gulped, but he held up a hand to forestall speech.

“I thought about how we love each other, how you stood by me last year when I had a porn addiction problem. I thought about how my dick is going to be limp for probably six months or longer. Those pills were pretty strong, so it might be longer. You stole my dick. You played judge, jury and executioner and…you made me into a woman. I made a list of pros and cons and went over them. I thought, finally, about how it’s been done, nothing to do about it now but suffer through. I thought about leaving you, but I don’t want to. God help me, I love you. Even after what you’ve done to me.”

She opened her mouth but he again held up a hand.

“So I’m staying. And it looks like my only way out is not to get pissed off and thrash you within an inch of your life—which you obviously deserve. No, my solution is to make the best of a bad thing. So for the next several months you’ll be helping me live as a woman. I don’t want to go out looking like a freak, some guy who can’t make up his mind whether he should be male or female. So when the big changes start you’ll help me, teach me, and we’ll get through this. I guess that’s about it, except I don’t want to be subjected to hours of your whining and sobbing guilt. You’re the bad guy here, so you’re going to have to respect my wishes and not talk about this, at least for a while. Understood?”

Her eyes were big and round, tears were flowing.

“Then give me a hug and let’s get through this.”

She shot out of the chair, across the room, and hugged him like a python hugs a furry, little bunny.


PART TWO

The changes started occurring. They were big and fast.

For a couple of days he had little bumps developing around his nipples, then over the course of a week, he grew tits.

He stared at himself in the mirror in the mornings and his face was glum. He had boobs, and it looked like they were going to get bigger. His hips were already losing their angles and getting rounder. On the eighth day his hips were so round his belt didn’t fit.

He went back into the bedroom where Becky was still asleep. A bleak look in his eyes he woke her. “The changes are…I need to change my clothes.”

Becky, for the last week, had suffered. She actually had dark rings around her eyes and needed to hide the look with make up.

John hadn’t picked on her, but the look in his eyes, he couldn’t hide that.

“Okay,” she got out of bed.

John stared at her body. His dick hung slack, and he felt such a sense of loss. He would have given anything to undo the chemicals working through him.

He had experienced ED, Erectile Dysfunction, when he had been porn addicted, and he didn’t want to experience that ever again.

And now his own wife had…castrated him.

Sure, it was only for six months, but…six fucking months of no boners!

Becky had bought some clothes for him, and she laid them out on the bed. She handed him some panties and he grimaced.

“I’m sorry,” she was almost crying.

He forced a sickly grin.” Remember, it’s done. Leet’s just get on with the makeover.

She nodded, and watched as he pulled the panties up his legs.

“Take them off,” she said.

He looked at her, and did.

She handed him the Nair. “Everything below the neck. Oh, I guess you could do your beard.”

He followed the directions and slathered the stuff on his body. She helped with the hard to reach places, and he grunted as he looked at his face. The last couple of days his beard hadn’t grown much.

Fifteen minutes later he was hairless. Except for the hair on his head, which was growing pretty fast and already long looking, he was had about as much hair as an egg.

Now he pulled up the panties, and he was shocked at the sexual feeling of the slick material sliding up his bare legs. He suddenly understood why women shaved their legs. It wasn’t to look good, it was because it felt sexy.

And he wondered: how can I feel sexy when I can’t get a hard on?

But he did. Weird.

She handed him a pair of garters and he put them on. They hung higher up on his waist, and the feeling of the straps dangling against his legs was, again, sexy.

“Are you okay?” Becky asked at the puzzlement on his face.

He nodded.

She sat him down and rolled a nylon up his leg, let him do the other one.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

“It feels sexy. But I can’t have a boner. But it’s…it’s actually making me horny. How can I be horny without testosterone in my system?”

“Women get horny, and they have low testosterone.”

“Estrogen. it must be the estrogen, but I’m getting horny differently?”

“What do you mean?”

“My legs, the lack of hair, I’m feeling all these sensations.”

There wasn’t much she could say to that, but she was glad that he was feeling sexy things. That would, hopefully, defray some of the bad feelings that were still in the air between them.

She handed him a bra.

He sighed and considered it. Talk about a blow to your manhood.

She showed him how to put it on, to clasp it in the front, then spin it around and slip arms into the shoulder straps.

He looked at the mirror His body definitely looked more female than male. He knew he would be going through more changes, that it would get worse. He was going to have a female body.

She handed him a dress.

John held it up, and considered it. How many times had he taken a dress off a woman? And now he was supposed to get into one. There was a cruel irony here.

Again, he looked in the mirror. More and more female. Heysoos!

“Okay, let’s do your hair.”

He wore his hair long, and it was growing faster, but it was still a little short.

Becky shaped it into a sort bob. No, it wasn’t long enough, but he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. Just a butch sort of a girl.

And he knew that within a few days he wouldn’t even look butch.

“Is that it?”

“Not even,” she controlled the emotion in her voice. “We have to do your nails and make up.”

He blinked. Yes. All that stuff.

Feeling like an alien, he sat down at her vanity table.

Becky prepped his nails, then chose a set of ovals. They weren’t overly long, but watching his fingers grow made him feel weird.

And…sexy. What the fuck! Why was he feeling this way?

When he had had that earlier case of ED he hadn’t felt sexy. He had just felt miserable.

Of course, he realized, he didn’t try to dress like a woman. Could all the sexy clothes and things…could they be making him feel this way?

It certainly tweaked his attitude on why women were the way they were.

Horny, little vixens. And, for the first time since he had been given the pills he actually had a little smile on his face.

When Becky glanced up at him he smothered the grin. He was still pissed off.

She glued the nails to his own, then began painting. He watched as she made little strokes from the cuticle to the tips. She was very efficient, and he studied her hands.

She wore longer nails, and they were sexy, and he always loved the way they looked. And he had the irrational thought that he wished she had given him longer nails.

After they dried she put a thick coat of lacquer on them, and they became slick and even sexier.

He held them up and examined them in the mirror.

He felt a warmth in his belly. A sexy warmth. It was almost as strong as the feeling of having an erection. But different. He wondered if he was having the female equivalent of an erection.

Becky put little towels around the neckline of the dress and began working on his make up. She explained what she was doing as she cleansed him and primed him. He watched as his face sort of bleached out and lost definition, then gained more definition, and color. He was particularly fascinated at the way she colored his eyelids. Her hands were so soft and caring, and the whole thing was a totally different level of intimacy than he had ever experienced.

Finally, she put on his lipstick, and he had his first full look at himself en femme.

He was a better looking woman than he was a man.

His face was soft and his lips were plump. He had lost his male angles. And he had this warm, warm feeling emanating from the gut. He couldn’t have boners, but he could have woman horniness. He was amazed.

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

“Yes.”

Becky blinked. She heard a hunger in his voice, an intentness.

She got out her piercing kit and did his lobes, then put simple silver balls through them.

“Go ahead and put some real earrings on me.”

She didn’t say a word, though she was amazed, and she selected a triple string of dainty diamonds.

John turned his face one way, then the other. “is that it?” he asked. He sounded like there was something missing. She had no idea what it could be. She had merely made him up as a woman.

“Well, you’ll have to learn how to walk in heels, there are things you need to know about wearing a dress.”

“Okay. Teach me.”

She blinked, and the lessons began.

A week later there was almost no male to John. His boobs were as big as Becky’s, he had mastered many of the mannerisms that are peculiar to women, and his hair had spurted until it was female long.

But he hadn’t gone out.

John was a brave sort. He didn’t let people or situations put him off, but going out as a woman? He hadn’t done that yet, and he knew he would have to. He wasn’t about to spend six months hiding in his house. He liked to go to restaurants, see movies, and take long walks on the beach or in the mountains.

On a Saturday morning he and Becky walked out of the house. Two beautiful, stacked women. Click, click, click, their heels went.

He was wearing a loose skirt and a shimmery, red blouse. He wore a scarf over his hair and sunglasses.

She wore a summer dress, a fashionable hat, and sunglasses.

They both wore nylons and their legs were beautiful in the morning light.

Ryan was out watering his lawn. He saw the women and stopped, just stood in place, the water filling up a pot and running over.

He always thought Becky was a babe, but who was her friend? Crap! He was going to have to finish watering and go in and spank the monkey.

Becky drove, the top down on the Mustang, and they cruised through the Los Angeles streets.  People, especially men, stared at the two beauties as they passed.

They went to a small cafe on Melrose, had a little brunch, John was watching his figure, and got back in the car.

Out to Venice Beach. They sauntered down the walk, hand in hand.

They stopped and watched the muscle men lifting weights at the big cement bar bell gym. They watched a couple of fellows doing dismounts on the hanging rings out on the sand.

They sauntered along the row of shops, chuckling at the cheap tourist crap and looking for that occasional deal.

He found a couple of dresses in one shop, a sexier pair of sunglasses, and a cut off sweat shirt with the logo ‘Pink…and loving it.”

It would expose the lower part of his boobs, of course he needed a bra, but…hmmm.

Becky picked out some scarves, an extra pair of sunglasses, and a pair of sandals with cork heels.

“Those are ugly,” John dismissed the sandals.

They argued, and she accused him of having no fashion sense, but in the end she didn’t get them.

They found a small bookstore hidden in a nook and spent some time browsing, then it was time to head for home.

Again, Becky drove, and when they turned onto their street Becky said, “Marsha is here.”

John looked at Marsha’s car parked in front of their house. He could have just told Becky to drive around the block, but he figured, what the heck.

He still had a bit of animosity towards Marsha. She shouldn’t have been part of his betrayal, but…it was done. Now, how to get over it.

Becky pulled into the driveway. Marsha had been knocking on the door. She turned and watched them get out of the car. John got out, straightened his dress, then turned to her.

Marsha’s face was a study of contriteness, shame, and awe.

“John?”

“Hi, Marsha?”

The shame took over. “I haven’t seen you in weeks. I’m hoping enough time has passed that you’ll forgive me, or…well, I guess I understand if you don’t.”

John heaved a sigh, then said, “Come on in.” he walked past her.

Becky was relieved. No fireworks, and she had expected some. John still had a lot of moods. In fact, he had more moods now that he was filled with estrogen. But…situation averted. At least temporarily. She and Marsha hugged, linked arms, and walked into the house.

John was waiting, and he said, in abrupt manner. “If you could fix me a drink, I’ll be out to the patio in a minute.”

The girls headed for the kitchen where, amongst whispers, they fixed three drinks. They brought the drinks out to the patio and waited.

John walked out. Naked. His body was a perfect, curvy female body. He had large breasts, round hips, a thin waist, and a shrimpy, little cock and balls. His cock was maybe two inches long, about as thick as a tube of lipstick. His balls were the size of marbles.

Marsha stared, and she had never felt such shame. It had seemed so funny at the time, a big joke. But looking at the minuscule package which Becky had assured her, at one time, was a big healthy one, she wanted to curl up in a ball and roll right out the door.

“I thought you’d want to see what you’ve done to me.” He sat down on a lounger between them. His cock just lay there, didn’t move. Didn’t throb. Just…lay there.

“John,” she whispered, “I will apologize until the end of my life.”

John took a sip and, sighed. “I would like you to suck on it for a minute.”

Becky’s eyes got big. Marsha blinked.

“This is not the start of a kinky relationship, I just want you to feel what you’ve done to me.”

Her face totally red, redder than his fingernails, she came to him, bent over and took his package, his whole package, in her mouth.

John liked it. He liked the sensation, even if he couldn’t get hard. He watched as Marsha abased herself on his cock.

She felt his little cock. His balls were so tiny. It was like sucking a five year old, and that was about the most shameful image that could be.

She raised her head, tears poured down her cheeks. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are. So let me go get dressed, and then we’ll have a drink and let this pass. Let’s get over it.”

John headed back into the house, and the girls whispered to each other, then John came back. He was wearing a black bikini,  very small, and his cock and balls were pushed up so that they weren’t even visible. He lay on the lounger, picked up his drink, and asked, “So what have you been doing since last we met?”

A couple of hours later, all three a little high, and Marsha astonished at being accepted, and without rancor, they parted. Marsha headed for home, John and Becky headed in for a light dinner.

“You’re a wonderful and amazing man,” Becky said as she handed him a plate of hot dogs and mac and cheese. the hot dogs were sliced down the center, longways, and cooked in butter.

“Don’t you mean woman?” John observed wryly.

“Man…woman…whatever. I didn’t think you would ever forgive me, or Marsha. but…”

“Oh, I’m still mad,” he grinned. “And I intend to get my pound of flesh from you two bozos, but to hold a grudge is to make yourself miserable. There’s been enough misery around here lately.”

They ate and sipped for a while, then John said, “I’m sort of amazed at the feelings, the sensations, that I experience.”

Becky looked up at him.

“Mind you, I wouldn’t recommend it for everybody, but there are some perks and…nice things about being female.”

“Such as?”

“I noticed that people were watching me today. At first I was weirded out, then I realized they were admiring me. To be admired is a nice feeling. If you can get past the dirty old men who want to do more than admire.”

Becky chuckled. “Tell me about it. It’s like you can feel their filth washing over you. I don’t understand how men can walk around and do that…with their eyes…let alone…actually…just so dirty.”

She looked at him. “What’s the best thing about being a woman?”

“Wearing nice clothes. Your skin feels so fresh. Make up…it gives you a warm feeling, a horny feeling.”

“I’m sorry,” she blurted.

“About what?” Yet his twisted grin said, ‘yeah, you should be.’

“You get the horny feeling, but…you can’t make love.”

He pursed his lips and thought about that. They hadn’t been intimate since the pills. Yet he wanted to. He hungered for the feel of her flesh. Not even the poke attached, just to feel her breasts, to touch her skin, to feel that humanity that was shared by two loving people.

“I can make love.”

“But…”

“I just can’t insert and squirt. There’s more to love than sex, you know.”

That was the moment they decided to make love, but first they had to do the dishes, and think about it.

As they cleaned up she said, “You can’t believe how beautiful you are.”

“Really?” he smiled.

She giggled, “Look at you, drawing out the compliments. just like a real woman. Yes. You are stunning. Your breasts are better than mine, your body is waspy waisted, your face…you’re the whole package.

He turned to her and they faced each other.

He put out his hand and she took it. He pulled her gently to him.

Their bodies pressed together in a hug. Their breasts mushed up against each other. Their lips fused. The world suddenly seemed like a mighty fine place.

Their hunger grew. They chewed on each others mouths, and slowly kissed their way out to the foyer, then down towards the bedroom.

Inside the bedroom he took off his bikini and she stared at his boobs. Then she leaned forward and kissed one, sucked on the nipple, her hands palpating as she made love to his tits.

To the other boob, and John felt his excitement mounting. Her tongue was causing little shivers of desire to course through his body. Those shivers didn’t reach his groin, for his groin was out to lunch, but it did feed that wonderful, warm feeling in the gut, in the chest, and his boobs felt like they were giving off little jolts of electricity.

They lay on the bed, face to face, kissing, feeling, moaning.

No, he had no erection, but his cock felt everything, and he had never felt such heat.

He wanted her, but he had no cock.

She wanted him, and she realized that he had no cock, so she bent to the lower dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. She put it around his hips and he suddenly had a cock again. A bigger one. He couldn't feel it, but…he had one.

“Fuck me, John. Fuck me hard.”

He climbed on top of her. It was odd, he didn’t have the muscle to just flip her over, but she was amenable to any action he took.

He bent his head and sucked her nipples, left, right, left, right, and his hand went to her groin. He fingered her, but he needn’t’ve. She was already hot.

She helped him slide the big dildo into her pussy, and she gasped at the full sensation.

“Oh, yes,” she closed her eyes.

He felt nothing, except that warm spot in his chest was growing larger. He was getting hornier from her excitement than he ever did from his own.

He moved slowly in and out, and she held on and grunted.

“Oh, yes,” she kissed him.

He rammed her and she arched and whimpered.

For a long minute he fucked her with the plastic dick, and she began to climb the mountain. Her fingers turned into claws and she became desperate. She humped back, and the feeling grew and grew, then it exploded over her.

“Oh, God!” she wailed.

A minute later she was done.

John relaxed and withdrew. His chest felt about to bust for that incredible heat growing within. Yet…what could he do? He lay next to her, gave her little kisses, felt her breasts, and she just smiled and luxuriated in his attentions.

“I wish I could cum.”

“Oh, John…”

“No. Not like that. Not like a man with a dick…but like you just did. Your orgasm was…big. And it seemed to just…to just…take you away.”

They lay there then, comfortable in each other, and Becky said, “We could try.”

“Try what?”

“Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms. I think they’re sometime called anal orgasms. I could wear the strap on and see if we could…you know, make that happen.

The concept intrigued him, and amazed him. To be able to cum, in spite of his shrunken willy. God, would he love to be able to do that.

“Besides, when a man can’t have sex he should be drained regularly. For health.”

“Really?”

He looked dubious and interested at the same time.

“We can try it. You want to try it?”

He lay there, and his mind drifted. He couldn’t fuck like a man, but…could he fuck like a woman?

Heck, some people loved anal sex. At the very least he would find out if there was some way to have relief from the building horniness.

“Come on. Stop thinking and start doing.”

“And if I don’t like it you’ll stop?”

“Of course. Look, honey. I’m guilty of robbing you of pleasure for half a year. I would really love to  do something for you. I mean, it might not work, but…what if it did?”

What if it did? The thought ricocheted around his mind.

“Okay.”

Becky didn’t hesitate. She unstrapped the dildo from his waist and put it on her own.

“So how do we do this? Do I lay on my back? My belly? What?”

“I always see people do it on all fours, but I’d really like to look at your face. Can we try it with you on your back?”

“Sure.”

“Okay. lay back, spread your legs, and let me put some lubricant in you. You’re supposed to use lots of lubricant.”

He lay there and the long fingers of one hand lifted his little cock and balls. The other hand spread lube around his asshole.

“Crap,” he muttered. “That feels good.”

She smiled and smushed lube into his hole. She used two fingers to ream him, and he groaned and his hips twitched.

“Looks like you’re a natural,” she said.

“Sure makes me horny. Even hornier.

She used more lube, spent a lot of time playing with his asshole, and even had three fingers in him.

He liked it so much he relaxed more and more, and started fucking her fingers with his hole.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “I’ve got four fingers in you. That’s bigger than my dildo. Are you ready?”

He gulped and nodded.

She touched the tip to his star and began to insert. It went in smooth and easy and took his breath away. Then she was holding still inside him, holding her position, waiting to make sure everything was all right.

“What do you think, honey?”

He was having trouble breathing, the warmth inside his body had turned into a sharp heat. It was all he could do to nod and mumble, “Yeah…yeah…”

“I’m going to start moving back and forth now. Are you ready?”

He nodded again, and she began to move. Slowly. A long slide out, a long slide in, and he felt like somebody was filing on his nerves. He started to spasm and couldn’t stop. He tried to grab her hips but couldn't, and settled for grabbing her tits.

She smiled as she drove into him. She could tell that he was loving it, and she was so glad she could do something to make up for what she had done to him.

“Fuck…fuck…” he whimpered, his eyes half closed, the intense sensations lifting him up, the heat in his chest threatening to ignite.

“Don’t try to cum, baby. Just relax and let it happen. That’s the way women do it.

He tried to relax, and he focused on the sharp feeling of friction sliding through his asshole, again and again, and he felt something way down deep. Something that, the more he relaxed the more it came.

She reached up and grabbed his nipples and rubbed them.

He arched, he was trying.

“Don’t try!”

He relaxed, and then he didn’t have to do anything. It was on the way. His eyes flicked open in shock and the orgasm overwhelmed him. He couldn’t think, his body moved without him, and all he could do was go along for the ride.

His hips jerked, his muscles kept tightening and loosening, the warm feeling in his chest became a supernova that cooked all his senses. Semen began drooling out of his cock.

He stopped knowing who he was. He was just this amazing feeling of love. He was a ball of nerve endings exploding. He was a woman.


EPILOGUE

As the girls were told, the pills lasted six months. Six months of no erections, but of experiencing the purity of being a woman.

Six months of being fucked in the most beautiful fashion.

Then he felt his dick click. It surged. It felt like it was going to get hard.

John was in bed at the time, just waking up, and he sat up and shook Becky. “Honey?”

“Yes?” she mumbled sleepily.

“I can feel my dick!”

She sat up and grinned.

He asked, “Do you have any more of those pills?”

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


Panty Clad Revenge!

Feminization reduces a big, tough biker to tears!


PART ONE

“What do you think?” Nancy held up two dresses. One blue and one yellow.

Lance said, “Yellow.”

Nancy stood in front of the mirror with one dress held up to her front, then the other. She grimaced. “What are you trying to do, make me ugly? How can you say yellow? I’m going to throw this out.” She crumpled up the yellow dress and tossed it on top of the hamper.

Lance didn’t say anything. The truth was…he was trying to make her ugly. She was beautiful and he didn’t want her going out looking so good.

“Do you have to go tonight?”

Nancy sighed. “Are you going to start this again? You want me to get a job, and now you don’t want me to go do that job. What is with you?”

“Uh, nothing. I just like it when you stay home.”

The truth was he was jealous, like really jealous. Whenever she was out of his sight he got nervous and bit his nails and wondered what she was doing.

Yes, he knew he was being silly. He had not a shred of proof that Nancy was stepping out on him, but he couldn’t stop his mind from thinking, from jumping to conclusions. Whenever she went to work he imagined her in the arms of another man.

She glared at him. “I think there’s something more going on.”

“Nah,” he said, smiling nervously. I just…I miss you.”

“Well, I suppose I should say that’s sweet, but…I feel like you’re up to something.

“Why don’t you just stay home and we’ll watch old movies and eat popcorn.”

She smiled. “I love the thought, but…you know I have to work!”

He suppressed a sigh and watched her get dressed.

She was fresh out of the shower and her legs were long curves that ended in a bubble ass. Her waist was slender, and swelled out to large breasts. And her face…he loved her curvy, red lips, her long, blonde hair. He could stare into her sky blue eyes for hours.

He watched as she rubbed lotion into her golden skin, and his cock started to swell. He wanted to rub that lotion into her legs.

“So what are you going to do tonight?”

“Huh? What?”

“While I’m out with the girls. What are you going to do? Watch a game on TV? Read a book? Play a game?”

“Uh, No. I don’t know.”

He really just wanted to watch her body.

She pulled on panties and then a garter. He controlled his propensity to drool as she unrolled stockings up her fine shaped legs.

“Well, you should do something. Go make us a drink.”

He walked down the hallway to the kitchen and reached for the bourbon. He put a couple of glasses on the counter and filled them with ice. He poured half a glass of bourbon, and a quarter glass of bourbon. Then he topped them both off with Coke.

“Mmm. Thank you, honey.” She was wearing the blue dress, and it showed her cleavage. She was leaning towards her mirror painting her lips.

He loved her lips. just looking at them made him so horny. He drank a big glug and thought about how he shouldn’t be so obsessed. Hunh! Might as well wish for a chicken with feathers made out of gold.

He knew he was obsessed. Heck, she knew it, too. On one hand she liked the way he doted on her. On the other hand, sometimes he knew she wished he would act normal.

But how do you act normal when you have the most beautiful woman in the world? So beautiful that all you wanted was to keep her at home and make love to her?

She smacked her lips at the mirror, grinned, and turned to him.

“What do you think? Am I presentable?”

“Oh, Lord,” he breathed out. “You make me so hungry.”

“Excellent!” she said. She reached up, put her hand around his neck and pulled his face down to her. She kissed him lightly on the lips.

He tasted her, and wanted to gobble her, but he knew she would get mad if he messed up her make up.

“Drink up, baby. Have a few. Who knows, when I get home I might feel like a little loving.”

But he couldn’t wait.

Could a guy get arrested for stalking his own wife?

Tootle a toot toot de toot!

Nancy’s phone went off and she picked it up and answered. “Yes?…Oh, hi, Beth. Yes, I’m almost on my way. A late night?…Sure. I can do that…”

Lance groaned inside. When she stayed out late she never felt like making love when she got home. There went his evening.

Nancy talked for a few more minutes, doing a lot of listening, then hung up the phone. She turned to Lance. “I’m sorry, honey, but they have a special job tonight. So not only am I going to have to teach them, they want me to do some of the work.”

“Oh, well, that’s okay.”

“Aw. You sound so sad.” She patted his cheek. “Oh, but you know I’m not feeling amorous when I work long hours. I’m sorry. But first thing tomorrow. I promise you.”

She grabbed his crotch and squeezed him. He groaned and she laughed. “Besides, I love it when you’re all horny. In fact, I really should give up making love and just go to strictly teasing.”

She was rubbing his package, and his cock was struggling against his underpants.

“Would you like that? If I spent my life just teasing you and never gave you any?”

“Oh, honey,” he gasped. “Don’t even joke about that!”

She unzipped his pants and reached in for his cock. It sprang out and she stroked it slowly. Then, smiling at him, she bent her knees and lowered her mouth.

“Oh…oh…!”

She opened her mouth and put it around his penis. She stroked him and gobbled his head. She licked the underside of the head and his knees started to tremble. She was very careful not to smear her lipstick.

For a long minute she sucked him. She used both hands, one to stroke him, the other to fondle his balls. He felt the lurch of an impending orgasm deep inside. He closed his eyes and pumped his hips.

Nancy felt him starting to rev, however, and she backed off. She giggled and stood up.

“Oh, God! Finish me off!”

She laughed and stepped back. He stood there, trembling, his cock sticking out of his pants. “Didn’t you hear what I said? From here on out I’m going to tease you, and you can forget cumming. I am going to see if I can make you into the horniest man on earth. Your cock is going to swell up and turn bright purple. Your balls are going to be full. You’re  going to be dripping and drooling 24/7/365. I’ll take pictures and post them on Facebutt. ‘Here stands the horniest cock in the world, and it…will…never…cum!’”

He couldn’t stand it. He reached for her, but she danced away. “Got to go, honey, but that should keep you hot until I get home.”

She grabbed her keys and headed for the front door.

He followed her, stood in the open doorway as she walked down the walk. She blew him a kiss over the top of her car, then slid into the passenger seat. Ten seconds later she was zooming down the street.

Lance watched her go, and as soon as she turned on the next street he started moving.

He ran for the garage, grabbing his leather jacket and pulling it on. He stepped into the garage and opened the big door, then hopped onto his bike.

RRRRrrrmmmm!

He heeled the kickstand back and his rear tire gave a squeak on the cement floor. Thirty seconds after Nancy had turned the corner he was roaring down the street, pulling his face plate down and bending over the handlebars.

Traffic was heavy, and that was good. It would be difficult for her to identify one headlight amongst all the others. He slithered around cars, zipped between vehicles, and within a minute he saw her going up the freeway ramp.

He grinned, slowed down a bit, and headed up the ramp. He passed car after car until he saw her tail lights in the distance. There were no other Mustangs on the freeway, so that had to be her. He fell in four cars behind her and tooled happily along.

He didn’t think about how silly he was being, how he was letting his obsession control him. He knew she was just supposed to go to a beauty salon downtown and teach a class on how to do extensions, but he…he just couldn’t stand it. He had to see her, make sure that was what she was really doing. Then he would head home. Then he would be all right.

She  got off the freeway at the fourth street exit. Headed up a ramp, turned left and descended into the maelstrom of evening traffic.

He followed her, not worrying if he got stopped by a traffic light. There were no cops downtown at this time of the evening, they didn’t want to drive in rush hour, lazy farts, so he could pop up to 90 for a block and keep Nancy in sight.

Ten blocks and she moved into the right lane and slowed for a parking lot.

Lance moved his bike to the curb and watched. There was a beauty salon right next to the parking lot, and that had to be where she gave her classes.

Finally, when she didn’t appear, he knew there had to be a back entrance. He moved his bike into traffic, got into the far left lane and drove next to a sedan. As he passed the beauty salon he looked over the top of the car.

There she was, putting on a white coat and talking with a lady.

Lance smiled. Now he knew. Now he could go home and relax. His wife was okay. His boner was still surging, but it would wane, and…and he frowned.

Damn his obsession, he wanted more. He wanted to see what she was really doing.

He drove around a block, passed in front of the beauty salon again. She was talking to half a dozen women, he could see the door at the back of the salon. It was open, led to an alley, he presumed. Maybe he should glance in the back door. It wouldn’t hurt anything, then he could really, really be sure.

Around the block again. There was a parking structure on the corner. He turned into it and found a triangle in the corner of the second floor where bikers could park. He got off his bike, started to lock his helmet on, then had a thought. He could wear his helmet for a disguise. Then, if anybody saw him, they wouldn’t know who he was. Heh heh. He headed toward the stairs to the the back alley that led towards the beauty salon. He hadn’t taken but a few steps when he heard his cell phone ringing.

Fuck! He would have to unlock his seat and get the phone out, and it would be done ringing by then. Fuck it. He would just check it later. He went down the stairs.

Inside the beauty salon Nancy was finishing her spiel. This was an easy class. A little talk, watch over the girls while they practiced, and collect a good paycheck.

“Nancy? Got s minute?”

“Sure.” She went to where Beth, the owner of the salon was checking her schedule book.

“I’m sorry, I got totally mixed up. It’s not this week, but next week, when we have that sorority scheduled.”

“That’s no problem, do you want me to stay late then?”

“Actually, can I make a deal with you?”

“Sure?”

“Since it’s next week that you’ll have to work late, and since Donna is coming in any minute, do you want to head home early tonight? full pay? My apology for the foul up?”

Nancy smiled. She actually felt a little guilty for leaving Lance in such a horny state. He did so dote over her…it would be cool to get off early, head home and give him a little extra. Old movies and popcorn, too. “Actually, that would work out super. Do you want me to stick around and watch the girls right now?”

“No. I can handle that. And thanks. You really are helping me out.”

“Not a problem. Well, let me call my hubby and tell him I am going to do really nasty things to him…”

Beth giggled as Nancy took out her cell phone. “Do nasty things to him for me and the girls, too, all right?”

Nancy nodded. “Double nasty served up piping hot. You got it.” They giggled as she listened to her phone ring.

“Hunh. He must be in the shower.” She hung up her cell.

“Uh oh, you better hurry. He might have started the nasty without you.”

“Oh, no!” Nancy mocked alarm. “I better hurry!” She hugged Beth, grabbed her purse, yelled ‘so long, suckers’ at the girls, who affectionately flipped her off, and headed out the back door.

The alley didn’t lead to the back door of the salon. The alley led to the parking lot, and halfway up the parking lot was a smaller, shorter alley. It was this Alley that Nancy stepped out of. She got into her Mustang, smiled as she backed up, then headed for the streeet. At the very moment her tail lights disappeared into the street Lance stepped from the alley into the back alley. He was so intent, so pleased with his cleverness, that he didn’t look around the parking lot. He didn’t take note of the fact that his wife’s car was no longer there.

He stepped up to the mouth of the second, smaller alley and looked into the darkness. He could see the open back door of the salon and he headed for it.

The alley opened up on a couple of shops, and there was some debris, but he picked his way noiselessly to the back of the salon. He kept to the far side of the alley, and stayed out of the glare of lights. He edged up and looked into the shop.

A short walkway with a door on one side. Probably supplies, maybe an office.

He couldn’t quite see enough. The salon chairs were all on the right side and there was a stack of boxes…if he just stuck his head in a little…

He pulled the screen door open and stuck his head in. Heck, with his helmet on nobody would know it was him, even if Nancy herself saw him.

He moved forward a little, and frowned. He could see everybody, but…no Nancy! His wife was supposed to be here.

He held his position for a few seconds longer, risking being seen, but, nope, his wife wasn’t there.

Finally, he started to pull back. Unfortunately, he hadn’t counted on the extra width of the helmet. The edge of the door caught on his helmet.

He gave a silent curse, opened the door wider and pulled his head back and…WHAM! Something clunked into the back of his helmet. He fell forward, striking the stack of boxes, which fell forward with a tremendous racket. All the girls in the salon whirled and stared.

Lance didn’t care, didn’t perceive, he was trying to figure out why he was on his hands and knees and felt like puking.

A force pushed on his butt and he flew forward, flattened out on the floor of the beauty salon. The face plate protected his face, but he really couldn’t figure out what had happened.

“What?” he said, sounding very stupid.

Behind him Donna brought the bat up and smacked it down on the back of his helmet. She had hit him once when he was backing out of the door, and she had kicked his butt, and now she brought the bat down with her full weight.

Lance was just starting to bring his head up, and the bat met it and his helmet cracked. His head went down, striking the face plate and breaking it.

Still, the helmet did its job. Helmets are built to withstand 140 pounds per square inch, and this one did that. Of course it now was lopsided and spiderwebbed by cracks and held together only by the lining inside, but he was okay. Just a little dazed and dumb

“I caught him peeking!” snarled Donna, lifting the bat again.

“Hold it!” Beth yelled, running up to the prone Lance. She knelt. “Geez, Donna! How do we know it’s not a customer?”

“Sneaking around like that? Not likely.”

“Girls, turn him over and let’s see who he is.”

“Shouldn’t we call the cops?”

Beth wasn’t willing to call the police. Not until she was sure it wasn’t some poor schmuck who had lost his way.

Lance was groaning and several of the girls turned his body over.

Lance moaned and his eyes opened. His head felt funny. His face felt funny. Why was he laying on the floor looking up? Man, he had been in fights before, but he had never been clocked like this!

Beth held his held up and gently took his helmet off. She placed a towel under his head. She felt his skull, it seemed to be intact. That helmet, though. That was done for.

“Who are you?”

“What?” His eyes circled in the sockets and his mouth was slack.

“Wet rag,” commanded Beth, a moment later she held it to Lance’s face.

Lance jerked a little. He was still out of it, and would be for a few minutes.

“He doesn’t have a wallet.”

“There’s no motorcycle in the parking lot.”

“He probably parked it down the street and snuck up. I saw him looking around before he entered the back alley. He was acting suspicious.” Donna still held the bat and was ready to use it again.

“Okay, fella, if you don’t tell me who you are I’m going to call the police.”

“I’m looking for my wife.”

That stopped everybody. Wives came into the beauty salon all the time, top customers, and this guy could have picked the wrong shop.

Donna snorted. “Ask him why he was sneaking around.”

“Why were you sneaking in the back?”

Out of it, Lance slipped and told the truth. “I didn’t want her to see me.”

“Ah ha!” gloated Donna.

“That proves nothing,” mumbled Beth. But…it sounded pretty suspicious.

“We should turn him into the police.”

Lance was becoming more aware, and he said, “Police? Why? What have I done?”

“You were peeping through the back door,” accused Donna.

Lance was starting to think faster. “I was looking for my wife. I didn’t see her and I was leaving.”

“Who’s your wife?”

Lance shut up. He wasn’t about to tell them, then have them tell Nancy, and then have her all over him for following her. He blustered. “Who the heck are you? I make an honest mistake and you beat my brains half in.” He picked up his helmet. “Who’s going to pay for this?”

The girls were suddenly silent.

And Donna was really pissed off. But she held it in. This bozo had to pay…he wasn’t going to get off scott free.

Beth sighed and helped Lance up. He was wavering a bit, but he was recovering. “Here, have a seat,” she lead him to a chair and he sat down. Almost fell down, he still had some recovering to do.

He put his hand to his face and felt it. He looked at the bat in Donna’s hands. “You hit me with that? What the hell did I ever do to you?”

Donna was pissed, but holding it in. She had caught him, she knew he was guilty, but now he was turning everything around. She put the bat on the next chair over.

“Who did you say your wife was?”

“I didn’t. And I’m not going to. I think maybe I better call a lawyer.”

There was a very slight trickle of blood on the corner of his lip. Nothing at all, and certainly better than busted teeth. Donna looked at it and found herself grinning on the inside.

She picked up a tube of lipstick from the counter and moved in. Now exuding care, she cupped the tube carefully so he couldn’t see what it was. “You’re bleeding. Let me put some medicine on it.”

Lance put his hand up to his lip and it did come away with a little smear of blood.

Donna pressed the lipstick down on his lips. “It’ll taste funny for a while, leave a waxy taste, but don’t wipe it off.” She coated his lips and the lipstick rolled smoothly on.

One of the girls gave a half giggle, then clamped her hand over her mouth. The other girls went wide-eyed. Beth couldn’t see past Donna’s body, but when Donna stepped back she stifled a gasp.

Lance’s mouth was… painted.

“It stings a little,” said Lance, putting his hand up.

Donna caught his hand, “Don’t. Let the medicine work.”

She turned and Beth glared at her. Donna didn’t care. Maybe her punishment wasn’t much, but at least this bozo would remember them.

“Are you okay now?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Do you want to leave?”

“Yeah.”

Boy, did he. He was still thinking a little crazy, but he didn’t mean it about lawyers and all. He just wanted to get out of here, out of this den of crazy ladies, and head for home. Maybe he could watch old movies and eat popcorn. And maybe have a shot of whiskey. Man, that bitch had really clonked him.

“Okay.”

The girls stood back and Beth helped him out of the chair.

“You’ll be all right riding home?” She couldn’t take her eyes off his red lips.

“Oh, yeah. I’m fine.”

The girls watched as he walked to the back and down the short hallway. He was walking straight enough, he was okay.

Lance stepped out of the back door and leaned against a building. Man, he had been hit before, even knocked out, but damn! He looked at his helmet. It was a shattered mess. The face plate was worthless, he ripped it off and threw it in a garbage can.

He held his helmet up to the light. Fuck. That was a hundred bucks right there. He continued down the alley, into the parking lot, and towards the back alley. He was okay now. He was motoring around, he could ride his bike home. That medicine sure tasted weird though. He had a sweet smell to it, and it felt like his lips were puffy. Oh, well. He was a fast healer.

Back in the beauty salon Beth was shaking her head. “When he sees his lips…”

“It’ll wear off by tomorrow.” Now that the adrenaline was wearing off Donna was starting to realize what she had done. She had assaulted some sap, broke his helmet, and that took some kind of doing, and then…she held in a snicker…painted his lips bright red.

The girls were talking around one of the chairs, and one of them held up the tube of lipstick and laughed. This puzzled Beth, and she walked over to the girls. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh, nothing,” said the girl, handing her the lipstick tube and smirking.

Frowning, Beth looked at the tube, and gasped.

“Oh, my God!”

“What?” asked Donna.

“It’s not lipstick!”

“What? But it…it is! Isn’t it?”

Beth handed her the tube and she read, “Lipstain with super plumping agent. Guaranteed to last one month.”

She looked up in shock. “But I thought…I grabbed…”

“You just made that poor man’s lips fatter than Angelina Jolie’s, and redder than a firetruck with a sunburn.”

“Oh, no!” And she was distraught, but only for a second, then one of the girls burst into laughter. Shortly they were all laughing.

Lance threw a leg over his saddle and settled his weight down. He pulled what remained of his helmet over his head. It felt like he was pulling a sock over his head. The hard plastic was a thousand piece puzzle held together by the lining. And no face plate. He was going to be eating bugs on the way home.

He started up the bike. RRRRRmmmm.

He didn’t feel his cell phone ringing under the seat. Even if he had he would have ignored it. He didn’t want to get off, open the seat, take out the cell phone. No. He was feeling okay, and he just wanted to hit the road.

In the kitchen Nancy frowned at her cell phone. Where was that lug? Hopefully he had just gone for a short ride. Smiling, she opened up a box of Tampons and placed a line of them on the floor back towards the bedroom.

Heck, she didn’t have any flower petals, and he would get the idea.

Back in the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and put on her flimsiest, filthiest neglige. She sat down at her vanity table and went to work.

A short while later she was ready. She turned all the lights off in the house except for the hallway, which illuminated the path of Tampons.

Lance was a little dizzy, but he was okay. He set on the bike and instead of lane splitting or going a hundred miles per hour he just tooled along. He kept proper distance, and kept his eyes focused in front of him.

He missed the turn off—what was up with that?—but circled back through neighborhoods. Eventually he found his house and cruised up the driveway and into the garage.

Wearily, he put his kickstand down and turned off his machine. He opened his seat and took out his cell phone and wallet, but didn’t check for messages. He just carried cell and wallet and his keys into the house.

He placed his things on the counter and stuck his head under the faucet and drank

Damn, it still felt like his lips were all fat. Well, no matter. He could just tell Nancy he had walked into something.

He looked down the hallway. The lights were on in the hallway, but nowhere else, and there was something on the floor. Little white things…he moved forward and bent down.

A Tampon! Tampons?

Good Lard, Nancy must have come home early, and she was waiting for him in the bedroom. He was going to get a little!

He paused and took off his clothes. His dick was immediately standing out and throbbing. He tip toed down the hallway silently.

Into the bedroom, towards the bed.

Click! The light went on. Nancy was laying, naked but for a sexy negligee, all made up and ready to go.

Her face was alight with joy, and then it wasn’t. The happiness receded and she looked puzzled, then she actually gave a little scream. Just a yelp, and she pushed up and leaned back against the wall.

Lance stopped, was frozen. What was wrong?

“Nancy?”

She pointed at him and her voice sounded panicky, “Your lips!”

Lance didn’t understand. Being hit on the head, a couple of times, had addled his senses. He turned towards the mirror over Nancy’s vanity table and…stared.

His face didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t really his face. It was part his face and part…part…he held his hand up and felt his lips. They were huge. Baby Huey lips. Women’s lips. Angelina Jolie lips.

What the fuck? What the…he fainted.


PART TWO

“Lance, wake up!”

Nancy patted his face with a wet wash cloth. She stared at his big, red lips and wondered what had happened.

Lance groaned, moved his head slightly.

“Come on, honey. Wake up. Wake up.”

He opened his eyes and looked around. “What happened?” he asked. “What am I doing on the floor?”

“That’s what I want to know. And I want to know what’s up with your lips.”

Lance’s eyes opened wide at that. He reached up and felt his big, fat lips in wonder. “What the hell?”

“Can you get up?”

“Uh, yeah…”

She helped him and he struggled to his knees, then stood up. He was a little weak, but it was’t like after he got clonked with a baseball bat. Now he was aware and functioning. The short ten second sleep when he had fainted had somehow restored him to his senses.

He stood there, Nancy balancing him. “What happened? Did somebody hit me?” Oh, yeah. That bitch hit me with a baseball bat! Ruined my fucking helmet!

“Somebody not only hit you, they kissed you.”

He was confused. “What?”

“Look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bathroom, turned and…froze. His lips were swollen to twice their size! And they were red! With lipstick! Oh…that fucking bitch! And he snarled, “That fucking bitch!”

Nancy wasn’t so worried about him collapsing now. She leaned against the door jamb and asked, “And which fucking bitch would that be?”

He turned to her, and his face was red. Bright red. Redder than a stop sign with no white letters. “I can explain.”

Nancy drawled, “Oh, I can hardly wait.”

Yet, on the inside, she felt humor. Her hubby had really messed up, and she was going to get to gloat.

“Well, it started out with you…it’s your fault…you got me so horny and—“

“Wait a minute! You’re really going to put this on me?”

“Uh…”

“Go on. Keep going.”

“Well, uh,” he was rapidly deflating. “You got me so hot and horny, and…and I decided to follow you.”

Her eyes widened and she tilted her head.

He hurried his explanation. “I’m sorry, I know, but you drive me crazy and I just wanted to follow you.”

“Go on.”

“So I followed you, on my bike. I saw you go into that beauty shop—“

“Where I’ve been going for the last few weeks.”

“Uh, yeah. And I didn’t mean to bug you…or anything…and I peeked in the back door. You weren’t there, but then some bitch whacked me on the back of the helmet with a baseball bat.”

Nancy’s lips were twitching and she nodded.

“Then I woke up and these girls were all accusing me of being a peeping Tom…”

“Hmm. I wonder why?”

“But then this one, the one who hit me with the baseball bat, she said there was blood on my lip and she brushed it off and…and that’s when she must have painted my…put the lipstick on my…”

“She decorated your mouth,” Nancy spoke wryly.

“Exactly. She said it was medicine, and I figured I hurt myself when she, uh, hit me, and that I had a fat lip and…and…honest, honey! I’m innocent.”

Nancy shook her head, turned and left the bedroom.

Lance followed her down the hall.

“I’m telling the truth, honey! I didn’t mean to…to follow you, but I was just so horny, and I’m always curious as to where you’re going.”

She entered the kitchen, got down the bourbon and Coke and mixed two glasses. She leaned her butt against the sink and contemplated him. Her face was stern, but he could tell that she was seeing the humor in the situation. At least, he hoped that was why her mouth was trembling.

“So you are an obsessive asshole who stalks his wife. Then you get in a brawl with a woman who, I assume, is smaller and weighs less than you, and she kicks your ass. And, holy shit!” She had just noticed his motorcycle helmet. She put her hand on it, felt the thousand pieces all jig jaggy and stuck to the liner. “She did this to you?”

“Yeah! She ruined a perfectly good crash helmet!”

Nancy picked up the helmet and examined it. It was toast. “Well, at least it looked like it worked.”

“Yeah. But now you know what happened and why I’m sort of out of it.” He felt his mouth. “And why I’ve got this stuff on!”

And, finally, Nancy lost it. She started to snicker, then chortle, then put her hand across her mouth and stopped, then started to guffaw, and, finally, she was holding her belly and roaring with laughter.

“You got your ass kicked and now you’re wearing lipstick. Oh, my God! Wait until I tell your friends!”

“No! You can’t do that!”

“She picked up her cell phone and he thought she was going to call somebody.

“No! Please! No!”

But she was only opening her camera. She turned towards him, snapped three quick clicks before he understood what was happening and covered his mouth.

“Hey! Stop!” He shouted from behind his hand.

Nancy tapped twice and smiled. “It’s on the cloud now.”

“You aren’t…you aren’t going to post it…are you?”

Nancy sipped her drink and pondered. “Well, I don’t know. I mean, I’ve got an obsessive asshole for a husband who stalks me. Who doesn’t trust me. What am I supposed to do?”

“But I won’t! I won’t follow you again. Word of honor!”

“Honey, on one hand I’m sort of flattered by all your attention. On the other hand, you’ve got to admit, it really is a bit much.”

He hung his head. “I know.” Then he looked up at her, “But it’s just because I love you so much.”

“Hmm. What is the difference between so much and too much?”

“But I promised I’ll never do it again.”

“Somehow, I don’t think that’s enough.”

“But what else can I do to convince you.”

She nodded and scrutinized him through lidded eyes. Her lips twisted as she thought, and finally she said, “Wait here.”

She took her phone and went down the hall to their bedroom. She called a number and began talking.

He waited in the kitchen and drank his drink and watched her.

She was pacing, and he saw her as she reached the wall, turned and walked the other way. Again and again.

He drank more. He made himself another drink.

He was worried. Who was she talking to? What was going to happen?

Nancy hung up the phone and came back down the hallway. “Okay, bozo, you want to get back in my good graces? Or do you want to be in the doghouse, no sex for a year, maybe fucking never?”

“Honey! I’ll do anything! Please! Let me make it up to you.”

“Okay. Then get on your motorcycle and go back to the beauty salon.”

“What?”

“You need to apologize to all those girls, and I want to be there to see it.”

“Apologize? But they’re the ones who conked me!”

“Because you were a sneaking, little peeping Tom. So you will apologize to them, and then you will have to do something to make up for not trusting me, for stalking me, for being less than a loving husband.”

“I was a too much loving husband!” he protested.

She just stared at him with a level look. “Go.”

He picked up his helmet. “What about this? It’s against the law to ride without a helmet!”

“I know you’ve got that spare one in the garage.”

He groaned. It was a white three quarters helmet, uglier than sin, and he would be laughed off his bike if anybody saw him wearing it.

“Honey…”

“Go…or else!”

Defeated, his shoulders slumped, he went out to the garage, found the white helmet and put it on. It was too small and it had no faceplate. The strap didn’t fit right and…and he sighed and started the bike. RRRRmmmm. He looked at the kitchen door. Nancy stood, framed, and he took in her negligee and out thrust tits. God. Why couldn’t they just stay home and watch old movies and eat popcorn?

He heeled the kickstand up and rolled out of the garage for the second time that night.

Behind him, Nancy ran for the bedroom. She pulled off the negligee and slipped a bra and panties on, then pulled the negligee back on. She grabbed her keys and purse and headed for the Mustang.

Lance drove slowly, not looking forward to this. Man, they had bashed his skull and put lipstick on him, and he had to apologize to them! Talk about the world being unfair!

He turned off the freeway and made his way through the traffic. Traffic was lighter now, but he went slower and slower. If he saw bikers coming the other way he went around the block to avoid them. All he needed was for one of his friends to see him with his big, super red lips.

If he had had a full helmet it would have covered his mouth. But this white helmet made his lips look even bigger! The white helmet seemed to frame them so they looked even redder!

He came to the beauty shop and turned into the parking lot. It was getting later now, and there weren’t many cars. He slid the bike up to the mouth of the little alleyway and got off. He locked the bike, put a chain on it, and stared at the mouth of the alley. The back door was closed, not much in the way of lights, but at least he wouldn’t have to go in the front way and risk being seen.

He walked down the dark alley and tried the door.

Locked.

Fuck!

He knocked on the door.

Nothing. He could see the lights around the jamb, but…nobody came to answer.

He knocked harder.

Nothing.

Oh, fuck!

He walked out of the alley and went through the parking lot.

The street was lit up. Street lights, passing headlights, there was no way to sneak into the beauty salon.

Heaving a sigh, he walked to the entrance, stepped up to the door and walked in.

The girls were waiting for him. They were sitting in chairs, standing by the counter, and they all looked at him.

His eyes narrowed and he frowned as he looked at the bitch who had hit a home run with his noggin. She had a big grin on her face.

“I’m uh…Lance. And, uh…”

Beth came forward. She wasn’t smiling, but it sure looked like she was laughing on the inside. “Hello, Lance. Nancy said you’d be along. I just talked to her on the phone and she says she’s five minutes out. “Would you like to have a seat?”

“Uh…”

She led him down the row of chairs to an empty one. He sat in it and looked around.

The other girls were smiling. He didn’t see what was so funny. He was red and embarrassed and…couldn’t he just apologize and get this over with?

“Would you like a Coke? Or a Sprite?”

“Uh…a Coke.”

She went into the back room.

The bitch who had smacked him smiled and said, “Nice lips.”

He ignored her.

She chuckled, then asked, “How’s the head?”

Oh, man. It took all his will power not to slap her one. Then he sighed. He might be an idiot in some ways, like loving his wife too much, but he didn’t hold a grudge. He finally let some of his anger go.

“Man, I never been smacked like that. You really got me.”

She laughed. “Yeah, it was classic. Your head hurt?”

“Nah. But you owe me for a new helmet.”

She laughed again, then one of the other girls asked, “You’re married to Nancy?”

“I am. Though she’s not too happy with me right now.”

“She is so super. She really knows her stuff.”

“Well, thanks. I mean for her. She’s…well, you already know I love her.”

“I can’t believe you stalked her. I wish my boyfriend would do that to me.”

“That’s creepy,” said another girl.

“Not once you know them.”

The bitch, whose name turned out to be Donna, said, “Every man’s a creep till you know them.”

“Is that true?” One of the girls asked Lance. “Are all men creeps?”

“Well, speaking for half the human race,” he gave a rueful grin. “Yup.”

Everybody laughed.

“You know, I’m embarrassed, but…love makes you stupid sometimes.”

“Now if we could only separate the creeps who do bad things from the creeps who just do stupid things.” Donna said.

Beth handed Lance a Coke and he held it up, “Here, here.”

At that point the situation devolved into a big chat. Lance got to know some of the girls, some of the girls got to know him, and he even got to appreciate Donna.

Then the front door opened and Nancy entered. “Well, well. Look what the cat’s dragged in!” She was wearing her negligee over panties and bra. None of the girls cared, but Lance found himself staring so hard he thought his eyeballs were going to fall out and bounce.

Greetings were thrown about, and Nancy came right to the point. She strode down the center of the store and stopped in front of Lance. “Well, lover? Is there anything you’d like to say to these ladies?”

Lance gave a little groan, then stood up. He turned and looked at each of the girls. “Ladies, I do wish to apologize for my behavior earlier this evening. It was a lapse of good judgement and I apologize for any inconvenience or hurt feelings.”

Nancy asked of the girls, “Is that good enough?”

Donna cleared her throat. Lance brought his hand to his face and said, “Oh, no!” Which caused everybody to laugh.

“Well, he really hurt my poor, little baseball bat. My poor little bat has been crying all night since bruising on his hard head.

Lance grinned, “And I do apologize for any discomfort I might have caused your bat when I hit it with my head.”

Small cheers erupted, lots of laughter, and Donna shrugged happily and said, “That’s not bad.”

Nancy asked Beth, “Is that good enough for you?”

“Oh, yeah.” She gave a thumbs up.

Nancy turned to Lance. “Well, Lance, it seems you’ve been forgiven by the ladies of this fine establishment.”

“Whew,” Lance quipped.

“BUT…”

“Oh, no.”

“That still leaves me and all my hurt feelings. And, believe me, I have a lot of hurt feelings.”

“Aw, honey, I said I’m sorry!”

The girls in the shop were hanging on this exchange.

“Words are cheap, honey. It’s action that counts.”

“So what can I do to make up for my actions?”

“I notice that you’ve got lipstick on.”

Girls hooted and Lance turned a bit red. “Yeah, but, uh…that was…uh…”

“What?” Nancy challenged with a grin.

“Oh, uh, nothing.”

She nodded. “I thought so. And as for your amends for the terrible hurt you have caused me, I want you to go the rest of the way.”

“Hunh? Say what?”

The girls in the shop looked a little confused.

“Simple. I was teaching these girls about weaves and extensions, how to make a person beautiful, how to make a woman more womanly. You seemed to have gotten in the way of that. So to make up for all the hurt you’ve caused you will sit in that chair and the girls will practice extensions, make up and nails.”

The girls all gave a great big ‘Ooooh!’

“But…I don’t…isn’t there some other thing I can do?”

Nancy dropped the hammer. “And if you don’t cheerfully comply with this request I will refuse sex with you for two years.”

Now there was stunned silence. A couple of the girls whispered, but everybody was shocked by the severity of her threat. No sex for two years? How could anybody survive that?

“But…honey…”

She stared, waited, and everybody knew she was serious.

Lance looked around the room. Nobody could help him. He had made his bed and now he had to lay in it.

He looked at Nancy again, opened his mouth, and she tilted her head and dared him with her eyes.

He caved in. He just slumped and nodded.

A sound like a big sigh went around the room, then the whispers became louder.

“Okay, girls. This is the big test. If you can make this big lug look like a woman he’s going to get sex. If you fail, he fails…and you know what that means. No sex for two years.”

“But I should lose if they can’t…” but he trailed off at the look on Nancy’s face.

The girls, a little subdued, began their task.

Two of them bent and starting taking off his boots, but Nancy stopped everybody. “It all starts with depilation.”

Lance looked blank. “What’s that?”

“Your hair,” whispered Donna. “You have to lose all your hair.”

Beth went to the front and drew the curtains.

“But we’re going to have to undress him!”

“Undress him, get rid of his hair, everywhere…but don’t let him squirt.”

The girls started giggling as they took off his shirt. Then they braved his buckle and zipper. Once started they were like an avalanche, picking up speed as they rolled downhill. Soon he was standing in front of the chair, red-faced and totally naked.

The girls sprayed foam on him, rubbed it into his flesh, his arms and legs and body. They were a little stand offish about his groin.

Donna grinned. “Come on, you sissies, here’s how it’s done.”

She foamed his groin and used her hands to spread it out and mush it in. His cock was bouncing extra hard and she just moved it aside, and once even stroked it and giggled. “I’ll bet you wish I had hit you harder, eh, Lance? You could be sitting in a hospital right now getting sympathy.”

“You’d win that bet,” he murmured. Under the foam his face was eighteen shades of red.

The foam started to heat up and the girls grabbed wash cloths and removed the foam, and the hair, from his body.

Lance looked down. He was baby butt bald. It felt weird, and kinky, and his cock was growing very hard.

Nancy came over to watch. “Don’t worry about that dick, girls. It won’t hurt anybody.”

Lance groaned and she laughed.

They pushed him back in the chair and began doing his toenails and his fingernails.

Lance sat there, and every once in a while one of the girls would accidentally on purpose brush against his cock. they would say excuse me and giggle.

Lance just sat there, and his cock got so hard it started to drool.

“He’s cumming, Nancy!”

Nancy glanced at his cock. “That’s pre-cum, you ninny.”

The girl’s face turned red, but everybody laughed.

Lanced watched as they prepared his nails, then his mouth opened. They were sizing fake nails to his digits.

“Hey, not so long! I still have to do things!”

They settled on ovals. That reshaped the tips of his fingers and made them less spatulate.

They coated his finger nails three times, then applied the hard shell finish of lacquer. When they were done his fingers had shiny, little talons.

“Nice,” nodded Nancy.

The girls began putting make up on his face, They cleaned him and coated his flesh with primer.

Meanwhile, two girls were working on his hair. They had selected matching hair and were attaching the extensions. His hair was going from a messy three inches to a neat foot. It was going to be wavy and auburn and settle around his shoulders.

Nancy and Beth watched from the register. “You think he’ll survive this?”

“Oh, yeah,” answered Nancy. “Look at that boner.”

“And you’re willing to do without that for two years?”

“Nope,” and she grinned at Beth.

Beth shook her head and chuckled. “You are one bad bitch.”

“Yup.”

And they both laughed.

Lance caught glimpses of himself in the mirror on the far wall. They had put foundation on him, which made his features plain, but now they were putting on blush and working on his eyes. They used a light charcoal color on his lids and under his eyebrows. One of the girls plucked his eyebrows, and he was stunned to see how those simple arches changed the whole cut of his face.

“I’m not going to be riding my scooter for a while,” he commented, showing a bit of misery.

“Nah,” said Donna. “You can ride with us. There’s several lady Motorcycle clubs.”

Lance contemplated her. “You know, for a lady who hits guys in the head with a baseball bat you aren’t too bad.”

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls who hit you in the head with baseball bats.”

The girls were giggling over this exchange.

“How’s the front coming along?” asked one of the girls working on his extensions.

“Pretty good. He’s going to make all the little boys get erections.”

“Oh, come on!” Lance objected, and he was serious.

“Don’t worry, Lance, if any of those nasty boys come near you we can hit ‘em with our baseball bats.”

“Pierce his ears,” called out Nancy.

So they pierced his ears, and one of the girls brought forth strings with little skulls dangling at the end.

Lance looked at them and tilted his head. “You know, those are sort of cool.

Finally, he was done. He was naked, and a man, but he had a girl’s face, jewelry, and long hair.

“Stand up, lover.”

Lance stood up. His cock was still sticking straight out.

“I guess you figure you’re going to get sex, showing me your ding a ling like this.”

“Uh…”

“Well, maybe. We have one last thing for you to do.”

“What?” He kept looking in the mirror and marveling at his feminine self.

Nancy took off her negligee and handed it to Beth. She took off her panties and bra and handed them to Lance.

Lance stared at the underthings. “No…no…” he mumbled. He even took a step back, but Donna was there to cup his buns and he stepped forward.

“You will wear these garments home. On your bike. You do that and you will be officially forgiven.” She took her negligee from Beth and held it out.

“Honey! No! I’ll get stopped! They’ll take me to jail! If anybody else sees me…”

“You know the roads. I’m sure you can do the back roads home and avoid the cops.”

The girls had taken the panties and bra from him. Two of them balanced him and helped him put on the panties. His cock looked totally absurd poking the panties out.

“But if somebody sees me…”

“You’ll have to blow them a kiss with those red lips and keep riding.”

Two girls fastened the bra around his waist, spun it and lifted it up.

“But….Nancy…you can’t…”

She held the negligee out, and he finally took it.

The girls were all deathly silent. This was high drama and they were fascinated. A few of them were wondering if they could do this to their men.

Beth said, “Wait a minute.” She ran to the store room and returned a few seconds later. She had a pair of breast forms. “Somebody left these here years ago. Now they’ll finally get some use.”

The girls cheered and two of them pushed the forms into Lance’s bra. Now he had a real feminine chest.

Moving like molasses, Lance put on the negligee. It hung on his boobs, making him look really stacked. The folds of the negligee tended to hide the lines between fake boob and real flesh. He actually looked like a girl. A big, over-sized girl, but a girl. The only manly thing on him was his boots, which Nancy had allowed him to wear. He needed them for the motorcycle, after all.

“Okay, honey. I’ll see you at home.”

“But…”

She pointed towards the front door.

Lance shuffled towards the entrance to the salon. He moved like a man in shock, which was what he was.

“Where’s his clothes, girls. I need to wear something.”

She began putting on his underwear, his pants, his shirt. The garments hung on her, but that was okay. She was going to be in a nice, comfy car, nobody able to see in. Not like poor Lance.

 Lance opened the door and looked out. It was past midnight now, and there were very few cars on the street. He waited till there was no cars near, then dashed down to the parking lot.

He ran to his motorcycle, unlocked it and and inserted the key. RRRRmmmm. He heeled the kickstand and turned the throttle.

He stopped back of the entrance to the parking lot, waited for a space, then zoomed.

He drove down the street, the negligee flowing out behind him like a cape. His bra and boobs were big and thrust forward. Sitting nobody could see his hard cock. But if got off the bike everybody would see it.

He turned at the first corner and headed for the edge of town. He would have to ride through a rough section of town, but one where the cops didn’t hang too much. He might be seen, but that was better than being arrested.

He had never been so aware, and so scared, in his life. He feathered the clutch a bit, tried to keep the sound of the motor down, tried not to draw attention to himself, but people still pointed and stared.

One car pulled a U-ey and came after him, but he easily got away.

He headed up into the hills. There were fewer cars and people so he sped up. He leaned into corners and turned the throttle on the straights.

It wasn’t cold, but him being near naked, he was shivering.

For a half our he squiggled through the low hills. He went through collections of houses, ran a couple of red lights, and finally came to the freeway. He was going to have to ride the freeway for a mile. No way around it.

He hit the off ramp and cranked the throttle. His motor began to roar, but the sound was whipped away as he sprinted down the freeway.

He passed cars, and wide-eyed motorists stared after him.

A wild-eyed motorcyclist in a bra with a negligee flowing out behind him.

He made it to his turn off, zipped along a few streets, then came to his driveway. The garage door was closed.

Oh, shit! He cursed. He was going to have to get off, open the door, ride the bike in, and all while the neighbors looked out their windows!

Suddenly a shape darted across the driveway. His mouth opened and he stared. It was Nancy, and she was naked…except for the strap on around her hips. A big cock pointed out from her crotch. She grinned at him, lifted the door, and he drove into the garage.

He turned off the motor and she was suddenly next to him.

“Oh, gosh! Another naked woman! I always wondered what it would be like to make love to a naked woman.”

He was cold, but she helped him off the bike. His teeth were chattering, but she took him into the kitchen and poured him a bourbon and Coke. He sucked it down greedily.

Nancy pressed against him. His cock was in panties. Her cock was sticking out and pointing into him.

“What…what are you doing?”

“One last thing. Or it’s going to be three years without sex.”

“You…you want to fuck me?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve wanted to for a long time, but the situation never arose. Now it has. Here, have another drink. I want you relaxed when I pop your cherry.”

He drank a second drink. He felt the heat in his belly.

“That’s awfully big,” he stared at her cock.

“It’ll feel small once it’s inside you. Hell, you’ll be begging for more.

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Three years?” he said, doubtfully.

“Or else,” she agreed cheerfully. “Now get up on the bed.”

He climbed up on the bed, his butt facing out.

She grabbed a big tube of lube and began slathering it between his crack, into his hole.

He shivered. It felt good, but…anal sex?

“Try to relax, honey. It’s going to feel so good.”

“Are you sure?”

“You fuck me in the asshole every once in a while, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“So I wouldn’t let you do that if it hurt, would I?”

“No.”

“Then relax and enjoy.”

With that she pushed forward.

Her penis went into him easily. It opened him up and he grunted. The pain lasted about a second, then he was impaled, and the pleasure began to mount.

“There you go, lover,” she began to saw back and forth.

Lance’s eyes were now open. And he wondered why he hadn’t tried this before! He began to push back, hungrily searching for more cock.

Nancy smiled and began circling his hole, pushing in, pulling back, waggling so the tip of the dick would wiggle deep inside him.

Lance stretched his arms out and collapsed on the front. His ass stuck up higher and Nancy had even more access and leverage. She pumped him for all she was worth, and he started moaning deliriously. He had never felt anything so exciting in his life.

Somewhere in there she pressed on his prostate, because semen started oozing out of his dick. It puddled on the sheet, but that was okay. As long as she gave him the best fuck she could, and he experienced the joy of being truly empty, that was all she wanted.

Finally, she drew back, her dick flopped out and Lance just groaned and lay there, a big blob of happy ass.

Nancy didn’t worry about her own orgasm. He was going to be extra horny on the morrow, and incapable of cumming. She would get her orgasms then. Lots of them.

She got ready for bed, shoved his ass over and made him lay down, thens he lay down.

“Holy, fuck,” he whispered.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Yes.”

She was silent for a moment, then: “So what are you going to do next week when I go to teach the girls?”

“Stay home and watch movies and eat popcorn.”

“Good girl,” she said.

“If you fuck me like this again.”

“That can be arranged.”

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


Taking Charge of My Husband!

A female led relationship leads to Feminization


PART ONE

“Can you believe Daniel?” I asked my wife as I kicked off my shoes and slid them under the bed.

Amanda frowned, she didn’t like it when I shoved my shoes under the bed. She wanted everything lined up in the closet.  Then she sighed. “What do you mean?”

“He was wearing girly shoes.”

“Girly shoes?”

“Yeah, they looked like…what do you call them? Mary Janes?”

“Yes, low heeled and black, very comfy. I’m sure Daniel just likes comfortable shoes around the house.”

“Yeah, but then he got an ear pierced last month. He’s actually got a little stud in his ear!”

“Lots of men have their ears pierced,” she said, as she wiped her make up off.

“You should leave your make up on for a while.”

She gave me a wry glance in the mirror over her make up table. “Why? You have plans?”

“It’s just…sexier. Gets me all turned on.”

“And then you want to have your way with me, and…and I’m left to clean up the mess.”

“What mess?”

The wet spot in the bed. Then cleaning your sperm out. Then, while you’re sleeping the sleep of the well and truly satisfied, I’m wiping goop off my face.

My turn to frown. “It’s almost like making love is a chore.”

“With you…sometimes it is.”

I took my shirt and pants off and tossed them over the back of a chair. Another thing Amanda doesn’t like.

I mean, what does it matter if you just take off your clothes and go to bed? Nobody’s going to know if your shoes aren’t lined up or your trousers aren’t hung up!

Amanda was watching me. She sighed, then turned towards me. “Look, Alan, I’m sorry. That was a low blow. I do like making love to you. I love it. But not all the time.”

I slanted an eye at her. I wasn’t happy. “You used to.”

She shook her head slightly. “The truth of the matter is that over the years you’ve turned into a horn dog, and it’s a bit much for me. Add to that, well, you’re a little bit inconsiderate…”

“What do you mean?”

“Not putting your clothes up properly, and I noticed that Daniel held Gracie’s chair for her and did other little things that made her feel appreciated…you don’t really make me feel appreciated.

“So you don’t feel like fulfilling your wifely duties and it’s my fault.”

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“So what did you mean?”

She sat there for a long minute and regarded me thoughtfully. She started to turn away, then stopped, and looked at me some more.

“What?”

“Okay, Daniel. You want sex? All the sex you could ever dream of?”

A grin burst out of me.

“Well, that’s a plain enough answer. And if you want more sex than a sultan in a harem, then you have to do for me.”

“What?”

“Do what Daniel does for Gracie.”

“And what does Daniel do?”

Another long moment of silence. Then: “You’re right. Those were Mary Jane’s. Furthermore, you may not have noticed, but he was wearing stockings.”

“Stockings?”

“Nylons. Like with garter belts. And, maybe, I don’t know about this, but maybe he wears sweaters because they would hide strap lines, like if he was wearing a bra.”

My mouth opened and I stared. “No.”

“You suspected it, you observed the shoes, and the ear ring.”

“But I grew up with Daniel! We were on the tennis team together. We golf. We watch football!”

“And play hockey and smoke smelly cigars and high five each other on your rough, tough manliness.”

I was stunned speechless.

“So what does this have to do with me getting more sex than, what was it you said? A sultan in a harem?”

“Come here.”

I walked over to her and she reached through the opening in my boxers. I sighed. This was more like it.

As she stroked and fondled me she said, “Alan, I married you and you were the most considerate fellow in the world. You bought me flowers, you opened doors, you went over the top to make swooping bows and treat me like a queen. How long has it been since you bought me anything?”

“So you want flowers?”

She shook her head, and it was obvious that I was disappointing her.

“I want my knight in shining armor back. I want that romantic swashbuckler who took my breath away. I want that fellow who took me in his arms and bent me over and kissed me til I was stupid. I don’t want a little boy who I need to pick up after.”

I was breathing hard. I was listening, but my dick was doing the thinking.

And she let go.

“Oh!” I moaned. “Finish me off.”

She turned back to her table and finished cleaning her face. She didn’t speak.

We went to bed unhappy that night.

She was unhappy with me, and I was unhappy and snuck into the bathroom and jacked off.

Well, what do you expect? Girl takes a guy half way to the moon and you don’t expect him to go the rest of the way?

Sunlight through the shades. I yawned and stretched. Felt pretty good, what with my cock being satisfied. Of course it would have been better if Amanda had…but she hadn’t. And a guy has got to do what a—

Something slapped me in the face.

“What?” I lifted a bra off my face.

Amanda was already up, and dressed, and, man, was she dressed!

She was wearing a yellow dress with criss cross top that revealed low cleavage. And she has a lot of cleavage. She had on high heeled sandals, straps criss crossed up her calves. And she had on full make up. Her face was perfect, her eyes were smokey with green emeralds flashing in them, her lips were a dark, wet pink. Immediately made me think of a blow job.

“Wow! You look good. But what’s this?” I held up the bra.

“You will wear that bra today.”

“I won’t.”

“You will. You wear that bra today, and I look like this, and tonight I will play with you for a full hour. You’re not going to cum, you haven’t earned that, yet. But I will definitely show you what you’re missing.

Now, I had just jacked off the night before. But I was hard again! I mean, my wife has a pale complexion, dark, dark hair, green eyes, and a body that is tight, bountiful, sexy, and drives me crazy to just look at.

“I don’t get it.”

“And you won’t get any if you don’t wear that bra.” She paused, and I could feel the other shoe about to drop. “Or you can go flush your seed down the toilet.”

I immediately felt guilty. I mean, I shouldn’t, jacking off is man’s right, right?

“Well, forget it.”

“Okay, bozo. You asked for it.”

She walked out of the room.

I got up and got dressed slowly. I kept looking at the stupid bra. I mean, what was up with my wife? Asking me to do such a thing. I don’t care if Daniel is less than a man, but as for me…well, I was above that sissy stuff.

Fifteen minutes later I walked into the kitchen. Amanda was at the stove. “Man, what smells so good?”

“Oh, just a little something I whipped up. Sit down and I’ll serve your majesty.”

Ha! Your majesty. She was already starting to crumble, to realize how she had mistreated me.

I sat down and a moment later she plopped a bowl of mush on the table in front of me. There was a pat of butter on top, a skinny, little slice of yellow, and no honey. The mush had spilled over the edge of the bowl and a spoon stuck up and it looked, well, unappetizing.

She placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of herself. The bacon juicy and dripping, and lots of it. The eggs over hard, golden yellow and…if eggs could smile they were grinning. And a big glass of orange juice. And a side plate of hashed browns, sliced fresh, cooked to a. brown crust and…and I stared.

“What gives?”

“What?” she asked, placing a piece of bacon between her white teeth and severing it neatly.

“What gives with this mush for me and feast for you?”

“Well, I’m eating the kind of meal queens eat. Queens who are appreciated by their subjects. You’re eating the kind of meal a peasant eats, a peasant who doesn’t appreciate their queen.”

“Har de har har.” I grumbled. And then, I took a spoonful of that bland mess and put it in my mouth and remembered why God had invented honey. I mean, it was tasteless and gloppy and stuck in my throat.

I looked at Amanda.

She smiled, stretched out her hand and dropped the other half of that juicy bit of bacon on the floor. “Oops, did the queen leave a bit of forage for her subjects?”

I shook my head. Sometimes wives can be bitches. you know?

I sat there and watched for a long minute. Then I stood up and deposited the oatmeal in the garbage can.

“Ungrateful peasant,” she murmured.

“Har de har, baby.”

I grabbed the keys and went out the door. Down to Sammy’s coffee shop. I had a breakfast, and it did not satisfy me.

Well, how could it? I was fighting with my wife! And fights with wives always make a guy feel cruddy.

I returned home and stopped the car outside the house.

Amanda was washing her car. She had moved her car to take up the whole driveway, had a couple of buckets of suds out, and was scrubbing away. While wearing her skimpiest bikini. Red, not much more than a pair of band aids and a cork.She waved cheerfully at me.

I parked in the street and walked up the driveway.

“What do you mean dressing like this! You’re not at the beach! And that’s even a little risqué for the beach!”

“Oh, this old thing? She aimed the hose at the windshield.

“That old thing,” I was pissed.

She put the hose down and leaned over the windshield to scrub with a soapy sponge. Her big breasts were smushed up against the window, and they were…they were big!

“Well, my other bikinis were in the wash…” swim clothes in the wash? Now that was ridiculous. “And my car was very dirty, and none of the neighbors seem to mind what I wear.”

I looked around. Old William Jansen, ‘Old Pot Belly’ I refer to him when he’s not around, was watering his lawn. His eyes were staring at us, at my wife, and the ground he was watering was turning into a swimming hole.

Then the mailman sauntered up the walk. Walking slower and slower, his eyes glued to my wife’s fantabulous body. He almost fell over a bush.

Even a kid in the street was riding his bike around in circles, his eyes pivoting around and around, staring at my wife’s big bosoms.

“It’s too bad I don’t have a manly man, you know the kind, who wears bras? To wash my car. Why, then I would have time to fix feasts for breakfast, and make sure my make up is done right.”

“I am a manly man!” I gritted my teeth.

“No. You’re more of an ungrateful peasant. A lout.” She stepped back from the car and put her hands on her hips. It was a pose, with her breasts thrust out and her sexy hips cocked. I could hear Old Pot Belly gasp all the way across the street. “You’re the kind of backwater trash that never gets to enter the queen’s castle.” And she actually drew a hand up one leg, over her pussy and under her breast and to the side.

“Oh, God. Even as I fumed my dick was pounding and throbbing. Such a blatant and over the top sexual attitude. We were obviously going to have to have a long talk.

Then she turned the knife, “You’re dismissed, lout.”

There was nothing else I could do. I turned and walked into the house. Through the kitchen, with the dishes all put away and no trace. of bacon on the floor. Into the front room. I turned on the TV and watched a football game…without seeing a thing.

Then I stood up and returned to the kitchen. I opened the fridge and reached for a beer…THE BEER WAS GONE!

I went out to the driveway. “Where’s the beer?” I asked sullenly.

“I put it on the patio. There wasn’t enough room in the fridge.”

I went back into the house, stormed out onto the patio, and there were my suds, sitting on top of the barbecue pit getting warm.

Fuck! Warm beer is for idiots!

I plucked a can out of the six pack and walked back into the house. I took off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. I sat on the sofa and put my feet on the coffee table and opened the beer and stared at the TV.

Millionaires were making touchdowns and interceptions and convicts were running across the field blowing whistles…and I didn’t see a thing.

I was fuming.

I drank my beer, and hated it, and hated the stupid game, and…

And Amanda entered through the front door, walked between me and the TV, “Hi, little boy,” and sashayed down to our bedroom.

I tried not to look as her breasts swayed and bounced. I tried not to look as her ass moving back and forth suggestively. I tried to ignore her, but my dick wouldn’t.

Fucking dick. Here I am, pissed off beyond belief, and my dick is standing up like a flagpole at a military base!

And it was throbbing and pulsing. And I had just cum the night before and I felt like I needed to cum again. Right now. I stroked it, and realized what I was doing and let it go.

Fuck!

I stood up and walked down the hallway. I was going to have this out with Amanda right now. I walked into the bedroom, my mouth opened and ready to lay down the law, and I stopped. Froze. Couldn’t move.

She was laying on the bed, naked, plunging a dildo into her snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking at me through half lidded eyes. “I needed this.”

She twisted the thing into herself, she stirred it, she pulled it out and jammed it in.

She was juicy. I expected a spray of droplets to fly out. She was moaning.

My mouth was open, and I closed it.

She was getting close, I could tell by the way her hips were writhing.

I automatically reached into my pants and began stroking myself.

“Oh…Oh…OOOH!” She crested, almost violently, her hips tilting in spasms, her hand jamming the dildo in hard, then it was over.

She lay there for a moment, coming back to herself, or maybe coming back to the real world, and then she tossed the dildo on the floor and got out of bed.

She looked at me, standing like a lovestruck little boy, my hand working furiously. She sneered happily. “Too bad you don’t have a queen to help you out with that.”

She walked into the bathroom and I heard the sound of the shower.

I couldn’t cum. I just kept beating and beating, and nothing came out.

Amanda stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. I stared at her long legs, so perfectly sculpted. I studied how her boobs moved, and shimmied, and taunted me.

She came out of the bathroom and didn’t even glance at me. “Still here, eh.”

She sat down at her make up table and began making herself up.

I kept beating for a while, then I stopped. I felt sort of foolish, standing in the room and trying to jack off while my wife ignored me. And probably thought I was a doofus.

“Amanda,” I said, my voice sounding a little husky. “We have to have a discussion.”

“You may talk if you wish,” she said, “But I am not granting audiences this day.”

Not granting audiences? Fucking bullshit! “Listen, this has to stop. You can’t go exposing yourself to the neighbors. And beer tastes shitty when it’s warm. Furthermore, that bit with breakfast…and…” blah, blah, blah. I ranted and I raved. I laid the law down. I told her how life was supposed to be and, godddamn it, it was going to be that way.

She finished her make up and slithered into a slinky dress. A stretchy thing that clung to her boobs and actually showed her erect nipples through the material.

“You’re not wearing that.”

She rolled up some thigh hugger nylons, then stepped into her black, high heels. I could see her red toes peeking out from the cut off toes.

She shook herself, which caused an earthquake in her bosom, then walked past me.

“Where are you going?”

“To the mall.”

I ran past her and stood in front of the door. “You’re not leaving this house like that!”

She opened her purse and took out her cell phone. She opened the contacts and pointed at a number. “This is our lawyer’s number. If you do one thing to impede my royal life I will press this contact.”

We stood for a long minute. Me breathing hard. Her waiting, confident.

I stepped aside. Simply, I knew she meant it, and I loved my wife too much.

She stepped through the door and went to her fresh washed car, started it up and zipped down the street. A minute later I got a text.

Put on the bra and this stops.

Fuck!

Usually Saturday is hit the yard sales day, or go out with friends day, or just hop in the car and go day. Today it was I was left all alone in my juices to stew day.

I watched the TV for a while, and didn’t really watch it, then I decided to mow the lawn.

I don’t usually like to mow the lawn. Grass gets everywhere and I have to wash the trimmings off me, but I had nothing else to do, no wife to hang with, so…why not?

I walked back and forth, pushing the rusty old thing, and vowing to buy a power mower, when my wife’s car pulled into the driveway.

“Hi, honey. Lawn looks good.”

Oh, shit, did I subconsciously do something she wanted done?

Then Daniel and Gracie got out of the car. Fuck. I sure didn’t feel like visitors in my mood. Especially now that I knew Daniel was…a sissy.

Damn! One of my best friends! And he prances around wearing women’s underwear.

I finished the lawn, walked through the house, they were chatting in the living room, no chance to turn the game back on, and into the shower.

Rub a dub dub, scrub scrub scrub. I hoped out, felt fresher, got dressed and sauntered back to the living room. They were still talking up a storm, so I went to the garage, I had put the beer in the garage fridge, and got myself a cool one.

Oh, baby. I needed this. I went out to the patio and popped the top and sucked some suds.

I lay down on the lounger and just tried to unwind. Man, she really had me upset. Well, nothing a good bit of brewski wouldn’t fix.

“Hey, Alan.”

“Hi, Daniel.”

He was a sissy, but we had been friends so long, and I actually felt a bit of comfort. A friendly voice in the wilderness. Even if it was a soft and tender and emasculated voice.

“Beer’s in the garage fridge.”

“Thanks.”

A moment later he was back, and he sat on the lounger next to me.

I got up, turned on some music, and sat down again. Ahhh. this is the life.

“She’s going to win, you know.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll shut up if you want, but I went through what you’re going through. I lasted a couple of days, but then I caved.”

He didn’t say anything for a while, and I finally looked at him. He was wearing that stupid gold stud in his ear. A round, golden ball. I wondered if he put on his wife’s fancy earrings when he was at home.

“What did you want to ask me?”

I grunted. Of course he would know I would be curious. After all, he was my friend, and he had changed, and…why? “Did that piercing hurt?”

“Nope. Probably do the other ear next time I’m at the mall.”

My turn not to say something for a while.

I glanced at him. He was wearing those Mary Jane shoes. And I could see the nylons. And…darned if he wasn’t wearing female slacks. No pockets, and the zipper was on the side.

I grunted.

“Go on, ask me.”

“So you’re wearing women’s underwear.”

“Bra and panties, garter belt, and a chastity tube.”

“A what??

“A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and—“

“I know what it does. But why?”

He shrugged. “Well, at first I just wanted an end to the hostilities. I love Gracie, and she wasn’t treating me mean or anything, just not touching me, or…or making love. She’d talk about needing a ‘Female Led Relationship’ every once in a while. And she kept telling me to ‘man up.’”

I snorted. “Man up? Like it’s manly to wear a bra?”

“I didn’t think so, at first. But when I started wearing one I found myself getting harder and harder, and all the time. And that’s when it started getting good. The sex, I mean. She was honestly turned on by me wearing a bra. And then, it just sort of evolved from there.”

“So…do you wear…other stuff?”

“I do. At home I sort of go day by day. Sometimes I wear manly stuff, but mostly I wear female underwear, and sometimes dresses and things. She’s teaching me how to do make up.”

“Oh, my God,” I mumbled.

I turned to him, about to say something, but couldn’t figure out what. I stood up. “You want another beer?”

“Just one.”

I cocked my head.

He explained, “Gracie doesn’t like it when I drink too much.”

I shook my head, yet again, and went for the garage. The beer was getting colder, and I handed him one and popped my own. I sat down.

“So your wife controls how much you drink. What else does she control?”

“Pretty much everything. Oh, I have latitude. She pays attention to me, especially when I complain. She pays more attention to me now than when I was…you know.”

“A man.”

He nodded. Yet it wasn’t a glum nod of defeat. It was the nod of a man who was somehow satisfied with himself. Fucking weird.

“She listens to me, even changes her mind, but I have to be very persuasive. You see…we’ve reached a point where we realize…I realize, that she’s almost always right.”

“Wow.”

We sat and drank some more beer, and I thought about what he was saying. And I thought how sneaky it was to put Daniel up to this. Amanda knew how much we were like brothers, and if I listened to anybody, it would probably be him.

And then I wondered how much I actually listened to my wife.

I tell ya, when she pointed to our lawyer’s contact that was a real eye opener.

Had I driven her to that point?

Sure, I could fault her, she changed, it was her perversion that was driving this, but somehow that didn’t seem right. Or fair. Like the old Buddha saying: Changes comes from within. Had I caused this situation myself?

“There’s one other thing I need to tell you.”

I looked at him.

“I’m sorry, Gracie said I had to do this.”

“What?”

“He took out a tube of lipstick and began painting his lips.


PART TWO

Watching Daniel put on red lipstick weirded me out. Freaked me out. But, ultimately, that was the catalyst that changed me.

My best friend from forever, and he was putting on red lipstick.

I had stared at him, I had wanted to get up and run away, but I hadn’t had to. He finished painting his lips, smacked once, then stood up.

“See ya, Alan.” then he walked out, and a minute later I heard the front door close.

A minute later Amanda came out with two beers. She popped one and handed it to me, then popped the other for herself. She sat down in the lounge chair Daniel had been in and didn’t say a word.

I finally looked at her.

She was perfect. Absolutely stunning. Everything about her was sexy.

I was getting horny.

When did we stop with the ‘doing it like bunnies?’ We got married, and things were good, but then.…and now she was asking me to wear a bra. Weird.

Yet, men do strange things for women. They buy cars and houses for them, they give them money. But…wear a bra.

She smiled at me. Took a sip. I stared at the imprint of her lips on the can. I wanted to kiss her. I was so desperate for sex I would have licked her lip print off the can.

I had squirted the night before, but I was a horn dog. Always had been…always would be. So what would it hurt if I put on a bra.

“You’ll laugh at me.”

She shook her head.

“”What do you get out of this?”

She turned her face to me. “Besides a man who actually listens to me? Does something that no other man can do?”             

Not much I could say to that.

“I’ll tell you something, honey. Something that surprised me. The idea of you wearing a bra is…exciting. It’s a step in a direction we’ve never gone. And there’s a sense of power in it. When you used to work at the company, you were in charge of people, didn’t it turn you on?”

“No. But I understand what you mean. The sense of power can be pretty delicious.”

“Sex is power. So getting you to do something that gives me power turns me on. It makes me horny.”

I leaned back. Horny is power. Couldn’t argue with that. But how much was I giving up here?

“So if I did something like this…wearing a bra thing…where does it stop?”

“Wherever you want it to. But you’ve talked to Daniel. Does it sound like he wants it to stop?”

“No.”

“So, I ask you, what does it matter where it goes? You do this for me you make me horny. You’re going to be getting more sex than you thought possible. It might not be the kind of sex you expected, but…” she shrugged.

“What do you mean?”

“What does it matter,” she countered. “You want sex…that’s the key. Want another beer.”

“Yes.”

She went to the garage and got two more brewskis. Again, she popped the top, handed one to me.

“Are you getting me drunk?”

“I’m getting you amenable. Do you like it? Me waiting on you hand and foot?”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“You guess,” she smirked, then grew serious. “You’ve worked in a big company, had the reins, bossed people around. You’ve had power. I haven’t, and I want it. I want somebody to treat me like a queen, to make me wet with power, so wet I could slide down the street instead of walking.

I grunted. It was a funny image.

Silence for a while.

Peaceful.

The dominoes falling over in my head.

Wear a bra. Maybe other stuff. I didn’t want to end up like Daniel. But…what had Daniel experienced that kept him going? Getting more and more perverted? More and more sissy?

“I’d be a sissy.”

“Would you?”

“Wearing women’s clothes.”

She shrugged. “If you don’t like it, stop it.”

More silence. Then, the tree falling in the forest. “Okay.”

I don’t know what I expected, but she just nodded her head.

“How do I do this?”

I think you should just go get into your shorts…no, wear nothing, and the bra. You can stuff the bra if you want. Or not. Then simply come back out here and have a seat. I’m going to go make you a drink. A real drink, and it’ll be waiting for you. You come back, you don’t even have to look at me, I won’t look at you, but your drink will be waiting.

“Okay.”

I sat there for a long minute, then I got up and walked back into the house.

I found the bra on the chair where I usually threw my pants. I picked it up and looked at it. It hung in my hand like white strands of spaghetti. Yikes.

I took off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t one of these big muscular guys. I had a slender body, but not girlish. Okay, Here goes nothing.

I figured out how to fasten it, then turned it around my body, like I had seen my wife do, and pulled the straps up over my shoulders.

I looked in the mirror. There it was. A man with a bra. The cups hung slack. They needed something to fill them.

I stood there for a long time. just thinking about it, then I gave a mental shrug. I had a pack of rubbers in my side table drawer. Never used them, and they would work perfectly.

I grabbed two and went into the kitchen. I put the end of one over the mouth of the faucet and started filling it. I tried to estimate the amount of water it would take to fill one of my wife’s large cups. I tied it off and did the other one, and tried to make them the same size. Then I slipped them into the bra.

I went back into the bedroom and looked at the mirror. Holy fuck. I might not be a woman, but there was a definite feminine suggestion to my figure.

I walked back to the dining room, stood for a moment staring at my wife. Her back was to me. There was a tall glass on the small table between loungers. I gave a small sigh, here goes nothing, and went out and sat down on the lounger.

My wife didn’t look at me. She had her eyes closed and she didn’t even open them. “Have a drink. It’s been a while, I can go get fresh ice cubes if you want.”

“This is fine,” I said. I picked up the drink. I had spent a lot of time putting on the bra, and the cubes were melted and the outside of the glass was wet with perspiration. I took a big, long drink.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. Nectar of the Gods. I put the glass down and sat there and looked out at the world.

Everything was the same. Same old trees. Same old bushes and fences. Same old lawn.

Different me.

I was the same, but drastically different. My mind was actually percolating, not knowing how or what to think. I was freaking myself out.

“How’s it feel,” Amanda asked, her eyes still closed.

“Uh, I don’t know how to answer that. Weird, of course, there’s weight on my chest, and my shoulders. I put water filled condoms in them and they bounced a little. Do you want to see?”

“Yep.”

“Then take a look.”

Amanda sighed. A very sexual and pronounced sigh, then she opened her eyes and slowly turned her head towards me. Her eyes grew larger, she drank me in. “Oh, my God. You are so fucking sexy.”

My face was red, everything felt surreal, and I said, “I don’t see how.”

Suddenly she was leaning forward, turned towards me, and her hands started to reach out. She stopped them. “Can I touch them?”

“Sure.”

She reached forward and placed her hands on my boobs. I couldn’t feel much, just a bit of a wiggly wave, but she felt something.

“Oh…oh…” her eyes were large and she licked her lips. “Was your dick standing up the whole time?”

“Pretty much.”

“Fuck…”

Then she leaned forward and began blowing me.

“Oh, Heysoos Xristo in a dress without underwear,” I quipped.

She didn’t giggle. She was intent on my dick.

I felt her mouth rimming the edge of my head, her hands went up and down the shaft. My balls felt big and tight.

She stood up and threw a leg over me. She was fully clothed, so there was no penetration, but my dick surged against the material of her panties, and I could feel her slit.

“I’m so fucking wet,” she whispered, then she had my face in her hands and was kissing me. Her lips searched out mine, licked them, pressed until we were as if attached by lips.

My cock was really throbbing now.

Without breaking the kiss she lowered her hands to my boobs. She hefted them, squeezed them, and kept pressing her mouth on mine. Her tongue darted, she was halfway down my throat with her tongue. She was writhing on my lap, fucking me through her panties.

She stopped and sat back. She was breathing like she had run a marathon, and staring at me as if she was seeing me for the very first time.

Then she kissed me again. Longer, harder, more passionate.

I was almost overwhelmed by the ferocity of her sex. We had been passionate before but not like this.

She backed off again. She stood up and shoved the little table out from between our lounge chairs. It skidded over the patio with a screek.

She pushed our chairs together, then walked away.

I didn’t move. I breathless with horniness. My cock was harder than a metal pipe. It kept throbbing and throbbing.

A minute later she came back out, with two drinks.

“You’re going to whiskey?” I asked.

“Baby, this is too much for me. I’ve never felt like this.” She sat down next to me, and we watched the world. Sipping our drinks. She put her hand on my cock and rubbed the head gently.

After five minutes she rolled over and kissed me again, and felt my tits. She broke, and was out of breath. She sat back and rubbed my cock again. She said, “You came last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Nasty boy. Please don’t do that again. I need this cock hot for me. I need these nuts full of semen.”

“So when am I going to squirt?”

“There’s two answers to that. Actually, several answers, but we’ll start with two. First, when I want you to. Second, when you are so fucking out of your head that you can’t stand it.”

It was electrifying, what she said. I felt like a lightening bolt was shooting up inside my chest.

“I thought you were going to fuck me.”

“I am fucking you. This is foreplay. We’re going to spend a long time doing foreplay. Are you liking the foreplay.”

I gulped. “Yes.”

“Good.” She rolled all the way over and sat on me again. Again my dick was pressed against her cooch, but kept back by the material of her panties. “Honey, I love you. I want to please you. And, I have to tell you, pleasing you in this way is pleasing me. When I finally do let you squirt you are going to cum so hard you’ll think your toes are going to fall off.”

I was smiling then.

“Want to go to bed?”

“Sure.”

“Want to make out all afternoon? Get hard and horny like you did when we first got married?”

“Okay.”

So we went into the house and rolled in the hay, the hay being our big bed, all afternoon. By the time dinner rolled around I felt like an electrical wire that had been touched to a bathtub full of water.

We had dinner, and it was the most sexual dinner I ever had.

She couldn’t keep her hands off me. She would feed me every once in a while. And I, clad only in a bra, loved it. And my dick was jerking and throbbing and started to leak.

Then we made out all evening.

Somewhere around midnight Amanda went to sleep. By then I was reduced to a puddle of horniness. I was begging her to let me cum. But she refused. And I loved it. In fact, I craved it.

I lay there in the dark, her curled up against my side. I was still wearing the boobs. I was totally wired. In that silent moment I think I realized that I was hooked, that she had hooked me. And never a happier fish there was.

The next morning she stretched and grinned and turned to me.

I had managed to fall asleep, but awoke with an immense case of hard on.

“Get me off,” she whispered into my ear, and then she was kissing me.

Oh, God, I wanted to fuck her, but she shook her head and said, “With your mouth, with your fingers. Make me pop.”

“But I need to pop.”

“You need to store up more juices before we let you pop.”

I rolled over, pushed her down, and moved down her body. She spread her legs and I was face to face with my favorite part of the female anatomy. I licked her snatch and began to chew on it. Funny, the inner lips of her labia were perfectly suited to kissing. They were like the lips on her face, but I was able to suck them, and twist them, and she moaned and groaned as I did so.

My tongue licked her, I sucked on her clitoris, and she groaned and writhed and pushed her pussy harder into my face.

I put a finger in her and began rimming her. I circled that finger like I was stirring a pot, and she gasped and cried out. Then she was bucking, trying to fuck my one lone digit. So I put two fingers in her and began to rub, looking for her G-spot.

“Oh…oh, yes. Do me.”

I worked my hand back and forth, knuckled her pussy, sank my fingers in again, and she began to cum.

“Fu…fu…gah…” Her eyes rolled back in the sockets and her pelvis kept lurching forward. For maybe a half a minute she groaned and ground her pussy on my hand, then it crested and she came down.

“Oh, man. Lover, you are the best.” She kissed my cheek.

I looked at my lap. Mr. Happy was saluting the stars.

She giggled. “Enjoy this moment. Enjoy a new way of having sex. And get dressed. Here, I’ve got a couple of things for you to think about.”

She hopped out of bed and disappeared into her closet. She came out with panties and a garter belt. The look in her eyes was downright horny and evil.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“You can wear them under your manly clothes. To the world you are a stud. That’s what they think a stud is, a pair of jeans and some tennis shoes. But you and I know different. Jeans don’t make you erect like a rocket ship. All day long you will be feeling the nylon rubbing. You will feel the bra under your sweat shirt. And while the world is filled with false ideas of manhood, we will know who is the brave one, the one with the big pecker in his pants.

The day before I never would have considered doing this, but I had been changed. I took the condoms out of my bra, stepped into panties, and then the garter, and then Amanda helped me roll nylons up my legs.

My God! The sheer sexuality of it! Now I knew why women liked nylons. In fact, I suspected some women had orgasms just from putting the things on.

Then I slipped into my jeans and athletic shoes. My jeans were long, and unless I made an effort, nobody could see the nylons underneath.

I pulled on a sweat shirt and inspected myself in the mirror. Manly Alan. And a sissy under the clothes.

Was I a sissy? I didn’t feel like it. I was hard and horny, and what do sissys feel?

Amanda finished getting dressed, and she was wearing a pair of shorts and a sweat shirt cut off mid waist. Her tits pushed the sweat shirt cotton material out, and it made a guy want to get down and look up, to see the mammoth globes under the material.

Then she made herself up. Sexy. Dark pink, electric, moist. Heysoos, I wanted to cum just from looking at her.

She brushed her hair back, grinned at me, and we went out to the car.

We drove to the mall and sauntered past the shops, and people stared at Amanda. They wanted her, but I had her. She grinned at me conspiratorially.

Under my jeans my cock was creating an eternal bulge. Every once in a while she would turn and brush her hand against my front. And once she stopped and hugged me, and whispered in my ear. “Nobody knows your secret. Doesn’t it make you feel powerful?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

We went into a dress shop. Normally I found it boring when Amanda went clothes shopping. But now it wasn’t boring. In fact, the whole world was exciting.

“What do you think about this?” She held a pink dress up to her front and turned this way and that.

“It’s beautiful.”

Then she blew me out, speaking just low enough so that only I could hear her. “And how would it look on you.”

Man, I turned eight shades of red, and she laughed and spun around and hung the dress up.

She took me into a wig shop and tried on wigs. Then she looked at me, and at a wig, then at me, and said, “Hmmm?”

Again, I was red. She said, “Remember these dresses and things. We can order you stuff off the internet. Nobody will know how manly you are. Or how womanly.”

We went into a shoe store and she tried on various high heels, asked me about them, and grinned suggestively as she imagined me wearing them.

“Young man, could you get that box down for me?”

It was a middle aged woman, short, and I reached up on the shelf and grabbed the box. I brought it down and turned to her, and she was looking at my ankles.

Oh, fuck! She had seen my nylons.

Yet she didn’t say anything. Simply took the box, thanked me, looked at Amanda with a smile and  went to a chair to try the shoes on.

“She saw my nylons,” I whispered, all panicky, to Amanda.

“Uh, oh. Is she calling the cops?”

I blinked and looked at the lady, then realized that Amanda was pulling my leg. My nylon clad leg. I looked at her ruefully. “Sorry. It’s just, I…”

“Shush now, Mr Big Dick. You are doing fine. More than fine. And we’re getting some great ideas here, aren’t we?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The ‘yes ma’am’ slipped out, but it was natural.

“Ooh, I like that. Use it more.”

I grinned sheepishly. “Okay. Yes…ma’am.”

“Oh, if you keep saying that I’m going to grab my crotch and diddle myself off right here.”

“Yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am.”

We both laughed, and she put a hand around my neck, brought me down to her level and smooched me a good one.

She stopped at a make up counter and asked my opinion on colors and shades. When the counter girl was turned around to get a product she blew a kiss at me, and lifted a tube of lipstick and looked at my lips.

Talk about red. I almost didn’t survive that one.

Finally, hours later, mid afternoon, I was ready to drop. I wasn’t used to walking so long on those hard floors.

“We’ll have to toughen you up, Mr. Man,” Amanda giggled, and we walked back to the car.

Back home she fixed me a drink and we sat in the living room and talked.

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

“I actually did.”

“So you love to go shopping for women’s things.” then she laughed. “You get red so easily.”

“Yeah. I guess I do.

“Would you like a little fashion show?”

“Sure.” Normally I wouldn’t, but I had helped pick out the clothes so I had a vested interest.

She went and changed and sauntered out in a blouse, nothing else. Her breasts were jutting the material out and her nipples were fully erect.

“What do you think?”

“Heysoos. My God. You are incredible.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you say that to all the sex goddesses.”

“Only the ones who look as good as you.”

She twirled around. I could see her trimmed bush, and my cock, which had been erect all day, was even more erect.

“It’s even better than when you were in the store.”

“Oh, really. Maybe I should model all my clothes like this. Without panties.”

“Come here,” I growled.

“Oh, please, Mr. Man,” she pranced over to me. “Don’t hurt me.”

“I’ll hurt you.” I sucked her boobs right through the blouse as I injected a finger into her snatch.

She humped my hand for a long minute, then pushed away, breathless. She looked at me. “Are you ready for some adventure?”

I was not. I didn’t think I was, but I asked, “What kind of adventure?”

“Adventure that only you and I can do, in our own house, by ourselves.”

“Oh.” I was like a bug frozen.

“Come on,” she took my hand and pulled me. She led me through the house and into the bedroom. “Take off your jeans, put your boobs in and put this blouse on. She took off her blouse and handed it to me.

I felt like I was outside my body. I felt like somebody else was moving my body for me.

I took off my jeans. My cock pressed outward. I took off my shirt and put the water filled condoms back in. I put on her blouse.

“It’s inside out,” I blurted.

Amanda laughed. “Buttons are backwards from men styles. That’s all.”

Sheepishly, I buttoned up, and my chest was now thrusting forth.

“Here, put these on.” She handed me a pair of black pants. Female pants, the zipper up the butt.

“It won’t fit.”

“They’re stretch.”

“Oh, my god.” I whispered. I sat down on the bed and pulled the pants up. They were tight, but delightfully so. Amanda helped me pull up the zipper.

The pants were short, leaving lots of nylon clad ankle visible. She handed me a pair of high heels.

I looked at them. “Really?”

“It’ll give your calves definition and make your butt stand out.”

“That’s what I need, baby’s got back.”

She giggled and helped me into the high heels.

I took a step and almost twisted my ankle. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Teen age girls can walk in these, so can you.”

So we practiced. And I got a look at myself in the hall mirror. I stopped. I did have a feminine body, but I also had male angles.

Amanda knew what I was thinking. “A tummy shaper, or, better yet, a padded corset, and you’ll look totally feminine.”

“Except for the head.”

She didn’t say anything. The silence was deafening.

I looked at her.

She shrugged. “I can fix your face. Up to you.”

“I think I need a drink.”

“A little courage, eh?”

“A lot of courage.”

“Fortunately, I’m not averse to that. Come on.”

We walked through the house to the kitchen and she mixed a drink. She handed it to me.

I sipped. I said, “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re having fun.”

I nodded. “Unfortunately, I think you’re right.”

“Unfortunately?”

“Okay, bad choice of words. But…”

“But what?”

“But nothing. I’m just…sort of flabbergasted.”

“Flabbergasted, but beautiful.” She kissed me, a long kiss, and she felt my cock. Beautiful and sexy. “Now this is what a real man should be like.”

“Okay.”

She knew what I was talking about. She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. She sat me down in a chair next to her make up table. She looked me squarely in the eye.

“Honey, I know it’s your first real day playing like this, but I want to go whole hog.”

“Whole hog being?”

“Make up, nails. I’ve even got my old wig.”

“Heysoos,” I breathed. “I don’t know. I mean, yesterday I was a guy. Now…”

“Now you’re still a guy, a sexy guy, a guy who’s sexier than any other guy I know.”

“Even Daniel?”

She snorted. “It took Gracie six months to get Daniel to where you’re at now. And it’ll take six more months to get him to where you could be in an hour. You’re the man, Alan. There’s no doubt there.”

Her words made me proud.

“Are you having fun?”

“You know I am.”

“How much fun can you have?”

That was the question, wasn’t it? I nodded. “I can have all the fun you give me.”

She smiled, and I could tell she was instantly breathless. “Okay, lover, it’s time to take off the gloves.”

She sent me into the shower with some Nair. 20 minutes later I came out, my body as bald as a baby’s butt.

“Sex-y!” blurted Amanda, sitting me down at her table.

Then she cleaned my hands up, then picked out fake finger nails. She had a big collection, and she grinned evilly and pulled out some long, sharp ones. “These are called stilettos. You’re going to love them.

She pressed them on, then began painting them. “I assume you’re going to want the reddest red possible.”

“Oh, Lord,” I said. My dick was bobbing furiously.

Then she had me put my feet up and did my toenails. With short stilettos.

“Got to be careful with these. I’ll help you put on your nylons.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hands. Thick coats of luxurious, shiny red. They made my hands look slender, and like claws.

Then I stared at my feet. God. How sexy.

Then she went to work on my face. She plucked my eyebrows a bit, lightly, so I wouldn’t look too feminine when I went into the outside world.

“This is cleanser,” she explained. We have to make sure your pores are able to breath. Then she went through the other steps necessary to a beautiful face. Foundation, blush, the whole nine yards.

I washed my complexion change in the mirror. I was transforming before my very eyes.

She colored my eyes and lengthened my lashes. She was focused on what she was doing, and I was focused on her. I had nobody else to stare at, and I found it incredibly exotic to stare at her face while she made me up. Then she put lipstick on me. Red, to match my nails, and my cock was throbbing and dripping.

She patted my dick and giggled, “Down, boy.”

“Not much of a chance of that happening,” I said, watching my red lips move in the mirror.

“I’m going to pierce your ears now.”

“Really?”

“A needle, some alcohol, I’ve done it before.”

Working carefully, she eyed my ears, then pushed a needle through the lobe. It pinched, but that was about all.

“We can put a stud in there for every day life, but right now I want to dazzle you.”

She picked up a pair of long, dangly diamond earrings. They glittered in the light, and I knew they would sway and give incredible definition to my face. She put them in my ears and I felt them sway and touch the side of my face.

“Now, let me attach this wig.” Her wig was long and wavy, and she fastened the clips and stood back. In the mirror I looked like a woman. Not a guy in drag, but a woman. She had softened my jaw with make up, my eyes shone in the dusky eye shadow. My lips…God, I loved how red and juicy they looked.

“Okay, a dress. Let’s try this black one.” She pulled out one of her best dresses, helped me step into it, then I shimmied and she smoothed, and we pulled it over my tits, and she zipped me in.

It was tight, but that was okay. In the mirror I looked perfect.

In fact, I started to cry.

“Stop…none of that. I don’t want to ruin your mascara.

Somehow, I managed not to cry, then we stood there, giggling and happy.

We walked out to the kitchen and opened a bottle of champagne in celebration. After a few drinks she began taking pictures of me.

“Can I send these to Gracie?”

I froze.

“No. Never mind. I shouldn’t have asked.”

Yet my mind was turning. Daniel understood. He had helped me understand. What would it hurt?

Amanda saw how deep in thought I was, and she thought maybe she had gone too far. She said, “Have a seat. Let’s talk.”

So we sat at the kitchen table, smearing the mouth of the champagne  bottle with our lipstick.

“Honey, let me ask you…”

“Yes?”

“How far do you want to go?”

“I thought we already went pretty far.”

“You have. Further than I ever expected, and you have really blown my mind with your willingness, but there’s always something more.”

“Like what?”

“Like me wearing a strap on.”

I froze. I heard nothing, and yet I heard everything. A strap on. A dick. And she would wear it.

“Why do we have to do that?” I finally asked.

“Because I need to. And…” she paused, “You need it.”

“I need to have a penis up my…why?”

“So you can see what it’s like. So you can see what a woman really feels. So you can experience your true feminine side.”

“I—“

“Look, we’re already in a female led relationship. But it doesn’t end there. It’s not just a case of me pushing you into things.”

I said nothing. I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning.

“People think a female led relationship is the woman is in charge and the man wears dresses. Do you think that’s all it is?”

“Uh, no.” But I was answering timidly. I wasn’t sure where this was going.

“So we will play with dress up, mess around with chastity, and decide on a schedule for you to get your rocks off. I will be in charge of all that. But there’s one thing I need to do, and I need your agreement to do it. I need to put on a strap on dick and fuck your butt.”

This was…more than I had imagined.

“Oh, you’ll love it. It’s one more step in your transition, but it’s a big step. When I fuck you with my dick you will be initiated into my world, and we will have exchanged power. I will have your power, and you will have mine. You will understand the joy of being a woman, of being pretty, of having a world bow down to you. I will finally have that power, that ultimate sex, that I so desperately need.

“Why should men always be in charge? Why should men always get to be on top? Why shouldn’t women explore their own power?”

I didn’t have an answer to that.

“And, to tell you the truth…I NEED that power.”

“I…I have to think…”

“No. You don’t. All you have to do is enjoy yourself. I will lead you slowly and surely to the point where you can finally confront the woman that is in you. All you have to do is enjoy the ride.”

“But…having somebody stick…isn’t that a gay thing?”

“So what if gays like it? It doesn’t mean it’s bad, it just means that you are a hetero that has explored all your sexual options. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

I sat very silent.

She patted my hand, then took it. “Come with me.”

She led me into the bedroom. She had me sit on the bed and she went to her bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a bunch of straps and…and a dildo. I stared as she untangled the straps and put it on. Finally, she stood before me, hands on her hips, her dick sticking straight out.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know.”

She stepped in front of me. Hands on distance. “Put your hands on my dick.”

That wasn’t hard. I held her peeny and stared at it.

“This is what goes in a woman. This is what must go in you, or you haven’t made it all the way.”

“All the way,” I said dully, then I looked up at her face.

She was beautiful. Powerful. She had big breasts and she towered over me, and I had her cock in my hand.

A sudden feeling of dizziness overwhelmed me. I was holding her cock. I was holding her power. The thought was an extreme shift of thinking for me.

“Does it make you horny? Holding a cock like this?”

My dick was pounding like a bass drum. I could feel my chest throbbing with excitement. I nodded.

“Then put your lips on it. Suck my cock.”

There was a guttural excitement in her voice, and she was challenging me.

Challenging me to suck dick.

Yet it wasn’t the dick of a man, I wouldn’t be losing anything here. She was a woman.

I bent my head, stopped in front of her dick, then opened my mouth.

With a sigh she moved her hips forward. The thing went into my mouth, slid along my throat.

I gagged, and she stopped.

I regained control of myself. I tried licking it, using my tongue.

“Oh, yeah. You’re good, baby.”

I looked up at her and the cock dropped out of my mouth.

“You know you have to do this, don’t you?”

I nodded. A simple acquiescence.

“Get on the bed. All fours, butt towards me.”

Feeling like I was in another world, I climbed onto the bed and assumed the position.

A moment while she got some lube, then she said, “It’ll feel cool, and exciting.” She began to slather lube on my ass, and to push it into my asshole.

“Why so much?”

“I don’t want it to hurt. I want you to enjoy it. Baby, you’re going to love this.”

“I shivered while I was waiting. I could feel my asshole as she rimmed it with lube. My hips were already jerking, as if I was being fucked, then she began to push in.

I gasped for the sensation. I was opened up, my hole was made wider, I felt the big log sliding into me, and I felt like I was being washed down a wide river of rapids.

“There,” she whispered. “There.”

She was all the way in. I could feel plastic balls against the top of my thighs. She began to move, and I began to come apart. The feeling was so incredible I was shortly moaning and pushing back, trying to wrap my ass around her big dick.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

For a long time we moved back and forth. At one point she got out, had me lie on my back, and she stroked my dick while she fucked me.

I was a man no longer. I was more than a man. And now…I felt like a woman.

I began to cry, and she let me, didn’t tell me to shush, just kept sliding her dong in and out.

I have never been happier.

END
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PART ONE

I was on the patio. I was wearing culottes and a blouse. My fake breasts were delightfully large and I loved looking down and seeing the double mountains thrusting forth from my naturally flat chest.

Donna was in the house, fooling around on the internet.

I sighed and sipped on my straw. My lips left the straw red tipped, and the Coke went sliding down my throat.

Hot day. Cold Coke. I was a woman.

Well, at least in appearance. And manner. And…I loved it.

“Kyle?”

I stood up and did my best not to wobble on my high heels as I sauntered back into the house. I went through the living room, down the hall and into the computer room.

“Hey, babe? Whats cooking?”

“You are.”

I tilted my head in question.

“Have a seat. We need to talk.”

“We need to talk? That’s ominous? That’s what they say on TV when they’re about to have a major plot change.”

“Not a plot change, just a go ahead on our current plot.”

Uh oh. I knew where she was going.

“I need that dungeon. When are you going to start work?”

“Uh, well…”

Come on. No stalling. You know how bad I want this.” She leaned forward and ran a hand up under my dress. My dick immediately sprouted.

“I know, but…but I’d have to get rid of my red nail.”

“When you’re done I’ll give you longer ones.”

“And, uh…”

“I know. You’d have to be a man. But as soon as you’re done…” she looked at me questioningly.

“What about money?”

“We’ve still got that ten thousand dollars from the bank robbery.”

“Do you want to spend that?”

“Why not?”

“Well, it’s bank money, and how do we know it’s not a trap? That they aren’t looking for the serial numbers.”

“Okay. Then don’t be a man. You go in as a woman. Buy everything at once, cash, and by the time they match the serial numbers we’ll be long gone.”

I sighed. She had all the answers, and…it was about time for me to build the dungeon. But I’m a lazy kind of guy, and that was a big project.

“But you’ll have to go get everything.”

“You can’t? Why not?”

“Because…I can’t go out as a woman! Somebody will recognize me.”

“They’ll see that you’re a man dressed as a woman?”

“Yes.”

Her turn to sigh. “ First, you don’t look anything like a man. You look like a woman, totally. Second, everybody knows me as a woman. I am recognizable as a woman. Let’s say they had a picture of me, as soon as they put it in the newspaper somebody will recognize me.

“You, however, have never been seen, outside of this house, as a woman. So they could show your picture and nobody will recognize you. You wear a scarf, a different color wig, sunglasses, and I guarantee that nobody will know you.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Besides, I don’t know what materials you’re going to need.”

Oh, man. I was getting trapped here.

“I’ll drive the truck. You get one of the store guys to help you loading, and we’ll zip. Any bill you pass won’t be recognized until it goes to the bank. That’s a day later. And that’s if they even have the serial numbers.

“Look, do you know how many bills they go through in a day? Probably thousands! Do you think they’re going to check the bills?”

“Well…”

“You’re just scared of going out as a woman.”

Bingo.

“So let’s go out a few times, maybe at night, dark places, and you can see that nobody will recognize you.”

“Uh…”

But I didn’t want to I liked dressing up, but I was terrified of being seen by the world at large.

“Okay, we can do this the easy way.”

“Oh, no. Not this time.” Last time she had wanted something, which was for me to dress like a woman, she had gotten me drunk. I wasn’t going to let that happen again.

“Let’s go have a drink.”

“Nope.”

Finally, she realized that I meant business. I went back out to the pool and dreamed about wearing a bikini and getting a tan, and she sulked.

And, of course, plotted. Women can be so nefarious.

Two days later.

“Kyle?”

I was in the living room, watching football. Me, the girly man, watching a rough and rugged sport. Heh.

I put my feet down, slipped into my heels, and sashayed back to the computer room.

Click, click, click.

Donna looked up when I entered the room. She smiled. “That is such a sexy smile.”

“I know. I’m getting better at walking.”

She nodded. “I was watching earlier, I love how your ass is swaying, but that’s not why I called you.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, got a package here.” She indicated a small box, maybe six inches cubed, on the desk.

I sat down in the spare chair and picked it up. She handed me a small knife and I slit the center tape and opened the top.

It was a small, black bag.

“What’s this?”

“It’s what you promised to wear the other day.”

I blinked. Oh, crap.

“I was drunk when I agreed to that.”

“No, you weren’t, but even if you were, you still agreed.”

“Men should not be held to agreements made when they are drunk.”

“Hah!” Donna barked. “First, you’re not a man. You’re a woman. And women keep their word!” Which was was totally untrue but she just pushed it past. “Second, if that was true no man would be married, no man would have children, no man would—“

“Okay, okay!” I sighed. And, nasty, little secret here, I was sort of curious. What would that little cage thing feel like? I read on the internet that it was heady, sexy, drove men wild, and gave the best orgasms on the planet.

“Well, open it.”

I opened the black bag and emptied the contents on the desk.

A cage, made of metal. Several rings of varying sizes. A padlock. A little ring with points on it.

I looked closer at the cage. It was in the shape of a cock, and it had a little hollow tube extending inside from the tip.

“This is…what did you order? This is different than what we discussed.”

“I went state of the art. The metal will last longer. The pointy circle are called points of intrigue, it’ll help keep your cock in the tube.”

“State of the art, eh?” I picked up the various pieces and examined them closer.

“Of course you could get a piercing, maybe an ampallang sideways through the head of your cock. I think you might like that.”

“Put a hole through a perfectly good penis? I think not!”

“Okay, let’s get it on.”

“Now?”

“No. In three months. Yes, now!”

“But,” I grinned, “I’m too hard right now.”

She looked down at my dress and smiled wryly. “Now where did that come from?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” I showed my teeth happily.

“I’ll get a bag of frozen peas and—“

“Oh, no you don’t. No way I’m going to risk a frozen peeny.”

She frowned. “Well you certainly don’t expect me to…to…”

“Have sex with me?”

“What kind of sex?” Her turn to show happy, glinting teeth.

And here was the bone of contention. After I had robbed the bank and come home as a woman Donna only wanted me as a woman.

Which I didn’t mind.

But, she only wanted to make love with me dressed as a woman.

That’s right, I hadn’t had my cock in her for a couple of months. Just once, after we had discovered how much I like being dressed as a woman.

On the other hand, on the good side, about fifty per cent of the time I had an anal orgasm.

Uh oh, another nasty, little secret coming up: I liked anal orgasms.

A lot.

Like, better than penile orgasms.

But…I could feel our relationship shifting and warping.

It was turning into a completely female led relationship. Her in charge.

Not a day passed when she didn’t give me some instruction on how to be a woman, how to walk, how to do the dishes, how to wear clothes and put on make up.

Now, truth, it didn’t bother me a lot, but it did bother me a little.

I liked certain aspects of the male personality. I liked being in charge of my own life, of just doing things. I felt like I was losing some of that.

“Why can’t I put my penis in you?”

“Why can’t I put mine in you?” she countered.

“I just want to experience it once.”

She paused, I could see her thinking about to to phrase her desires.

“Look, our relationship is changing. I think you should just accept it.”

“Maybe I should go back to being a man.”

“You don’t want to.”

Damn it.

She rolled her swivel towards me and reached under my dress. She took my hard cock in hand and began stroking me.

“You make me cum that way and I won’t put it on.”

She rolled back, looking a wee bit disgruntled. She leaned back. “You wouldn’t consider having a drink or two, would you?”

“Sure, right after we have sex…sex with my big, hard, dripping cock.”

She shook her head and chuckled. “Okay, you asshole. But right after you fuck me…I get to fuck you.”

I opened my mouth, but…no way I could say no to that offer.

“Okay.”

She stood up. “Let’s rock, Mr. Cock.”

I followed her down the hallway and into the bedroom. She went to the bed, took off her clothes, lay down and spread, and tried to look bored. “Okay, honey. Do your man thing.”

I laughed, and I crawled onto the bed and crept between her legs.

She grinned and tilted her hips up.

Slowly, but with gusto, I began eating her. She watched my red lipped mouth devour her pussy. She giggled as I sucked her clit. She groaned as I face mushed her cunt.

“Fuck, I’d forgotten how good this could be.”

“I slithered up to her breasts and murmured, “I don’t see how. You have me eating you out almost every day.” And she did. She liked to get an oral orgasm before she fucked me.

“Well…oh. Yes.”

My finger was banging away, I was pulling on her nipples with my teeth. It always amazed me at how sensitive her nipples were. I wished mine were that sensitive.

Finally, her now feeling the fever, I moved up and perched over her. My lips were still red, as she had tried out some lip stain, and she held my face and stared at my mouth. Then she kissed my mouth. Hell, she literally ate my mouth, big gulps of passion and hunger.

And I slipped my cock into her.

Oh, Lord, the feeling of that velvet sheath swallowing me; it was heaven in a tube. It was like coming home. It was…love.

And I was in charge. I controlled the vertical. I controlled the horizontal. I was a man, and it didn’t matter that I was in a dress with my panties discarded on the floor…I was the fuckor and she was the fuckee.
Donna’s eyes opened wide. She felt it. It was the natural scheme of things. No matter how much she preferred it otherwise, my natural maleness was greater than her attempted maleness.

And it was her who was supposed to submit.

And, a moment of clarity, that was why I liked being female; I loved breaking the rules. I loved doing something I wasn’t supposed to. I loved going against nature.

“Heysoo!” she whimpered, and then I began to fuck her.

Big, joyous strokes. Wiggling my peeny deep inside her. Watching the surprise in her eyes when I bashed my pubic against hers.

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

I pumped into her hard, like a volcano unleashed. All that subservience that I had cultivated suddenly backfiring on her.

She began to cum, and cum, and cum. Big, back wrenching orgasms that stretched her spine and rolled her eyeballs back into her head.

For a long time I pummeled her, and she gave up and just hung on as I rag dolled her. Then I slowed down.

“Oh, my…” she was dazed.

I stopped.

She just clung to me, her mouth against my shoulder. Gasping for breath. Then she laid back and looked up at me. “Well?”

I almost sobbed. “I can’t…I can’t…”

“Oh, my God! You can’t cum? After that? My God! You just fucked me into the next dimension! And you can’t cum?”

I pulled out of her, went back on my knees until I was sitting zen style. I was slightly hunched over, but my big boobs were still obvious. My head was hanging and I wasn’t looking at her.

Donna sat up, and she was a wet-haired, bedraggled mess. I had truly fucked the shit out of her.

She sat with her legs on the bed but around me until her heels touched my buns. “Oh, baby.” yet she was happy.

“I’m sorry,” I was holding tears in, but just barely.

“For what? We’ve just adjusted out relationship, and this is the new you, so we must embrace it.”

She pulled my head down to her chest then, and held me.

Tears leaked slowly out of my eyes.

“I’m not going to say I didn’t enjoy that. In fact, you need to learn how to do that with a fake dick.”

I mumbled into her throat, “Not my real dick?”

“Oh, honey. No. Now we know. I should never let your real dick into my pussy again. The only sex we should have is with out fake peenies. Now, roll over and put your ass in the air. Let’s get back to the way it is supposed to be.”

I was so horny I thought I would bust, but I couldn’t cum the regular way, not any more, so I got on all fours and pointed my ass over the side of the bed.

While she put on the strap on I thought about the things that I  had realized, and that I now knew.

Man superior sex was normal, but…I didn’t want normal. I wanted to give myself up. I wanted to be her bitch.

As if she was reading my mind, as she began lubing me up she said, “Honey, you are my kind of man. A girly man. A man who knows his place. You need me to fuck you, and to take care of you. Oh, we can keep up appearances in public, I don’t feel like explaining the ins and outs—get it? Ins and outs?—of our marriage. Nobody’s business. But from here on out I’m going to be in charge, and you’re going to do what I tell you.”

Her fingers were rimming me, and my ass was going around and around, trying to fuck her fingers.

She giggled. “I love it when you’re this hot. I’m going to keep you this hot all the time.”

I was so intent on the sensations exploding from my asshole I didn’t hear that remark.

Then she was poised at my man pussy. The tip of her dildo was touching my brown button, and she began sliding in.

“Oh!” I actually squealed, my voice rose up with the instant pleasure of being filled.

Donna chuckled. “Take it, baby.” And now she began to fuck me. Long strokes, gliding strokes, angled strokes, sliding through my anal passage, each stroke an excruciating caress of mind numbing pleasure.

I was so hot from fucking her, and so frustrated, that I began leaking right away. I didn’t have the big bang, not this time, but I did have that oozing feeling that was my semen drooling out, along with my manhood.

I was submitting again. I was taking what might not be the accepted place in our relationship, but what was my preferred placed in our relationship.

It was making me loosy goosy happy.

She held on to my hips and gently excoriated me. She fucked me and laid me bare. With our moment of me fucking her and failing to cum in the immediate past, I just opened up and sobbed for my desire to give up and let her have her way.

Finally, “You’re empty now. I’ve drained your prostate. Do you need any more?”

I did, but I didn’t. I shook my head and mumbled a ‘no’ into the pillows.

She pulled out of me and walked out of the room.

I lay there, completely subdued, and happy as I had ever been in my life. I listened, and heard her come back into the room.

“Roll over.”

I did.

She smiled at my tear stained face. She was holding the chastity cage.

“Just lay there. I’ll get this done quickly.”

I stared at the ceiling, and she searched through the rings for the one that fit the best.

“There we go. Hold on while I put the cage on.”

I felt her slipping the cock cage over my penis. My penis gave a weak throb, but that was all. I was truly emptied.

“Okay, this is going to feel weird, but once it is in you’re going to love it.”

She held up my cage, with my penis slack inside  and then I felt a sensation in my pee hole!

“What are you doing?”

“It’s called a catheter tube. Don’t move now, just relax and I’ll have it in in a second.”

A catheter tube? That was the tube they put in old men to drain their bladder or something.

It was uncomfortable, I could feel it going in, but it wasn’t painful. But she was right. It was definitely weird. Then she turned it gently but slowly. I felt like my penis was being turned inside out, and then it was done.

“Okay. Sit up. Tell me how it feels.”

I pushed myself up and looked down at my lap.

The metal cage was in place. My cock was hidden, except for a couple of air holes, or drainage holes, or whatever the portholes on the side of the cage are called.

Donna was grinning like a Cheshire cat that had just smoked the most incredible dope.

“What…what…”

“It’s going to drive you crazy, honey.”

“It’s already driving me crazy. What’s with that catheter thing?”

“I just thought it’d be cool. Give you an extra bit of sensation.”

“I feel like my dick is being fucked, and I’m just sitting here.”

“Stand up.”

She held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was afraid to move, afraid that that tube thing inside my pecker was going to injure me.

“It’s okay,” she said, reassuring me.

“I…this is…I can hardly think.”

“Excellent. I don’t want my bitches thinking. Now pull up your panties and let’s go have a talk.”

Grinning, totally pleased with herself, she strode out of the bedroom. I listened to her padding down the hallway, then I was left alone. Alone with a unique sensation and frustration.

I had a catheter, and it wasn’t supposed to be a sex thing, but with my prick in a cage…it was definitely a sex thing.

I took a step, and I felt that thing shifting around. I think, in a normal situation, I would have gotten used to it. But this wasn’t normal. My cock was being held in a position, and that gave me different and exciting feelings.

I had to put my panties on. I was afraid to bend over. Slowly, I bent at the waist. I could feel the catheter driving me crazy. It was threatening and dangerous and…harmless.

I picked up my panties, and now I had to put them on.

I risked sitting down, and I felt shards of pleasure shooting through my peeny.

I bent my legs, one at a time, and pulled my panties up.

I stood up and looked down.

My dress was showing a little bump, but I knew a simple tummy control panty would fix that. Or maybe just a string to pull my chastity tube back.

Shoes. I liked wearing high heels. But…how to put them on?

I picked up my shoes and sat on the bed again. I was moving like molasses, creeping through my motions. I slipped my foot into one shoe, the other foot into the other shoes. I stood up.

Oh, Lord. Now that my attention was firmly locked in my penis with it’s catheter, I could feel the way I was holding my body, careful of the catheter, and my butt was pooched out a bit.

I walked across the room, double awkward, and into the hallway.

Surprisingly, probably since my butt was poked back a bit, my heels clicked better. I had been sort of slushy with the click, click, click thing, but now the sound of heels on hardwood rang out sharp and clear.

Donna looked out from the kitchen as I walked and grinned. “Momma’s got a brand new bag.”

I smiled at her, but it was a weak smile, all my attention on the shooting pleasure that was going through my cock with every step I took.

And I found that the harder I placed my heel, the sharper was the pleasure in my dick. The vibration of heel striking floor was shooting up my bones and directly into my dick.

I started to get hard.

I had just been drained, but the feeling of the catheter up my pee hole, combined with the shocking vibration coming up my legs, my penis was becoming erect!

Then the other shoe dropped. I couldn’t get hard. My cock surged as if it was going to bonerize, then it simply…stopped. Was stopped by the metal cage.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, holding on to the door jamb.

“What’s going on?” Donna asked with a big, shit eating grin.

“I think you know what’s going on,” my voice was a hoarse whisper.

“Yeah, but tell me. Feed my enjoyment.”

“That thing is…it feels like it’s vibrating with every step. And it feels like my cock wants to get hard, but it can’t. This is incredible.”

“Incredible good? Or incredible bad?”

I stared at her. “I don’t know. It just is…breathtaking.”

“I’ll take that for good. Now sit down and have a drink.”

She had placed a big bourbon and Coke on the table. I placed my hand on the table and gingerly lowered myself.

She started laughing. “Oh, the look on your face. You look like somebody’s going to squeeze your balls if you do the wrong thing.”

“Not far off,” I admitted. “I know I’ll get used to it, but…I’ll never get used to it. I’ll be feeling this thing always. It’s like it’s jacking me off from the inside.”

She chuckled, then, “It really flattens out your bump. I barely see it. A tummy shaper, or maybe just a pair of hefty panties, and it’s gone. You will truly and totally look feminine in the body.”

“Well, all I can say is…wow.”

“You’re welcome. Now, drink up. We have to come to an agreement.”

I sipped, and she had placed a straw in the glass. She liked it when I pursed my lips and sucked, and I liked the trace of red left on the straw.

“What do you want to talk about?” I was even speaking slower. It was like I had no mind for anything except the feeling in my cock.

“I’m not going to fuck you again until you’ve built me my dungeon.”

“Oh, God. I don’t think I can even pick up a hammer with this thing on me. In me.”

I could imagine the shock of the hammer striking something going into my groin. Or a saw. A saw would be even worse, the back and forth motion, the hips bracing and shifting.

“You’ll have to, if you ever want me to fuck you again.”

“Oh, honey. Please.”

“No. You’ve been stalling long enough, and I want my dungeon. You are going to have to go to the store, buy everything. You’re going to have to bring your materials home and tote it down to the basement. I don’t care what it takes, but…I want my dungeon.”

“Heysoos, lady. You’ve already got me totally mind fucked here.”

She said, and I quote, “Who’s in charge of this marriage.”

I blinked and looked up at her. My groin throbbed with impossible hard ons. “What?”

“We’ve already decided this, and in that wonderful arena, the bedroom. But now I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you say it, and I don’t want you to forget it. So say it, admit it. Who is in charge of this marriage.”

Surprisingly, it was difficult to say the words. If she had asked me while she was balls deep in me, then maybe it would have been easier. It would have been driven out of me in a fit of passion.

But now we weren’t fucking. But, on the other hand, I had this devious catheter tube fucking my penis.

“Well, I…uh…”

She grinned. “My, my. Cat got your tongue?”

“Well, it’s not…I admit that you’re, uh…”

“I’m what?”

“You seem to have taken the, uh, reins as far as—“

“Who’s in charge of you.”

“Well, uh…”

“Simple yes or no. And we both know what the answer better be.”

“Uh…I think…”

She leaned forward and with humor and intention she asked, “Who is in charge? Me or you.”

I gulped. “You.”

She pulled the table around, out of the way, and sat on my lap. I gasped as her weight adjusted the chastity tube and the catheter inside me. It was like the inside of my dick was being stirred.

She put her face an inch from mine. Eyeball to eyeball. Lips to lips.

“Who fucks you.”

I was in for it now, but I had stated the truth, so it actually started to come easier.

“You.”

“Who takes care of you.”

“You.”

“Who is in charge of you.”

“You.”

“Who is in charge of this marriage?

I sighed. “You.”

And it was as if that sigh was what she was waiting for. That physical sign of submission. Of giving up.

She wrapped her arms around my head then, held my face down to her chest. She sighed happily.

“Honey, this is going to be wonderful. You’re going to love it.”

I didn’t say anything. I just loved to feel her flesh with my face.

My cock throbbed and tried to get hard, and I found myself inadvertently groaning.

She put her hands on my face and looked deeply into my eyes. Then she kissed me. Long but gentle. A signed, sealed and delivered kissed.

Then she held me and rocked very gently.

My cock, stuck in its cage, asked, ‘What? Why? What’d I do?’

But there was no way to explain the situation to my poor, innocent dick.


PART TWO

Life was certainly different after that day. Surprisingly, to me at least, it was easy.

I honestly felt that me losing my manhood would come with clouds of destruction, monster psychic A bombs, a need for drastic drugs and maybe a frontal lobotomy.

In fact, we just kept going the way we were going, and everything got…easier. And better.

The fact was that some little piece of resistance in me had been shattered.

“You will be completely female,” Donna announced when we awoke the next day. “No more of this half and half weasly whining crap.”

She sat and watched me, with comments and an occasional helping hand, get dressed.

I wore a sweat shirt, the bottom cut off, and leggings.

And, of course, high heels. I couldn’t get enough of those infernal devices, and neither could Donna.

Underneath I wore a thong, my chastity tube, and a tummy shaper. In fact, from here on out I always wore a shaper, or a corset.

Lord, the corset was a torture device. I couldn’t understand why they had been invented, unless men wanted to torture women. Or unless women wanted to torture themselves.

But the corset was reserved for going out. Normally I just wore a tummy shaper.

I also wore a bra and the breast forms, and I always had the figure of a woman.

I was putting on my make up, and doing a pretty good job of it, when Donna mused, “Have you ever heard of vacation boobs?”

I looked at her in the mirror and shook my head. I wanted to get my eye shadow just right.

“A substance is injected directly into the chest to make boobs.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Apparently not. Women are getting them by the droves. They go on vacation with them, and they disappear after a month. For a month, though, they get to experience the joy of having big boobs.”

“I thought big boobs hurt the back? That sort of thing.”

“They can, but that’s usually the result of a poorly fitting bra. How’s yours fit?”

“Pretty good. No aches and pains. Of course I don’t think my boobs are as heavy as real boobs.”

“Good. Anyway, women are getting temporary boobs, sometimes just to see if they like them before getting real implants.”

I was done and I turned to her. She smiled, reached out and touched my cheek. “You are delicious. If you didn’t have to work I’d fuck you right now.”

“Oh, please,” I begged.

She laughed. “Now, the reason I bring this up is because I’d like you to get some vacation boobs.”

I sort of thought that was what she was aiming at. Actually, the notion didn’t bother me. As I said, our relationship had changed, and I had definitely changed. “That’s a pretty big step, isn’t it?”

“It is. And maybe it’s time that we took some big steps. After all, we’ve wasted a few years already. We could have been deeply into this gender transformation if I had listened to my gut in the beginning.”

“If I had been ready…” I put in.

She just smiled. In her mind I was always ready. And maybe I was, but it was a moot point.

“So I get vacation boobs. Then what?”

“We see how you like it.”

“We see how you like it,” I countered.

The look in her eyes I knew I had hit it right on the head. She was making the decisions now, not me.

“And if you like it, do I get real implants?”

“We’ll see.”

But I could see the excitement in her at the thought of feminizing me more and more.

I knew, at that point, that the choo choo train had just left the station. And it was going to be a wild ride.

“And, after that. What? Hormones?”

She gave me a cheshire smile and merely repeated, “We’ll see.”

“Okay,” I said. There really wasn’t anything else I could say. She was in charge. “Have I turned into your little ‘fuck doll?’”

She laughed. “We’ll see.” Which made me laugh.

“Okay, great mistress, what does the day hold for us?”

“It’s fungeon time.”

Fungeon is the name for a ‘fap room,’ a room where the truly perverted go to have their fun.

“So I’ll go down and measure and plan and estimate cost.”

“Excellent. Now, normally you’ll be fixing our meals. But I am in a hurry, so I will continue to do the cooking for the time being. But you better be earning your keep.”

I nodded.

A few minutes later she was cooking, and I went into the garage.

For whatever reason, the door to the basement was in the garage. Sort of weird, but I figured somebody was doing additions to the house and that’s the best they could come up with.

But that was fine, because it gave us a little bit of added security. I would stack some boxes in front of it, and nobody would even know that we had a basement, let alone a fungeon/dungeon.

I walked down the steps carefully. I hadn’t been down here in a while, and it was dark, and I was in high heels.

A light at the bottom of the stairs turned on two measly, low watt bulbs. Honestly, Edison must have made them himself.

In the gloom I inspected the place.

Boxes and old furniture. Books, a rolled up rug, a tool bench in the far corner with some very old tools on it.

Sighing, I knew the first step would be to clear the place out. I wouldn’t be able to measure or paint or do anything until I had the place empty, and the lighting fixed.

I began the arduous task, made more arduous by my heels, of taking things upstairs and stacking them in front of the garage.

Box after box. Then small furniture, and finally the big stuff.

I stopped for a quick breakfast, shortly in, but I worked right up to noon.

Donna came out towards the end, laughed when I pulled  parts of a table into the daylight, and was impressed by the pile of…’stuff.’

“I guess we can go through it and look for antiques, then have somebody haul it away.”

Which is what we eventually did.

We had a quick breakfast, during which she chided me for my appearance. “You really need to be neater.”

I didn’t argue, I just pointed out that I had done everything in high heels. And that did sort of impress her.

Then, back to work.

Sweep, sweep.

I was getting a bucket of water and Donna said, “Don’t clean the windows.”

“Why not?”

“It keeps everything gloomy, people can’t see in, that sort of thing.”

That was cool, so I took the bucket of water down and just started scrubbing the walls. Which took a long time, so I went out and rented a steam cleaner.

That’s right. Chicken Little me actually went into a rental place and rented a piece of machinery. And, heh heh, I had them load the machine because weak little me couldn’t do it.

And I found out something interesting. Guys fall all over themselves to help women. It makes them feel manly, like they’ve rescued the world or something.

Huh!

Now, I didn’t feel guilty about it, being a man underneath, and, in fact, I would go on and keep taking advantage of men. But at first it was sort of weird.

So I steamed the basement, and thank God the drain system worked. That place took a lot of steam. It was decades of grime and filth.

That evening we discussed how we wanted to set up the place.

Donna wanted cabinets for dildos and whips, and I knew she wanted classy work. She’s a high falutin’ gal if ever there was one.

I wanted to buy stuff.

But we only had so much money.

And there was the problem of getting stuff down the narrow stairs.

We finally settled on a pegboard covered with black drapes, with thought concerning the future.

Then there was the question of what kind of ‘furniture’ we wanted.

She wanted a St. Andrew’s cross. I thought that a bit much, there wasn’t that much room to swing a whip, but it was apparently on her bucket list of important things to do in her lifetime, so I gave in. But because of the cost I was going to have to build it.

The butt fuck bench, that was what she called it, was going to have to be ordered. I’m pretty good with tools, but this required a real craftsman.

Then there were eyebolts on the walls and floor. We discussed a cell, and though we both liked it, we decided to wait and see. But we did make a floor plan that allowed for such a room.

And there were smaller things, a Sybian, arrangements of bars that could be used for bondage. And, this surprised me, though maybe it shouldn’t…a milking machine.

That’s right. somebody was going to get their titties sucked.

I wanted to see that on her, but I had a feeling that was one of the reasons she wanted me to get real boobs.

By the end of the first day we had made good progress. And I was going speedily crazy.

All day my cock had been struggling, trying to get hard. And every throb caused the catheter inside my cock to rub.

Every step I took my thong rubbed my asshole, until I was looking for corners to back up against and hump with my heinie.

Every time I bent over, dragged the steam cleaner hose, moved a box, even lifted a book, I would get shooting pleasure in my penis.

When bed time came I was double exhausted. I was tired from work, and from the constant sexual excitation.

I crept into bed, moving gingerly, as usual.

“Tired?”

“Horny,” I answered.

“Lay on your belly.”

I did, and she sat on my back and started massaging me.

Oh, the relief. My muscles cried out in gratitude.

Then she slipped a finger into my fanny.

I froze. My cock tried to erect. My catheter rubbed the inside of my penis.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, as she wiggled a digit.

“Uh…uh…” I acknowledged her, but I was incapable of speech.

“I think you need a butt plug.”

“Oh,” I wheezed.

“Would you like a butt plug?”

“Unh…” I tried to push up with my ass, but her weight was on me just enough that I couldn’t.

“Just think. It would be like this finger, but all the time. Would you like that?”

I couldn’t help it. I nodded. I wasn’t thinking about a permanent butt plug, I was just thinking about getting fucked, but it was done.

She pulled her finger out and lay down next to me. “I’ll look into it.”

I lay there, on my belly, my hips still squirming a bit, and looked at her.

She giggled. “I love it when you look like that. So…so befuddled.” She kissed my cheek, turned off the light and went to sleep.

I lay there, for hours, my cock trying to erect, my butt wanting to be filled.

Finally, I drifted off to sleep.

The next day was measurement day. I taped and made little chalk marks everywhere. The cross went here, the butt fuck horse went there. A storage area for the milking machine. Nuts and bolts by the pound. Tools for drilling into concrete. Chains. Eyebolts. Locks. Gallons of black paint. Paint brushes. Everything needed to transform the common basement into a medieval torture chamber.

Since this was a big project, and we needed a lot of things, and we wanted to be specific in our plans, it took all day to complete the measurements and compile a list of materials.

And, that day was even hornier than the first.

What I was going through, the constant stimulation to my cock, the way I was deprived of hard ons, it was quickly bringing me to a high peak of frustration and sexual desire.

Sometimes I actually thought I would go insane. I just needed to hump something, I needed release, my body couldn’t stand such intense sexuality.

And the only way out of all this frustration and desire was to keep my mind off it. To focus on work.

Which made the day a constant struggle. Take my mind off the incredible jacking going on inside my penis, and just when I thought I was apart from it, I would turn a certain way, or step on a step too hard, and the vibration or twist would travel through my body and cause my catheter to wiggle, and I would feel the instant horniness rise up all over again.

Interestingly, it made me silent.

“Why aren’t you talking much?” Donna asked.

I explained what was happening.

She laughed and said, “Well, if you’d get off your lazy ass and get this thing done you could get a good fuck. I was thinking about using a dog dildo on you. Dog dildos have a delightful, little bump on the shaft. Should really perk up your asshole. Would you like that?”

I gulped in answer, and she chuckled.

Finally, I was ready for the trip to Home Depot.

I dressed up nicely, was allowed to wear shorts instead of a dress. Well, culottes. I was fully made up, and Donna had gotten a new wig. Blonde. She fastened it on, checked my make up, gave me sunglasses, and handed me a sheaf of bills. Hundred dollar bills. Loot from the bank robbery I had been forced to partake in.

But the weirdest thing was…I had to carry a purse!

A man, with a purse! was my thought. But, of course, I wasn’t really a man anymore.

She gave me some last minute advice, kissed me gently on the lips, and patted my ass. I climbed into the truck, awkward in high heels, and set off.

And every bump in the road was like a sledge hammer of lust to my penis. My catheter was shaking and vibrating. My cock wanted to get erect in the worst way, and the trip was turning out to be a ride in sexual frustration. When I pulled into the parking lot I looked down at my groin and seriously wondered why I hadn’t squirted.

And this gave me my first real problem.

Pissing, with a catheter in, can be an adventure.

A full length catheter  you can just tie a knot, I suppose. But my catheter was only an inch long. A shorty. That meant I could use my prostate to control my bladder, and control my pissing.

But that wasn’t the problem. The problem was that I had to piss in the first place.

Maybe I wouldn’t have had to, normally, but I had just had the catheter ride from hell in my truck, and I needed to go.

I walked through the warehouse, my purse over my shoulder, and was dreadfully aware of how good I had become at clicking my heels. Men began to turn their heads as I walked by.

I have heard of women complaining that they can feel men’s eyes on them, and now I experienced the truth of that. I felt like people were grabbing my ass. I felt like men were staring at my tits, even though my tits were fake and had no sensation in them!

I tell ya, my face was red! Redder than a drunk’s nose.

But all I could do was tough it out.

I stood in front of the men’s room. Oh, my gosh. I should be going in there but…I couldn’t.

Mortified, but unable to do anything else, I walked into the women’s room.

I walked past other women, terrified that I would be found out, then into a stall.

I pulled my culottes down, my panties down, and sat on the throne.

I had already discovered that there was no standing up to pee while wearing a chastity tube, pee went all over the place. And I could be seen standing up to pee anyway. That would certainly tip some woman off, and I could just see the police arresting me for peeing in the wrong room.

So I sat, my hand over my chastity tube, and relieved myself.

Then I blotted, pulled up my panties and culottes, and walked out.

You can’t believe the sense of relief I felt. I had done it!

And the thought of buying all the materials I would need suddenly became less daunting.

The rest of the shopping trip went off like clockwork. I loaded materials into a pair of carts, and ransacked the store. Tools, chains, nuts and bolts, everything. And the only weird thing was the woman.

I was looking at power drills for concrete and I noticed a woman off to one side. Which was not big deal, except that she was staring at me.

I ignored her, picked out some bits for the concrete, turned to my cart, and she was right there.

She was a looker. White teeth, big bosom, round ass. Her hair was coiffed perfectly, an extended sort of bubble cut. “Pardon me, do I know you?”

“No,” I realized I was talking in my regular voice. I coughed, as if clearing my throat, and repeated in more ladylike tones, “No.”

She smiled. And for a moment I thought I was busted. But she just said, “My mistake,” then she wandered away.

Whew! A close call. And I had been so surprised to be addressed out of the blue that I hadn’t watched my voice.

But, tragedy averted, I was almost done with my shopping, so…no big deal.

I picked up the last items and headed for the check out counter.

Funny, at the check out counter, out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw the woman again. She was talking to a man, and they were looking in my direction, but when I turned they seemed to be concerned with something else. Not me.

I paid, and, of course, “Could you have somebody help me with all this?”

“Of course,” the checker said, and a minute later a man was doing the heavy lifting, and trying to flirt with me.

Silly men.

The next day was paint day. I covered the floor with drop clothes and went to town. I wished I could have used a sprayer, but, no big deal, brushes were inexpensive and we did have to watch our money. I slapped on the color, or the absence of color, black not really being a color, and was done by noon. Since the paint had to dry, I had a half day off.

I went upstairs, poured some whiskey, and went out to the patio.

“You’re not shirking, are you?” Donna lifted her sunglasses and looked at me.

“Well, I suppose I could go watch the paint dry.”

She snickered, then, “Come over here.”

We snuggled up on the lounge and she asked, “How’s the old dickeroo?”

“Fine and dandy, tastes like candy.”

“I’ll bet.”

She reached down and grabbed my cage and shook it.

Oh, God, the catheter, it felt like somebody was stabbing me with a pleasure knife right in the peener.

She grinned. “Are you horny enough?”

“You should really worry about my balls finally popping. Too much horny makes Jack a dead boy.”

“Good thing your name isn’t Jack.”

We lay there for a long time, her teasing me. Kissing me, pretending I had tits and playing with my chest, sucking my nipples and telling me how neat it was to have tits.

“I can’t wait,” I said, truthfully, at one point.

“Good. Because I made an appointment for you.”

“With Doctor Johnson?” I sat up. He was our family doctor.

“No. Next town over. I figured we might want a bit of anonymity.”

I relaxed and lay back down.

Finally, it being dinner time, we got up, and I caught a glimpse of somebody. I spun around.

“What?”

“I thought I saw somebody.” I started walking towards the side gate.

Donna was right behind me.

There was nobody in the side yard, and I frowned.

“Did you recognize them?”

“No. Unless…unless it was that woman I saw in the home Depot the other day.”

“You saw a woman at Home Depot?”

“I explained about the case of mistaken identity, then said, “But I must be freaky.” I grinned. “A total stranger follows me home to see if it really is a case of mistaken identity?”

We both chuckled, and we went inside, and that devilish woman played with me some more.

The next day was construction day. I started early and drilled holes in the concrete and installed eyebolts. Then I hung chains, and grinned. One whole wall, the back wall, was festooned with shiny links. The place was definitely taking on a dungeonesque appearance. Or perhaps I should say ‘fungeonesque.’

I ran a line up the stairs, but was going to have to do some real work as far as the wiring to the current lights, and a few more that I wanted to install.

Donna came down and we stood at the bottom of the steps and gazed at our little fantasy room. It was really shaping up.

“You know, I like the yellow bulbs. Could you get some more? Maybe six yellow bulbs?”

“That might be easier than what I was planning.”

“Excellent, because—“

Ding dong!

Fortunately, our bell was loud, because we heard it all the way down in the dungeon. I was going to have to hook up a bell down here, however.

We went up the stairs, bumping hips on the stairway and giggling, but when we got to the door there was nobody there.

I frowned. Mysterious women. Doorbells that went off by themselves.

“Hey! Look what’s here?”

I looked down the street and a UPS truck was coming around the corner.

“It’s the butt fuck bench!”

Well, that was the best news I had heard in a long time. I needed a good butt fuck.

The truck stopped and two fellows brought in some boxes, and they both checked me out. Donna gave me a wink, then tipped the fellows and sent them packing.

Fifteen minutes later I had the boxes unpacked and was laying out the pieces. I was going to have to put it together.

“Well, at least you didn’t have to build it from scratch.”

“There is that. Shall we have dinner? Then I can start work.”

“I’ll do dinner. You start work…now!”

“Yes, boss.”

The thing was incredibly easy to put together. Everything was pre-cut. It only needed a couple of tools, and I had the bare bones looking good by the time dinner was called.

We sat and sipped bourbon and ate a celebratory steak, and talked about the butt fuck horse.

“What, exactly, are you planning to do to me?”

“Have my way with you.”

“But what does that mean?”

“You’ll find out.”

“When.”

Pause. Then, “After dinner. When you finish putting it together.”

Oh, man. That steak was good, but I wolfed it down and ran to the dungeon.

I quickly put the restraints on the thing, pushed a cushion down on the wide center plank, and then I drilled some holes and fixed the horse to the basement floor. I sat on it. I bounced. It was solid. It wasn’t going anywhere. And neither was the person who would be laying on it.

All done, I went upstairs.

Donna had a couple of drinks ready, and we sauntered right back down.

She sat on it. She pulled on the restraints. She marveled at how sturdy it was.

“All done,” I said. “Except for the trial run.” I kept a bland face.

Donna walked around it, arounds folded and a finger raised up to her lips. “I don’t suppose you know anybody who would like to try this out.”

“Oh, Lord, no.” I exclaimed. “Only a truly insane person would allow themselves to be tied down and tormented mercilessly.”

“That’s right,” she agreed. “Only a nut job, who wanted a nut job.”

“And I’m no nut!”

“Of course, there might be some pleasure involved. Maybe even a poke or two.”

“A poke? Or two?”

“Or three or four. It’s hard to know when to stop once you start madly jamming your dick into a juicy pussy.”

“Do I have a pussy?”

“Certainly. Of course, it’s a man/pussy, but it is certainly capable of receiving a penis. If it wanted to, of course.”

“Of course,” I said. “So how does this thing really work?” I asked.

“Well, I’ve never used one, but it seems obvious that one would put their knees and elbows on these little platforms.”

“You mean like this?” I lay down on the bench and placed my knees and elbows in the prescribed positions.

“I think that’s right. But, of course, to really work one must fasten the leather straps around the wrists and ankles.”

“I don’t think I understand. Could you perhaps show me?”

Donna bent down and pulled the straps around one wrist. She placed the velcro parts together, and that arm was definitely secured.

“I didn’t quite see that. Perhaps you could show me again? With the other wrist?”

“I believe I could.” She walked to the other side and fastened the other wrist. At that point I actually couldn’t escape.

“And the ankles go like this.”  She strapped my ankles to the horse and I was super secured. I couldn’t hit or kick. The bench was slightly curved so my ass was up in the air. My head was in a ring in the front of the horse.

“Wow. I can see why somebody should never let themselves be placed on this thing.”

“So can I. Say, do you think you could stay down here and watch the place?”

“Why, I sure could.”

She smiled, patted my upraised ass, and walked out of the dungeon. up the stairs. And I heard the dull sound of her feet walking overhead.

It was a timeless moment. My personality demanded subjugation. Submission. And it was being delivered. I felt such excitement, such warmth. I waited with no sense of unease or boredom. I was enjoying this with all my heart.

I heard the sound of Donna coming back through the house, then she came down the stairs. I raised my head and looked. She was wearing nothing but a strap on. A big dildo stuck out. It had a big bulge in the center.

“I told you I wanted to use a dog dildo on you.”

I eyed the thing, swaying from her crotch as she walked confidently towards me.

“Oh, my God!” My eyes grew large.

“It’s the exact shape, but human large. What do you think?”

“I’m afraid. Very, very afraid.”

“And well you should be.”

She was also carrying a tub of lube. She walked up behind me and scooped a big glob of lube out.

“Thank you for working so hard.” She pushed the lube into me and started working it around. Shortly she was reaming my asshole with a pair of fingers.”

“I know there’s still stuff to be done, but you certainly earned your reward. Are you ready for a little reward?”

I gulped. I couldn’t see her. My face was in the ring facing down. I said, “I’m ready for a big reward.”

“Excellent. Here you go, honey.”

She pushed it into me.

I was used to anal fucking now, and I took it easily, and my eyes nearly popped out of my skull when the big bulge in the shaft of the penis pushed through my anal ring.

“Fuck!” I wheezed.

“Yep,” Donna agreed. She began to saw in and out of me.

There is pleasure, and then there is pleasure. As a man I had thought the pleasure of putting my dick in a pussy was large. In fact, it was small. It didn’t even compare, not in the slightest, to the feeling of being penetrated by a cock.

The world stopped for me, and there was only the push and pull of the big penis in my rump.

I heard myself breathing, and that was about all, and the rest of reality was centered on my bunghole. All I could feel was the incredible sensation of being opened up, laid bare, screwed.

“Come on, honey. Give me a big, old orgasm!”

I was barely aware of her speaking. All I knew was that something big was building in my butt.

In and out, and I felt like I was being turned inside out.

Then I felt the ocean beneath me. A warm, orgasmic ocean that rose up and engulfed me.

My limbs were spasming, I couldn't move, and there was nothing but me floating in God’s great swimming pool.

Then I started to come down, to return to earth. Slowly, my senses returned. I perceived that I was on the bench. I could smell the odor of the paint I had coated the place with. I remembered who I was. My name was Kyle. And I liked being a woman better than I liked being a man.

I was Kyle…and…

“Hello.”

And Donna screamed.

END OF PART TWO
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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