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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Autogynephilia is a man’s desire to love himself himself as a woman.

I saw that I went ‘yahoo!’

A single word that describes 50% of the population’s problem.

What? you don’t think 50% of the men don’t want to be women?

You’d be wrong. It is almost exactly 50%.

Somebody comes to this planet and picks up a body. He or she doesn’t know what sex the body is, so he or she has a even steven chance of being wrong.

50% of the people on this planet are in the wrong body.

Oh, a lot of them adapt, and a lot of them live frustrated lives, but…50%

Do you, Mr. Man, want to be a female?

You’re not alone.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


PART ONE

“Honey, I got a job!”

Jeff looked at his wife and smiled. “Honey! That’s great! Who with? What are you going to do? Tell me all about it!”

Cyndi was a rare beauty. Her long, brunette hair hung down her back, her blue eyes were like diamonds made out of sky. Her body…perfect 36 by 24 by 36…would put an hourglass to shame.

Well, she wasn’t a perfect hourglass, her boobs were a bit large.

But…she was everything Jeff had ever wanted in a woman.

“Well…” she hesitated.

“Come on, give!”

Jeff was a slender fellow. He wore his hair long, too, but not as long as Cyndi.

“The company is called ‘Red Rocket Enterprises.’ It’s a new one, and they are still figuring things out.”

“Red Rocket Enterprises, eh? That sounds great! What do you do?”

“Well,” she hesitated a bit. Jeff thought she was thinking how to best describe her duties. “I have to help some of the people get ready. It’s some sort of video company, and the actors…they need some help.”

“You mean like make up and stuff? Costumes?”

She seemed relieved by his conclusion. “Yes. That’s it exactly. The hours will vary a bit, they shoot at odd times, but the money is good.”

“Honey! That’s fantastic! Let’s celebrate!”

Cyndi smiled. “Yes! Let’s! If you start the barbecue I’ll prepare the steaks.

Jeff headed out to the patio and turned on the barbecue. Cyndi brought him a drink, a little bourbon and Coke, with the good bourbon that he loved. Whistle Pig Piggyback.

She handed him the steaks and he put them on the grill and they stood on the patio and sipped.

Jeff ran his own internet company. He had a staff of three. He, himself and him. He made good money, and they lived well, but Cyndi wanted to work. She wasn’t the kind to stay at home and paint walls and vacuum floors.

“I’m proud of you, honey,” Jeff kissed her hair and snaked a hand over her shoulder.

She grinned. “I’m just happy that I can carry my share. I don’t want to be a freeloader.”

“Never,” he reassured here, and his hand found her erect nipple.

“What is this?” she grabbed his hand.

“It’s a nipple twister,” he joked, and he twisted gently and made her gulp a bit.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Soon,” he said, and he kissed her passionately.

For a moment they made out, then she pushed him back. “I do have a favor to ask of you, however.”

“Favor is my middle name,” he responded.

“I need to practice.”

“Make up?”

“They use different make up, and I need to get used to it.”

“On me?”

“Come on. We’ve done this before, and you actually liked it.”

“It did make me hard,” admitted.

“So I’m going to make you another drink or two, we’ll eat, and then I can figure out this new make up they want me to use.”

He nodded. “I guess so. As long as I don’t have to go out in public.”

“The only place you have to go is bed.”

They kissed again, and she looked into his dark eyes. “You know how it turns me on to make you up.”

“I know. But…are you going to want to go the whole route?”

“Probably.”

The truth was that getting made up as a girl turned Jeff on. Turned him on so much that it made him nervous. Getting a big boner just from make up and lingerie and stuff? What was wrong with him?

“Well, I don’t—“

“Come on, honey. It’s for a good cause.”

He smiled, but still had a nervous look on his face.

“Ple-e-e-ese?”

“Well,” his cock was surging in his pants.

She gripped him and smiled. “There’s my answer.”

“I guess so!”

“Wheee!”

She snaked a hand into his pants and started playing with him. It only took a moment, then he was ready to squirt.

“Oh, no!” she said, taking her hand out. “If I let you squirt now then you won’t let me make you up.”

“Squirt me now and I’ll do it twice!”

“You liar,” she laughed. “Let me go make another drink.”

Jeff watched the steaks cook, sucked down a bit more bourbon, and thought about how good his life was.

After dinner, him feeling comfortably high, they retired to the bedroom and she went to work.

She had him sit at her vanity table and she cleansed his face, primed it, and began to add the color. She took her time, and her fingers danced on his flesh and his cock got harder and harder.

She talked as she worked, mumbled a lot about how this make up was better, or worse, than her regular stuff. When she was working on his eyes she said, “You know, I have a problem.”

“Oh?” he said, as she curled his eyelashes and made them longer.

“Have you heard of something called autogynephilia?”

“No.”

“It’s a Greek word, or derivation, or whatever. Auto means self, gyn means woman, and philia means to love.

Jeff did the brainwork and came up with, “To love oneself as a woman?”

He looked at her as she painted his lips red.

“So you love yourself as a woman. So?”

“You don’t understand…I have it for you.”

“For me?”

“I love the idea of you as a woman.”

Jeff’s mouth opened and she stepped back.

“What do you mean?” he managed after a second.

“You’re perfect. You’re slender with long hair. You don’t have boobs, but that is a small matter. And, speaking of other small matters…”

Jeff blushed, but Cyndi just continued. “You aren’t the most well endowed, and it would be easy to tuck your junk, to use a gaffe.”

“A gaffe?”

“It’s sort of like tight underwear. The package is tucked up tight between your legs.

Jeff was silent.

“I even bought you one. And a bra.”

Jeff was literally speechless. Sure Cyndi was a bit kinky, and so was he, but this was not just a little kinky, this was over the top fetish bizarre.

“You know I love you, right?”

He gulped.

“So I want to go whole hog tonight, which you agreed to, but that includes bra and gaffe.”

“It does?” His voice squeaked a little.

“Please, honey? do this for me? Ple-e-e-ese?”

He sat there, in shock. In the mirror he could see how surprised he was. His throat was suddenly dry and he couldn’t speak.

Cyndi ran into the kitchen and returned with yet another drink.

Jeff drank, not sipped, but guzzled, and left a red lip imprint on the glass.

Cyndi waited.

“You really want this?”

“With all my heart.”

He finished his drink, said, “One more.”

She ran and was back in a moment.

He drank, more sipped this time, the room was starting to spin, and said, “Okay.”

The look of glee on Cyndi’s face was a glow in the night. She clapped her hands and leaned forward and rubbed his cock. “You’ll love it! Just wait!”

He had been wearing just his underwear, and Cyndi told him to take it off.

He stood, naked, and she handed him the bra.

It was a training bra. Almost no cups, just flat material.

He put it on, and immediately loved the way it made his body look.

And he was sorry he didn’t have tits. That would be so cool.

Then she handed him a gaffe. It was like shrunken underpants, but made of stiff material.

He stepped into the things and pulled them up.

They didn’t really fit. But the main reason was that he had a boner.

He wasn’t big, only five inches, but stiff it just didn’t really want to bend.

Cyndi insisted, however, and she gently pushed his cock down and pulled it between his legs, then she pulled the gaffe up tight.

“Oh, fuck,” wheezed Jeff.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” mumbled Cyndi, “it just has to go down a bit.”

“It feels like it’s going to break!”

“It’s not bent that much, just curved.”

She felt his groin, and looked at him in the mirror. She had him turn sideways. “Oh, my God! That is hot!”

He looked. With his long hair and slender body the small ‘panties’ and bra made him look very feminine.

“Just stand there for a minute.”

Cyndi picked up a brush and brushed his hair.

“I’m not going to do a full on, let’s get you dressed, then I’ll style your hair.”

“Style my…”

“Of course, silly. We want whole hog, right?”

“I guess.”

His voice was a bit muted, but he couldn’t deny the excitement he felt.

“Bend forward a bit, pooch your butt out.”

He did, and it made him look like he had a bigger, rounder, more feminine ass.

“Oh, God. I think I’m going to cum!”

Jeff studied himself in the mirror. He was amazed. He wasn’t a big, manly looking guy, but this really brought out his softer side. His eyes sparkled, his lips looked wet. Heck, he felt like he about to cum. Except for that damned gaffe.

Cyndi pulled a dark dress over his head, pulled his hair out and draped it down his back. She began to style it, using water and flips of the brush she gave him curls. She even used a little hair spray so the curls would stay.

She was almost done, and she said, “I want to pierce your ears.”

“What?”

“Come on. It’s the look. I’ll put big, old danglies on you now, but when you return to being a man you can wear little studs.”

Jeff had misgivings, but his heart was pounding so, and he said yes.

Two minutes later he had said ‘Ow’ twice, and sported three inch strands of tiny diamonds from his earlobes.

“I’d give you hoops, but I don’t think you can handle it.”

He was silent. He was handling everything fine, though he pretended it was difficult.

The more female he looked, the more he liked it.

She had him stand in high heels, and he almost fell down, but the look…the look was perfect!

She pulled him by the hand and took him into the living room. She had him stand in the center of the room and she just looked at him.

Looked, and lusted.

Jeff was a mix of emotions. He was embarrassed, and blushing, and…happy.

Autogynephilia. To love oneself as a woman. Yeah. It made sense. He liked it. But…didn’t this make him weird?

“Does this make me a trans person?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I guess you’re a transvestite. But you’ve still got a package. When…if we get you breasts, then I suppose you’d be a shemale.”

“A shemale?” again his voice squeaked. “What do you mean ‘breasts?’”

“Well, honey. Let’s face it. This is the way I want you. And you like it…”

“But not all the time!” he protested in a small voice.

“Of course not. But…some of the time.”

It was at this point that Jeff noticed something interesting.

Always, in their relationship, he was the man. He wasn’t a forceful man, but he fulfilled the image.

Now Cyndi was speaking more assertively. She was acting more…’manlike.’ Her voice was confident and her manner was more assured.

Dimly, far away in his mind, he realized, ‘She likes the power.’”

And, even more surprising, he didn’t mind. So what if she liked to ‘call the shots,’ or act more ‘bullish.’

He didn’t care, and it actually took some of the pressure off him.

“So I’m going to be some sort of ‘trans’ person,” he mused in a serious voice.

“Does that bother you?”

“No. Except…well, I don’t know about this breast business.”

“We’ll talk about that. First just get used to dressing like a woman. Let’s enjoy ourselves, and give ourselves time to think.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

“Except…”

He looked at her, “Except what?”

“We said we were going to go whole hog.”

“I thought we had?” She was confident, and he was suddenly feeling a bit confused.

“Stay here. I want to show you something.”

He stayed. He went into the kitchen and mixed yet another drink. He was a bit dizzy, but he was so damned happy. He looked at his reflection in a window and images of himself as a female passed through his mind. Clothes, make up…he had to learn to walk and talk and cultivate all the mannerisms of a woman.

She returned. Naked. Except for the strap on around her hips. A large dildo jutted out from her crotch.

Jeff’s mouth opened slightly, and he licked his lips nervously.

To her he was licking his lips in anticipation.

“What is this?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“But…”

“We’ve played with your asshole, I’ve stuck a couple of fingers up it, and you loved it. And we’ll always remember the time I pushed ice cubes up your heinie.”

He couldn’t help the smile that flitted across his made up face. Yes, he would remember that forever.

“So I want you to come into the bedroom so I can really take your virginity.”

Again, he wasn’t feeling like he was in charge, and she took his hand, smiled at him, and led him to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she didn’t bother to undress him; she wanted to experience him like she would if she was the male and he was a female.

She didn’t feel much like a female now. Well, maybe a little, after all, she had the tits. But she did want to consecrate their new relationship in a more manly mode.

She had him bend over the bed and she lifted his dress.

The gaffe was tight, but she pulled it down, and his cock straightened out and pointed down.

She touched it with her hand.  “This is now your clitoris.”

“When I’m a woman,” he stated, his voice a little muffled by a pillow.

“When you’re a woman.”

She retrieved a tube of lubricant and began to lube him up. She took her time, telling him how beautiful ‘she’ was. She felt his flat tits and sighed, and he knew she was thinking of him getting tits.

Then, him loose enough, she placed the dildo at his junction and pushed.

She slid in easy. Easier than Jeff had thought. Then he realized that his love, his infatuation with himself as a woman, made everything easier.

She slid back and forth, the ridges on her dildo exploring his anal passage, and he loved it.

He grunted, and he groaned, and he felt every square inch of himself.

And he thought: Autogynephilia. Hunh!

As one might expect, their lives became drastically different.

He took to using Nair on his whole body. He learned how to apply his own make up, and he took to wearing garters and nylons almost all the time.

He was female probably 80% of the time. In fact, it took more work to go back to being male, to resurrecting his original attitudes, than to just staying female.

Cyndi supported him at all times. She gave him tips and bought him lingerie and clothes.

And he took to wearing a chastity tube. Not because he was starved for sex, but because it was more comfortable than the gaffe.

Although, it did make him hornier.

But Cyndi was always willing to take him into the bedroom and screw him.

In fact, she liked screwing him more than she liked getting screwed. And a few times she even insisted he wear the strap on when he did her.

That was one weird fuck. To be inside a woman, to have her scratching your back, while not feeling a thing.

That was always resulted him in being extra horny.

And, sometimes she would fuck him, then make him watch as she used a vibrator on herself. Well, she didn’t have to make him. Watching her turn into a sodden, humping bitch, without him inside her, was an incredible turn on.

But, regardless, they loved their new life style.

Since he worked at home on the internet he could be female all day, and he loved typing with his long, red fingernails.

And he would meet her at the front door whenever she came home from work.

Work.

That was the only pill.

She worked fairly regularly, but at odd times. Sometimes she had to work in the early morning. She would get up at three and tip toe softly out of the house.

Sometimes she would sleep in, and get up and go to work at three in the afternoon, and come home late.

Invariably, no matter the hours, she would come home horny.

Middle of the afternoon? She wanted sex.

Middle of the night? She wanted sex.

She would interrupt his work, wake him up, strap on her dildo and go to town.

Jeff loved it, of course, but he was also mystified.

“Honey?” he would ask, “I’m not complaining, quite the contrary, but is there some reason you come home horny all the time?”

“I’m not horny all the time when I get home.”

She was lying on her back, her dildo sticking up. She had just gotten home and taken advantage of him.

“On Tuesday you were horny, the Sunday before that. And Saturday. And on Thursday you really did me. I thought I wasn’t going to be able to walk after you fucked me.”

Cyndi went quiet. She realized that Jeff was right. And she knew why she was horny, but she wasn’t about to talk about it.

“Well?”

“Uh…well, I just miss you, and I want you when I’m apart from you for more than a few hours.”

It was the right thing to say, and Jeff relaxed. But there was still a niggling suspicion in the back of his mind. What was really going on?

But, situation averted, they continued with their lives.

Jeff dressed as a woman, Cyndi went to work, and she tried to control her impulses. Often she would go to bed horny and not be able to relieve her urges. And often she would sneak a vibrator session in while he was sleeping, or otherwise occupied. She even took to hiding a vibrator in the garage. She would come home late, get herself off, then go to sleep.

This lifestyle went on for six months, and they were settled into a groove, when Cyndi brought up the matter of boobs again.

“Honey, have you thought about getting boobs?”

Jeff frowned. He had. But…it seemed to permanent. Like a line that, if crossed, would fundamentally change him into something he might not be prepared for.

“I have a connection at work…she says she knows a doctor who could outfit you…”

Outfit him. Like he was a car and needed a customer exhaust or something.

“It won’t cost much, in fact, I might be able to get you on my work insurance plan.”

“Work insurance?” He didn’t even know she had insurance.

“Sure.”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on, honey. It’s for your own peace of mind.” And she giggled.

Then came a make a break point. She suddenly blurted, “I want you to do this, and I’ve looked into it, and…” she stopped talking.

It wasn’t what she had said, it was how she said it.

She had spoken forcefully. Like she was in charge and he had to do what she said.

He spent some time thinking about that, thinking about how he had given up a certain degree of his manhood.

And he had no illusions. It was because he was happy taking it up the butt.

If he had only been fucked a couple of times he might have weathered the storm. But he couldn’t do that. He wanted it up the butt. And if that reduced his masculinity…so be it.

He sighed.

And nothing more was said. And she came home two days later and told him that Friday next he would be going to see the doctor.

For the next few days he was obsessing on what was happening.

He liked the training bra. He liked being ‘in harness.’

How different would it be to have a couple of growths on his chest?

It would limit his ability to go out as a man. He would have to bind his breasts, and maybe wear a thick jacket, and…did he want to reduce his limited existence as a man almost completely?

Cyndi knew what he was going through, and she turned on the heat. She refused him sex, and then even stole the key to his chastity tube. Then she began teasing him mercilessly.

As the days passed Jeff grew increasingly desperate. The chastity tube, which had begun merely as a way to keep unwanted boners down so he could wear a dress, became a form of torture, and he started to understand why men were drawn to wearing the things, and yet hated them.

His cock was constantly trying to get hard. He would be sitting, watching TV, working, driving the car, mowing the lawn, whatever, and his little worm began wiggling, and pressing, and searching for a way out of its prison.

Cyndi noticed this, of course, and she smiled. She knew that nothing is as manipulatable as a man with a boner. Ot an ‘almost’ boner in Jeff’s case.

Friday arrived. Jeff had not made up his mind, but he didn’t have enough gumption to resist.

He was too horny, he had lost so much manhood, Cyndi was in control.

She drove him down to a medical clinic and walked him in. He sat in a chair, half out of his head, feeling like he was out of his body, and she talked to the receptionist.

A look was cast his way, he filled out forms, and he was called into the back room.

Cyndi went with him. She smiled as she followed him into a small operating room.

The doctor, a gorgeous blonde with a big bust—was it her own?—entered the room.

Take your clothes off, please.

Cyndi had made sure he went to the doctor as a woman, and she watched as Jeff took off his dress and bra and lay on the table.

The doctor saw his chastity tube in his panties. “How do you like being chastised?”

“Uh, it’s okay.”

“He likes it, but it does make him grumpy sometime.”

The doctor chuckled. “There are other methods for chastising a man.”

“Such as?”

The nurse had scrubbed Jeff’s hairless chest with some sort of disinfectant, and now the doctor was making little marks around his pectorals with a grease pencil.

“Well, we could sew his penis between his legs. Attach it to his perineum. Does he use his penis that much?”

“Not that much. We’re more into anal sex. He really likes that.”

The doctor nodded. “Most men of his ilk do. Of course there is always completely removal. Testicles or penis or both…”

“Uh?” Jeff grunted.

The doctor smiled. “Don’t worry, little one. You’re in the hands of the pros now.”

But Jeff was worrying.

“How big do you want his boobs?”

“As large as possible.”

Jeff would have said something, except he wasn’t really being included in the conversation, and…Cyndi was the dominant one in their relationship.

The doctor began injecting a solution into his chest. She followed the grease marks, and Jeff, by raising his head slightly, was able to see his boobs growing.

Cyndi: “I understand these will last a couple of months?”

“Two months, then they will shrink a bit. You’ll have plenty of time for me to inject him again.”

“What if we want to get him implants?”

“Wait for him to go flat, then we can do that.”

Jeff was listening, but it was like he was far away, too. Boobs? Big boobs? To become permanent?

He was dazed.

But his cock was dancing down in his tube, and it was dancing so hard he was distracted and couldn’t think of anything to say.

“We also have other things we can do.”

“Yes?”

“His lips are okay, but we can make them much bigger. Real Angelina Jolie lips. We can also shape his face, shave his Adam’s apple, that sort of thing. Of course if you are going the hormone route some of these things won’t apply.

“After you’re done here let’s discuss money.”

“You’re on the Red Rocket plan. No need to discuss anything.”

Jeff caught that, and an element of wonder struck him. Who the hell was this company called ‘Red Rocket?’ He knew Cyndi worked for them, and that they were involved in some part of the TV/movie industry, but he didn’t know anything past that.

“Then perhaps we should just go over procedures and insurance forms and such. I’d like to get this done as soon as possible.”

The doctor stuck another needle into Jeff’s chest, now boobs, and said, “Yes, it’s best to strike while the iron is hot.”

Jeff was able to walk out of the doctor’s office right after his procedure. He had on a sturdy bra, and he was a little off balance, but…he was okay.

Except that his dress didn’t fit.

Cyndi got behind the wheel and smiled at him. “Honey, you are lovely! I have never seen you look so radiant.”

“Uh, thanks.”

He watched as she put a thick sheaf of insurance forms into her purse. He had been there when she had talked to the doctor about upcoming procedures, but he hadn’t followed it too closely.

He was dazed. His mind was on his now voluptuous form. He was distracted by the large mounds on his chest.

“And your breasts are incredible. Heck, they’re better than mine!”

Jeff wondered about Red Rocket.

“I think we should consider changing your diet, more estrogen based foods, and what do you think of hormone therapy?”

“Actually, can we talk about it later? I’m a little tired.”

“Of course, dear,” she patted his thigh. “Let’s get you home and put you to bed.”

He blinked. Put him to bed. That was almost code for her bending him over and making love to him.

They arrived home and entered the house, and, sure as he had suspected, she couldn’t wait to fuck him.

She chattered, she told him how much she loved him, he had never seen her so happy and vibrant.

And he couldn’t help but love being loved. Whatever considerations were going on in his mind…he loved it.

Then, him fucked, and her vibrated, she went to the kitchen to fix dinner.

He walked into the computer room.

Red Rocket. It was time to find out about Cyndi’s work.

Red Rocket was the name of a movie about a washed up porn star. The term, ‘red rocket,’ referred to an erect dog’s penis.

This led him to the term, used in the porn industry, of ‘suitcase pimp.’

A suitcase pimp is a guy who lives off his porn star mate.

Then, on the third page of Google, he found it. Red Rocket. A corporation.

It was also related to the porn industry. Red Rocket Films produced porn. Lots of porn. They had departments dealing with straight, lesbian, gay, and LGBTQ.

He blinked. He was okay with Cyndi thinking of him as trans, or at least as something other than straight, but he always thought of himself as straight.

He scrolled through a couple of pages and found it. His wife’s picture. She was in the trans department and listed her work as various. She was in make up, costumes, and…fluffing.

What the fuck was fluffing?

He ignored that for the moment, however, and began scrolling through the website, learning everything he could about it.

So Cyndi did make up and costumes, and this fluffing thing, and that sort of explained a lot.

It explained why she loved to make him up, to dress him up.

It also explained why she might be horny when she got home from work.

She probably had to do full body make up, and that meant she had to put her hands all over, apply make up to, a whole body. A meat body, with a big old, meaty boner.

Jeff had no illusions. He had watched a lot of porn in his day, and he had read stories of people in the porn biz.

He didn’t think Cyndi had been cheating. No, she had lost a lot of interest in having his peeny in her, but she wasn’t swollen down there, or dripping sperm.

She had just been close to a lot of sex, and brought her urges home.

And, whether she had a natural inclination to things trans, or whether she had been moved that way by working for Red Rocket, was beside the point.

The point was that she preferred it at home. She wanted him trans. And, he had to admit, he did seem to have this thing called autogynephilia. He liked being a girl.

Still, there was something working in him.

What did Cyndi do, exactly? In spite of his trust, did she go too far in her job?

Was there something he needed to know?

“Honey! Dinner is ready!”

He sighed and pushed back from the computer.

Red Rocket.

His wife’s predilection for strap on sex, and vibrating herself to a cum.

Her love for him as a female; her insistence, to the point of hormone therapy and possibly surgery…

There were things to be found out, that was sure.

His mind thus occupied, he turned off the computer and headed for dinner.


PART TWO

They had a nice dinner. She was giving him foods high in estrogen, and he didn’t mind that.

But he didn’t ask her about Red Rocket.

He suspected she wouldn’t tell him everything. After all, she had been very close mouthed about her work up to this point, even omitting certain things, so why would he expect her to change?

So they ate their soy bean products, their fruits and veggies, their flaxseeds and lignans and so on. And they talked about his new tits, and how wonderful their life was.

Actually, Cyndi did most of the talking. Jeff listened, and asked an interested question every once in a while.

This was fine with Cyndi. She was feeling powerful, she was heady with her status of being in charge. She liked to talk and have people do nothing but listen.

But Jeff was thinking.

After dinner Cyndi had to go to work, so she got dressed and headed out, leaving Jeff with a kiss and a smile.

Jeff immediately went to the computer room.

To tell the truth, there wasn’t much on the company. One website, with a list of projects, a list of people working in the company, sand a couple of other pages.

Jeff sat back and thought.

Porn, it was still like other companies in the film industry.

They were secretive, they worked on connections, you had to know somebody to get in.

Well, he knew somebody, but he wasn’t about to ask Cyndi for a way to get into her company so he could spy on her.

So the internet wasn’t much of a help.

He found some write ups in the trades magazines, but they were mostly advertisements for upcoming features.

He looked at the list of productions and began researching them in IMDb (Internet Movie DataBase), then in the Internet Adult Film Database (IAFD).

They were all pretty much the same, it appeared. Long on porn, short on plot.

He was about to order a movie so he could watch it, then decided to do one last look around. He went to Findtubes and typed in the movie he was thinking about.

Bingo. ‘She Sucked at Work!’ It was the full movie.

He sat back and watched.

His wife was listed in the credits. Make up, Costume, Fluffing.

There was that ‘fluffing’ thing again. He was going to have to find out about it.

The movie unfolded, and it was acres of flesh, miles of pulchritude, and a ton of in and out.

Entertaining, made his cock wiggle in its cage, but…not academy award worthy.

Or even worthy of note.

But it was listed as one of the top money makers at Red Rocket.

Then he saw it.

A street scene. A man jumping into a taxi after a girl. They talk for a minute, then begin shedding their clothes. It was an instant connection, do you believe in love at first sight, put it in there…and…and…a quick glimpse of the eyes of the taxi driver, in the rear view mirror, watching the shenanigans in the back seat.

It was Cyndi! She was…it was her eyes! He knew it.

Then his suspicions were confirmed. The taxi driver was shown in profile. She didn’t take off her clothes, but she brought a hand to her neck, then lowered that hand to her blouse and started undoing buttons.

Then she started playing with her nipples.

Man and woman in the backseat, squirming and loving and…

Woman in the front seat, but it wasn’t Cyndi’s tits!

Jeff knew what Cyndi’s tits looked like, and this was not Cyndi’s boob.

For a second he was confused, then he got it. Cyndi had been offered a walk on part, they were probably short of actors, or she looked the part, or whatever. She had agreed, and even played with herself…up to a point. Then they had called in for a stand in. They had let Cyndi, who had the look, to start the scene, but then ‘stunt double’ had offered her tits for the close up.

His wife was pure.

Sort of.

She still worked for a porn company and had been less than honest with him.

He sighed, and then came back to the movie, and he blinked.

He rewound, he had missed something.

There it was. The woman had laid back and the man had pulled her clothes off, and the woman’s big dick had popped out!

Jeff watched the scene a few times. He had to be sure. Also, his dick was acting up, and it wanted to be sure, too.

It was true, the scene was turning him on.

Jeff stood up, walked to the kitchen. He poured a stiff drink, glugged it. Poured another one, and returned to the computer room and sipped while he watched the rest of the movie.

She Sucked at Work had male on female, female on male (BDSM?), trans on female, man on trans, and several other arrangements. In short, it had all the combinations that enabled it to appeal to all the variations of humanity.

Jeff finished the movie and just sat there. Stunned. His wife was in a porn movie.

Hard to see, didn’t really do anything. but the thought…it was blowing him out.

“Honey! I’m home!”

The door slammed.

Jeff closed the computer and swiveled to the door.

“Hey, babe,” she entered the room, bent down and kissed him, and his hands floated up and cupped her breasts.

He was so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it. His wife was in porn.

And his cock wanted to get out and howl! He wanted to fuck her in the worst possible way.

She, however, had something different in mind, and that something different was the same old same old.

“Honey? Jeff? Come to bed.”

Jeff stood up and followed her.

She was wearing pants and a flannel shirt. Not sexy. Almost manlike, except for her large boobs.

He was wearing the dress, and the boobs and the nylons and full make up and everything.

She wasn’t wearing the taxi driver’s outfit, which was sort of female.

She was in his mind as a sexy taxi driver.

Skin tight pants and a tight, white blouse in his mind.

A hat perched atop her glorious curls.

Make up. Heavy make up for the camera.

She turned to him and grabbed his caged cock. She kissed him, plastered her lips against him and groaned and ground.

“You don’t mind if we just do you tonight, do you?”

He didn’t. It was what he wanted.

She reached under her pillow and took out the strap on.

He was having a hard time breathing as she pushed him onto the bed.

She fastened the dildo in place, greased it up, greased him up.

He groaned, and everything was different as she plowed into him.

His wife was in a porn movie.

No, she hadn’t shown everything, or taken cock front door and back door, or sucked a big, black weenie, but…she was there! She was rubbing elbows, or other body parts, with all the porn stars in the movie.

In his mind he pictured all of the sex scenes in the movie.

Happily, lovingly, she took him. She squeezed his balls and rammed him.

And Jeff experienced being drained. When she was done he had spewed semen all over the bed. He hadn’t had an orgasm, he had had something called a ‘sissygasm.’ Her hard cock had pressed against his prostate, and that had caused him to release.

She pulled out of him and took off the dildo.

“Oh, God! You came!”

“I didn’t mean to,” he tried.

“My, God! That’s incredible. Oh, Honey, I need an orgasm. You don’t mind if I use the vibrator tonight, do you? Seeing you cum like that…I need it this way.”

He didn’t mind. She was in a porn movie. She could do no wrong. All Jeff could think of was to please her. To let her have his way. To bend over and submit.

She lay on the bed and he got down and ate her, then he manned the vibrator. She played with her tits, pulled on her nipples, and groaned loudly.

Then she came. Hard.

Like a porn star.

Life continued normally.

Normally being that she had a secret, and now he had a secret.

She wouldn’t tell him about her job. And he wouldn’t tell her that he knew.

Still, normal is normal. They laughed and made jokes. They went to cozy, little restaurants, attended the movies, and so on.

He was going out more and more as a woman these days.

He looked like a woman, and he felt better as a woman, and he had mastered many of the mannerisms of a woman.

He went into women’s restrooms and used the toilet, sitting like a woman. He allowed men to open the door for him, even to seat him at a table.

He knew how to repair his make up, he understood fashions, and he had a large wardrobe. With lots of sexy lingerie.

His boobs attracted attention, and men, and women, stared at him. He could feel their greedy, little eyes, and he enjoyed teasing them by doing nothing but walk and talk.

And he thought about how to get into Red Rocket.

He got sneaky.

He occasionally followed Cyndi to work. He noted which Starpuke’s she stopped at, which gas stations she went to, and how there was no real security for the parking lot at Red Rocket.

He made an impression of his wife’s keys to the building she worked at, and had a friendly locksmith make a copy.

The locksmith was easy to persuade, just flash him a bit of tit and flirt a little, and men fell all over themselves.

Jeff giggled—he had cultivated a giggle over his normal mode of laughing—and wondered what the locksmith would do if he lifted Jeff’s skirt, pulled down his panties, and found a chastity tube.

Would he pick the lock and take advantage of Jeff?

It was a boner-sized fantasy. If his boner had been allowed out to play.

Then, one night, Jeff decided to follow Cyndi to work.

She went out to the garage and hopped into her red Miata and tooled down the street.

He went out and hopped onto his Susuki Gixxer and cranked it up.

The gixxer was only 750 cc, and the frame was slightly reduced in size, so Jeff had no trouble guiding it through the streets after his wife.

He stayed far back, he knew where she was going. He was wearing a skin tight motorcycle outfit, and his long hair flowed out from the back of the helmet. His make up stayed neat because he had his face mask up. People did stare at his heavy boobs.

He arrived at the Red Rocket building in time to see Cyndi walk in the back door.

He smiled and parked his bike in a parking lot across the street. He walked over to the building and up to the back door. He used his key, opened the door, and froze!

A huge biker was standing there. He was six foot four, 200 pounds of sculptured muscle.

With relief, Jeff realized he was an actor.

“Hey! You her for the bike scene?”

“Yes,” answered Jeff, searching for a way around this hunk of man meat.

“Excellent, me, too. Hey, lift the face mask. Let me see who I’ll be playing with tonight.”

Jeff didn’t want to, but he wanted to act normal. Besides, this bozo would never recognize him, never even see him again. He lifted the face mask and the faux biker smiled. “Excellent. You’re beautiful. Just what the doctor ordered.

Jeff smiled and started around the biker, then stopped. Down the hall Cyndi was squatting. And she had a dick in her mouth!

Jeff stared, aghast, and his cock smacked against the top of his chastity tube.

Cyndi wasn’t fucking, but she was sucking! And she knew how to suck!

She played with the man’s balls, her mouth went back and forth, and she even reached under him, up his crack, and tickled his brown star.

“Fuck, Cyndi! Be careful!”

“Sorry, Rod. You know how much I love to suck your meat.”

“That’s all right, honey.” He patted her cheek and kissed her  right on her cock sucking lips.

A man at the end of the hall yelled, “Motorcycle scene! Let’s go, folks!”

Jeff almost fell over. He wanted to turn around and run out the door, but the big biker linked his arm in Jeff’s and walked.

Jeff was off balance in his high heels, so he couldn’t fight, had to go along with the man.

“This is going to be fun. I can’t wait,” he whispered in Jeff’s ear.

Ahead of them Rod and Cyndi turned to the right and entered a big room.

Jeff reached the room and was guided into it. There were bright lights, sound booms, a set that consisted of a bed.

“There we go, honey.”

“Okay!” yelled the man who had yelled in the hallway. “Where’s the new girl?”

Jeff tried to back away, to turn and run out the door, but the man saw him. “Hey, Shirley! Get your ass up here.”

The fake biker pushed him forward, and Jeff was caught.

The man with the yell advanced on him. “Hey, you’re not Shirley!”

Cyndi was off to the side, talking to the guy named Rod. Jeff turned so she wouldn’t see his face.

“Shirley couldn’t make it,” said Jeff, looking around for an exit.

“Well, you’re better looking, anyway. Your costume is fine, but…you need more make up. Those lights are hot. CYNDI!”

Jeff almost fainted.

“Yo!” Cyndi hurried across the room. She picked up a make up kit as she came.

“Make up Shirley here. Do it quick, too. Time is money.”

Cyndi smiled, turned to Jeff, and blinked.

For a moment they just stared at each other.

Then Cyndi said, “Off with the helmet.”

Now terrified, Jeff lifted the helmet off his head.

Cyndi stared. What her thoughts were, Jeff didn’t know.

She hesitated, then said, “Come over in the light.”

She led him to the side and they had a little space to themselves.

“Jeff?”

“I’m sorry,” burbled Jeff.

“What are you doing here?”

“You never talk about Red Rocket, and…I got suspicious. It’s a porn company, you know.”

“I know,” she said, brushing powder onto his face. Then, “Do you see that big hairy guy by the door?”

Jeff’s eyes darted, and he nodded. “That’s Roscoe. He’s in charge of security, and he’s crazy. I saw him really mess a guy up. If he finds out that you’re not supposed to be here he could get ugly.”

“Would do I do? How do I get out of here?”

She touched up his eyes. “You don’t. Whatever happens, you’re going to have to go through it.’

“Through it? Through what?”

“Whatever happens. Whatever they shoot.”

“What are they going to shoot?”

“I don’t know. I’m just make up.”

“Cyndi, how’s it going? Almost ready?” yelled the loud man.

“A minute more! You don’t want her to melt under the lights, do you?”

“All right.”

She patted moisture off his forehead. “Stop sweating. It’ll be okay.”

“I saw you giving a blow job,” he blurted.

“Of course I did. that’s my job. I’m a fluffer.”

There was that word again, and now Jeff learned what it meant.

“Your job is giving head?”

My job is making sure the actor is standing proud for his scene. No cumming allowed.”

“But you…I didn’t…what—“

“That’s why I don’t feel like giving you head much. By the time I’m done with work I don’t want to look at another cock.

“So you do without mine.”

“I like your pussy better,” she giggled.

She freshened his lipstick, turned him and slapped his ass. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

That phrase stuck with him. What wouldn’t she do? She was already a cocksucker…what else was she?

Jeff was guided under the lights.

“Okay, Shirley,” said the man who yelled, who it turned out was the director. “You don’t have any dialogue.” He reached up and pulled the zipper on his leather jacket down. “So just go along with Big Tom and everything will be fine.”

Jeff was put in his place, which was sitting on the bed.

“Don’t move from that place. The camera’s got you perfect.”

Jeff nodded.

Cyndi moved in and fluffed his hair lightly, checked his eyes, and whispered, “Just go with it. Pretend it’s me.”

“Okay,” yelled the director. “Action!”

Jeff sat, and a door opened in the fake wall. Big Tom sauntered through.

He was monstrous, shoulders wider than a fat woman’s ass, and he had put on a smirk.

“Where’s Jerry?”

Jeff was confused. He didn’t know what the script called for. He didn’t know what to do. His eyes grew wide and he shook his head.

“Perfect,” murmured the director. To Tom: “Go on.”

Tom crossed the room, and now he was putting on the maniac biker look. He did it well, and Jeff found himself cowering.

“Bitch!” thundered Big Tom. He reached forward and grabbed Jeff’s hair. He lifted, and Jeff figured out he had to go with it. He stood up, his own hands clasped over Big Tom’s.

“Tell me where Jerry is!”

Jeff whimpered, ad libbing for fear of his life, hoping this make believe scene would end and he could get back to reality. “I don’t…know.”

“Okay, good. Rip her clothes off.”

Jeff almost screamed as big Tom ripped the zipper down, pulled Jeff right out of his jacket. He ripped off the blouse and Jeff’s big boobs jounced provocatively.

Then Big Tom lowered his head and sucked Jeff’s nipples. Hard.

“Ow! No!” Jeff tried to push Big Tom back, but might as well try to move a bulldozer.

“The pants,” whispered the director.

The pants didn’t come off as easy, but they came off. Jeff was revealed in his panties. The chastity tube was covered by the panties.

Then Big Tom stopped. He was confused. He had cupped Jeff’s package and felt the tube.

He turned to the director.

The director was out of his folding chair in a shot.

“She’s got a chastity tube on!”

“What?” The director turned to Jeff. “What are you wearing that for?”

Jeff shook his head helplessly.

“It’s okay,” Cyndi came forward. I’ve got a key here.”

Nobody asked why Cyndi would have a key to a man’s chastity tube, they just waited and Cyndi put the key in the lock, turned it, and Jeff’s dingus sprang up. She quickly pulled his panties up. “You can do it,” she whispered.

“Now we’re talking,” quipped somebody in the crew.

“Okay, take it from where you ripped her pants off. Action!”

Big Tom spun Jeff around, he ripped panties off. Jeff’s cock sprang up, and Big Tom said, “So you’re one of those, eh?”

Jeff now felt like fainting, but he didn’t have a chance. Big Tom picked him up and started sucking his cock.

Jeff was totally panicked, but there was nothing he could do. His attempts to push Tom’s head away from his dick looked like he was actually enjoying it.

Tom’s head went up and down, and Jeff learned the difference between male and female blow jobs.

Females are soft and gentle.

Males are a bit more rough.

“No! No!” Jeff protested.

He was scared, and that stopped him from cumming.

He was hard. He was desperate. He wanted to cum. But he couldn’t.

But his cock just bobbed and throbbed and enduring Big Tom’s rough lips.

“That’s it,” whispered the director. Hold on. Don’t squirt…Okay, do it, Tom.”

Tom threw Jeff on the bed. He bent him over and lurched between his legs.

It was nothing more than what Cyndi had been doing to him. And it was nothing compared to how Cyndi had done him.

Big Tom really was a BIG Tom. His cock was inches bigger than Cyndi’s strap on, and it slid into Jeff with ease.

Jeff felt all the differences. He felt the warmth, he felt the big balls slapping on his ass. He felt the weight of a real man holding him down, pinning him.

Tom took his time. It must have just cum, because he took a lo-o-ong time.

In and out, up and down, back and forth. Moving in a circle as if stirring the contents of Jeff’s ass. Angling for the camera, reaching around and grabbing Jeff’s boobs.

Jeff felt like a rag doll in the bigger man’s embrace. He was being tossed around, slammed onto the bed, picked up and plunged into and then slammed down again.

Dully, Jeff went with it. He had no choice. And…it was like when Cyndi fucked him, but…better.

Not plastic, but flesh.

“Can you cum?” asked the director of Jeff.

Jeff didn’t know, didn’t think he could, but savaged as he was, he did.

Squirtem leaked out of his pecker, a classic sissygasm, and he groaned.

The camera caught it all.

Then the sene was over.

Jeff sat in a chair in a small room. He was sitting gingerly, and moving around a little bit. He had never had his ass fucked so well.

He was dazed, and feeling…good.

Cyndi entered the room. She had a wet washcloth and she proceeded to pat his face.

“Are you okay?”

He nodded.

“Well, you did well. You won’t have another scene for two days. You’ll be ready by then.”

“I…what?”

“Your next scene.” She patted the back of his neck, opened the washcloth and soothed him.

“But…I can’t!”

“You have to.”

“No! I disappear! I go home and try to pretend this never happened.

Cyndi snorted.

“You just cost the company ten thousand dollars. That’s what it costs to shoot a scene like this. And you’ll cost them another ten thousand in two days.”

“So what?”

“So the director knows you’re my husband.”

“You told him?”

“Of course I did. They would have found out, anyway. But the point is that he doesn’t care. You were perfect. He said he’s never seen such a natural.”

“But I don’t—“

“You’ll get a hundred thousand for this movie.”

Jeff blinked and his lipsticked mouth slowly closed.

“And what are you doing that’s different from what we do.”

“But he was so big.”

She smiled. “Must have been fun.”

“Fun?”

“Yeah, fun. The word that starts with F.”

“A hundred thousand dollars?”

“And we can ask for more for your second film.”

“Second film?” Now he was truly shocked. A hundred thousand dollars for letting a man sodomize him?

“Listen, honey. We’re doing okay, but this is the big time. Do you know how big the porn business is?”

He shook his head.

“It’s bigger than the main stream movie biz. You’ll be a star. People will want to meet you. People will throw money at you. Exotic women all over the world will want to fuck the woman who is a man. The trans aspect of this business is really rocketing these days, and you’ll be in on it.

After a moment Jeff asked, “And you don’t care if I fuck people?”

Cyndi sighed. “Yes. But I’m willing to sacrifice for our happiness.” She paused. “For your happiness.”

“Really?”

“But remember this, while we love each other, and look out for each other, while you’re out getting your cock done up right, I will be doing my thing. I’ll be finding men and women and using my dildo on them. And it’s only fair, because you’ll be coming home all worn out and fucked out. You won’t be able to service me, especially in the way that I want. So…deal with it.”

She helped Jeff up. He walked a bit funny, but then he had just taken a two by four up the poop chute, or so it felt like.

“Hey! Jeffie! Good shoot tonight!”

“Good night, Jeff.”

“Your ass was never sweeter.” That last was from Big Tom.

Then the director came up to Jeff. “Nice job, Jeff. Good to meet you. You all set for Thursday’s shoot?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good. I’ll have papers for you to sign.”

Cyndi interjected. “Papers for one movie. We’ll negotiate for the second film.”

“Cyndi! How can you bust my balls like that?” But he was happy with the way the deal was shaping up.

Then Jeff was in the parking lot, and the big, huge security guard named Roscoe was there. He was standing next to a diminutive blonde. He saw Jeff and grinned and offered his hand. “Nice job, man. I never seen porn being shot before. It was a thrill.”

The small blonde kissed Jeff on the cheek. “Thanks for the thrill, honey.”

Jeff and Cyndi walked towards her car. “We’ll pick up your motorcycle tomorrow.”

Jeff: “He’s not security. Roscoe isn’t security!”

Cyndi grinned. “Of course not. Whatever gave you that idea?” And she laughed, linked her arm in his, and headed for her sexy Miata.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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