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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Okay, the last story of The Mistress Club. At least for a while.

Sam is now an honorary woman, but what does he have to do to become a ‘real’ woman?

Whatever it is, it’s going to be tough. But Sam’s wife will help him through it.

But the real message here is to present an accurate portrayal of what it takes for a man to change, the things he has to go through, and the final outcome.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART FIVE

Sam kissed his wife, then left the room. He was dazed, and yet flying high.

What a week end it had been. First he gets signed up for a course on how to be a woman, and it turns out to be a trick. He ends up being feminized, and is in a chastity tube.

The women of The Mistress Club actually have his chest injected so that he has real boobs.

Panicking, he runs away, goes home and gets out his guns. But before he can shoot anybody the leader of the Mistress Club activates a taser built into his chastity device.

Then when he has been abused and used and treated so poorly, the truth comes out.

He wants to know what a woman feels like.

As he walked down the hall he leaned forward and looked over his breasts at his groin.

It was non existent. His penis was limp from the chemical castration they had done to him, which he had asked for, and now it was pulled back out of sight.

His front was smooth as a woman’s, no sign of a cock, or even a monkey knuckle.

He turned into the room where the men like him were getting their ears pierced. A few of the men glanced at him, but they were too busy choosing jewelry and enduring the little prick of a needle through their lobes.

Sam stepped into the end of the line. He felt like he was living in a dream.

He advanced to a table and chose a pair of earrings, and he became aware of Chris staring at him.

Chris was on the other side of the table, and he was a large woman. Which was to say he was a shemale. He had large boobs, was taking hormones, and his dick was totally limp and pulled back between his legs.

“Hey, Sam. How’s it going.”

Sam nodded, no expression, but radiating a happiness.

Chris said nothing, but followed along as Sam went through the piercing station. When he was done, pierced and adorned with a small triangle from each lobe, Chris pulled him away from the other men.

“You took a shot.”

Sam saw the knowledge in Chris’s eyes. He nodded.

“How is it.”

“I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.”

Chris nodded. “You’ll probably go through some ups and downs. I’m available if you want to talk to somebody. I’ll make sure you get my card before you leave.”

Sam nodded, “Thank you.” Then: “How long have you been chemically castrated?”

“Two years, with a break after one year.”

“Why’d you take the break?”

“I want to see what sex was like.”

“How was it?”

“A let down. It was a squirt of momentary glee, then a life without excitement. As you’ll likely find out, you’ll get horny, and you can even get hard and make love to your wife, but…it’s more fun being horny than it is squirting.”

That was news to Sam. “You can get erect?”

“Your body still produces testosterone, just not a lot of it. Your penis will be able to get hard, and you can even have an orgasm, but you’ll be shooting blanks.”

“Blanks?”

“You’ll shoot semen, but there’s no sperm in the semen. But the women will love it. I mean, your wife will love it.”

Sam was confused and it showed.

Chris explained, You won’t be as hard as usual, but you’ll be hard enough to penetrate. Then it will take you a long time to cum. Your wife will love the fact that you don’t cum too easy. That you last. Do you understand?”

“I think I do.”

Chris smiled. “Don’t worry. A few ups and downs is all. Then you’re going to be in a state of constant excitement like you never dreamed about.”

The activity in the room was abut over then, and the two parted with smiles. Chris left the room and the men were gathered in a group.

“Okay, ladies,” a large woman, but a real woman, was speaking at the head of the class. “This has been the last class on the card. I want you to all check your make up, because we’re going to the graduation ceremonies.”

The men all checked each other, and gabbled excitedly. Many of them had not wanted to be there, but all were of a different mind now. They had been made into women, and they had a unique viewpoint now, and they would never be the same again.

From this point on they would be more polite, they would attend to their wives much better, and…they were happy.

Two large doors to the side of the room opened and the men were ushered into the big auditorium. Now tables had been set up, and they were laden with food.

As Sam entered the room he found Amy waiting for him, and she took his arm and they found a place to sit. Together at last, they sat with heads together and conducted conversation as they ate.

The main dish was corned beef, with sides of potatoes, apple sauce, and champagne to wash it all down with.

“I’m so proud of you,” Amy said.

“I sort of proud of myself,” he rejoined.

“And you should be!”

“I guess I should thank you for making this happen.”

They ate, and they kissed, and they whispered, and every once in a while they would engage in conversation with some of the people around them.

The Mistress Club members came around, pouring drinks, chatting and joking.

Finally, the ending ceremony. The men were called to the podium one by one, where they were presented with ‘Honorary Woman’ diplomas.

When Sam was presented his certificate Marguerite winked at him, air kissed his cheek, and said, “You were a toughie, Sam.”

Sam was pleased, because she meant it as a compliment.

But he was also a little sad. And he didn’t know why. He tamped that sadness down, however, and smiled to the room, and was cheered.

When all the men, the ‘new ladies,’ were duly recognized, it was time to leave.

Sam and Amy gave their good byes and headed for their car.

Amy drove, and Sam sat and looked out the window. He was aware that this was the first time he had been in a car as a woman. He was aware when small bumps made his tits jiggle. Wearing high heels in the car, even though Amy drove, was an experience.

“Penny for your thoughts, honey.”

Sam smiled and turned to Amy. “I was just thinking…I’m an honorary woman.”

“Yes?”

“But I’ve been chemically castrated. That should count for more.”

“It does. You’re a step ahead of all the men in your group. but it would be awkward to point that out during graduation, or to make a special category for men who have had the courage to do what you did.”

“I suppose so.”

Amy smiled and turned the car into their  driveway.

Sam stepped out of the car and became acutely aware of himself.

He had been aware of himself as a woman, but now he was aware of himself as a man, and as a man who was missing a certain part.

He went to the liquor cabinet in the kitchen and poured himself a tall bourbon and Coke.             

Amy frowned. “What’s wrong, honey?”

“Chris told me it would be like this. He said I would go up and down emotionally. I just didn’t expect it to happen so fast.”

“Mix me a drink, too, and let’s talk about it.”

They adjourned to the game room. They turned their loungers towards each and sipped their bourbon and Cokes.

“So, you feel down.”

Sam nodded.

“Well, you were up, and now you’re down. In a while you’ll have been down, and you will be up.”

Sam gave a wan smile. “I ‘spect you’re right.”

“So do you miss your boners?”

“I haven’t had time to miss them. I supposed I will, I sort of expected that, but now I just feel…empty.”

“Empty?”

He faced her squarely. “It suddenly dawned on me what I have done to you. I can’t fuck you. I’ve deprived you.”

“But I’m okay with that. Besides, I can still get off.”

“How?” He was genuinely curious. Was she planning on masturbating? Her answer, which she gave with a bright smile, surprised him.

“I’ve got a strap on. The girls at the Mistress Club advised me to get one before the weekend.”

For a second Sam was lost in thought. “So they expected me…or least some of the men, to volunteer for the shots.”

“I suppose so.”

“And I’m supposed to wear it and satisfy you.”

“If you wish.” From the smile on her face she was expecting just that.

Sam smiled ruefully. “Not exactly in the job description, but an obvious conclusion.”

“Obvious,” Amy agreed.

“So at this point I can wear women clothes, or male clothes. I can present myself as either gender.”

“It is true.”

“Which do you think I should do? Do you like me in dresses? Should I go back to pants? What do you want?”

“Well, you’re going to have to wear a bra, at least for a while, but you’ve got a lot of leeway. You can wear manly pants, or womanly pants. Or you could wear dresses.”

“But which do you think I should wear?”

“That’s up to you.”

“So you don’t talk to your friends about styles and dresses and things?”

Amy was caught there. She finally admitted, “You’ve worn male clothes all your life, certainly all during our marriage. I’d sort of like to see you in dresses and things.”

Sam nodded. “So do we share your clothes?”

“I’m certainly willing to lend you clothes, we’ve got similar bodies, but there are enough differences between us that certain things you’re going to need things that fit your body.”

He nodded. “So we go shopping tomorrow.”

“Ooh, shopping! My favorite sport!”

They chuckled over that one, and then Amy grew serious. “Can I see your penis and balls? Is it okay?”

Sam pursed his lips. “I guess so. You’ve seen my package when it’s excited, it’s not going to be very hard.”

Sam stood up and lifted his dress. He glanced at her momentarily, then lowered his panties and pulled his penis from back between his legs.

Amy leaned forward. “Oh, my gosh!” She reached a hand out tentatively and held his penis.

Normally it was a good eight inches, stiff and wide and pulsing. Now it was about 2 1/2 inches long, about the size of his thumb. It had shrunken back inside the skin and his balls were now his major feature.

His balls had always been big, hefty globes. Now, without a penis to compare them to, they looked huge!

Amy took his balls in one hand.

Sam was shocked by the sensations. He expected a reduction in sensation, but he felt everything. He didn’t get that big sexual lurch inside, but he did get the full feeling.

And it did make him horny.

“Are you okay?” Amy noticed him gasping.

“I am,” he nodded. “It’s just that that really makes me horny. I really want to fuck, and the fact that I can’t makes even more horny!

Amy grinned. “Do you want me to let go?”

“No…no. It feels so damned good.”

Amy squeezed his weenie, and it started to grow. It didn’t grow fast, like normal, but it gained a meaty feel.

“It’s hard—maybe hard enough to fuck.  But it’s softer.”

Chris said that would be the case,” Sam acknowledged. “He said I might even be able to fuck with it, maybe even cum.”

“Really?”

“But it’ll be hard to cum, and there won’t be any sperm in the semen.”

He was hard enough for her to stroke him now, and he gasped as she squeezed his balls and massaged them.

“Wow,” murmured Amy. “This is exciting.”

“Exciting?” Sam asked, incredulous.

“I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. The girls told me that I would find it exciting to play with you when you’re castrated.”

“Exciting?”

“Yes. One of them said that it would be like your penis was no longer dangerous, not scary. She said I would feel like I was in control of it.”

“And she was right?”

“Totally.”

Amy was leaning forward, holding his package, fondling it, and her eyes were gleaming with excitement. She licked her lips and looked like a woman in heat.

“Do you want to try and fuck my dick now?”

“Oh, my God! Could we?”

“Sure.”

Sam was excited, though not as excited as Amy, and he was curious.

“Let’s go to bed, but…”

“Yes?”

“You’d better keep playing with me. I feel like I could shrink at any second.

Giggling, glancing back at Sam, Amy held his penis and pulled him towards the bedroom.

They undressed, and Amy spent a lot of time just looking at Sam’s boobs.

“My God, they’re bigger than mine!”

Sam just smiled as she stroked him.

Amy lay back and spread her legs. Sam crawled up between her legs and quickly tried to put his penis in her. He was soft, and he fumbled and tried to force his way in, but his dick kept crumpling up, bending over, and generally being difficult.

Finally, he got his dick into her.

“Oh, I know it’s soft, but it still feels good.”

Sam grinned and began to pump.

But even the pumping was risky. He had to be careful he didn’t come out just from pushing in.

“Heysoos, this is hot!”

“Does it feel good? Does it feel as good as a fully erect dick?”

She didn’t answer for a minute, then: “In a way, it feels better. I know you’re probably not going to cum in me, and I still get all my nerves rubbed. It makes me hornier, but frustrated in a way, too.”

Sam kept pushing in and pulling out. He kissed her nipples and sucked on them, and after 15 minutes Amy arched her back and began to jerk. “Fuck!” she whined. “That is good!”

Sam was glad, but he was also more frustrated than he had ever been. But looking at the pleasure on her face he was okay.

“Want me to get out?”

“Oh, no! Please, keep going!”

Sam was body tired, but he forced himself on. He knew that he would build up muscles so that he could screw without getting tired. And right now he was feeling desperate. It was like he felt he could cum if he just kept going.

Amy came again. She came harder, holding on to him and jerking her hips madly.

Sam kept screwing, but now he was really tired. He had always thought he was a strong male, but being used like this…he realized that his cock, when it was super hard, was not as pleasurable as his soft meat was.

“More,” whispered Amy, and she sounded desperate.

Sam kept fucking and fucking, and finally begged off.

“Please. I’m sore.”

Amy giggled. “Well, you did a lot better than before.”

He knew what she meant, before when he had a stiff penis.

He pulled out of her and lay on his back next to her. “I’m sorry,” he said. Then he wondered what he was sorry for. For not cumming? But they knew he couldn’t do that. Well, maybe he could, but… For giving out too soon? Yes.

He felt a frustration inside like he had never felt before in his life.

Amy got up and went to the bathroom. As she took off her make up she called back, “This is wonderful. Sometimes, when you fuck me with the rocket, it gets too sore.”

He finished the thought as he came into the bathroom. “Now it’s me that’s too sore.”

She giggled. Then she hugged him.

Oddly, he felt weak in her arms. He just stood there and felt like a failure.

“Can I borrow some cold cream?” he finally asked.

Still giggling, Amy handed him the jar of cream.

In an odd way, it was like they had reversed something in themselves. It was like, because she was the more sexually avaricious she was the stronger. At least in attitude.

Life was different for Sam. And it was the same.

He worked from home, so he didn’t have to get dressed up. Except that he liked to. He loved lingerie and dresses. Not a morning passed that he didn’t put on make up.

And he spent a lot of time buying female apparel and accouterments on the net. He took over the spare bedroom for his clothes and make up and such.

He was, however, a little shy about going out in public. So Amy made him go out.

“But I don’t feel like it! I don’t like the way men stare at me!”

Amy just laughed, and pushed him out of the house.

And he found it difficult to fight back while he was in high heels.

He was physically stronger than her, but she had better balance, and she could control him.

One day, shortly after he had risen and gotten dressed, Amy pushed him out the door.

“What’s going on?” Sam kept trying to turn back to the house.

“Into the car, sweetheart.”

And, she managed to bully him into their car.

“Where are we going?”

“Breakfast.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shush. We’re going to spend the whole day roaming around, and you’re going to get over your silly fear.”

And it was fear. It was one thing to talk to Chris, or the ladies of the Mistress Club, they just laughed at him, and everybody knew what was going on, and it was easy to get over his fears. It was another thing to be on your own, interacting in the world with people who didn’t understand.

What if they saw through him? What if they made fun of him?

They went to a Denny’s, and she made him order for himself.

He cleared his throat, tried to make his voice softer and higher pitched, and ordered pancakes and sausages.

Amy grinned when the waitress had left with their order.

“What?”

“Cut the pancakes into super small pieces. Don’t smear your lipstick.”

He was super careful when he ate, and Amy kept giggling.

“You should see the panic on your face.”

But, by the time the meal ended Sam was feeling better.

They went to the mall and did some real shopping. Into and out of stores, and Sam focused on making his high heels not click…until Amy unbraided him.

“Make them click. That is your power resounding through the mall.”

She made him just sit on a bench and he watched…and listened to…women walking on the hard tile surfaces.

He was red-faced, but he resolved to try to make his heels click. After all, as Amy pointed out, if he didn’t click people would stare at him.

He didn’t know about that, but concentrating on putting his heels down right did distract him from the terrible embarrassment he was suffering.

After the mall they went for a long ride in the country. This was as close as Sam would come to a break, and he enjoyed it.

They passed the county park and Sam frowned. “I’m not going to be able to hike, am I?”

“Why not?”

“In high heels?”

She scoffed. “You can’t take them off and wear athletic sneakers?”

He mumbled, “I don’t want to.”

“What?”

He spoke louder. “I don’t want to!”

Amy looked at him, and he was crying. She pulled the car over and held him. “It’s okay, honey. You’re just going through some stuff.”

After fifteen minutes of sniffling she started up again, and he fixed his make up in the visor mirror.

They stopped at the golf course for a light lunch. Amy ordered them salads, and Sam looked at the salad dourly.

“How am I going to exist on this little fare?”

“When we get your fat frame down to a proper size you can eat more.”

“Fat frame?” he looked at her with a bit of anger.

Amy just laughed. “For a woman, you’re fat.”

“But I’m slender for a man.”

“For a man,” she agreed.

Sam ate his salad, and wished for ten more.

“Eating like a bunny rabbit at my age,” he groused.

Amy just smiled.

After lunch they headed for a lingerie store. Now Sam was really embarrassed. It was one thing to hold up dresses and imagine oneself in them, or perhaps to try them on in a small booth.

It was another thing to consider underwear.

Women would see his breasts, and they might know he was a man. And if they saw his penis they would definitely know he was a man.

Sam’s fears didn’t happen, though. And that for a very good reason.

They walked into the lingerie shop, went to the back counter, and Amy said to Shirley, who she apparently knew: “Hi, Shirley. This is Sam, my husband. He’s transitioning and we want to get him some real underwear.

Sam about died. He grew faint and held onto the corner of a counter.

Amy grasped his arm and held him up. “He’s a little embarrassed, first time blues and all that, but…”

Shirley was a beautiful woman. She had average breasts, which looked fine on her thin frame, and pretty, blue eyes. She was wearing a form fitting dress and had long, brunette hair. She smiled at Sam.

“Come on, honey. Let’s see what we can do for you.”

Sam was dragged along, and he listened as the girls spoke, but he was in shock.

“Okay, let’s start with something serviceable.” Shirley brought out a thick bra that would hold him up no matter how heavy he got. “Come on, off with the clothes. It’s only us girls back here.”

Amy helped Sam out of his dress, then unfastened his bra.

“Come on, Sam. Get it together. I’ve known Shirley for years. She’s not going to conk you on the head or anything.”

Shirley laughed and brought a couple of more bras.

She handled his breasts with her hands, showing no fear of him. It was just another day at work for her.

“Now this one is good, but you’ll get tired of the wires. Still, it’ll last forever.

“And this one…oh, you have to try this one on!”

‘This one’ was a half bra. Or a demi-bra, or a shelf bra. There were slight differences in the definitions of these bras, but they were basically a half cup. This pushed the boobs up and made cleavage. And…his nipples were revealed.

“I can’t wear this!” protested Sam.

“Why not?”

“People can see my nipples!”

“That’s the point, silly.”

“What?”

Shirley smiled and Amy explained. “Women are sneaky creatures. We’re always advertising. Even when we have husbands we want people to look at us. And what better way than to give a glimpse of our charms?”

“But…” then he realized, “You have a half bra.”

“I’ve got several.”

“But you always wear a jacket so nobody can see.”

“And sometimes that jacket falls open, or I move it aside on purpose. Then the men stare, and they smile, and they lick their lips.”

“But you’re married!”

“Well, we can’t all be perfect.”

Sam stare with an open mouth and Shirley smirked.

“Let’s put this one on you and see how you look,” Shirley interrupted before Sam could say anything else. Though, truth to tell, he was a little too surprised to say anything else.

Shirley put the bra around his chest and fastened it in the rear.

Sam felt distinctly naked. His nipples were stiff and pointing over the top edge of the bra. He looked down at his nipples. “Heysoos!”

He had an expanse of flesh, and the nipples were hard and pointy.

“Ooh, look who looks so sexy!”

Shirley placed her hands under his cup and lifted a little, then she pressed so he had even more cleavage.

“Cute.”

“Damn, he really has some beauts.”

“He could be bigger.”

“What?” Sam’s voice was a little strangled.

“You’ve got a wide chest. You’re big, but you need to be bigger.”

“But…but…”

Amy reached up and put her fingers over one nipple. “Man, he is erect.”

Shirley touched the other nipple. Sam tried to back up but he ran into a shelf. He tried to get their fingers off him, but they brushed his hands away and wouldn’t let go.

“Can I suck him?”

“Be my guest.”

Sam was shocked when Shirley placed her beautiful mouth on his nipples. She sucked, and he felt sexual feelings run through his body. He groaned.

Shirley took her mouth off and turned to Amy. “Is he on hormones?”

“Not yet.”

Shirley looked up at him. “Oh, honey. You’ve got to go all the way. You need to juice up your body. Everything will change. Your skin, your eyes, your hair, even your bone structure.

Sam was reaching for his dress. The girls, laughing, helped him put it on.

His nipples showed right through the material.

“We’ve got go,” said Sam, not noticing that his nips were now prominently displayed.

Amy’s lips wiggled as she suppressed a laugh. She wasn’t going to tell Sam that his nipples were erect and showing.

“All right. Mr. Scaredy cat—or maybe I should call him Miss Scaredy Cat—needs to leave.”

But Shirley wasn’t done. “Are you going to take on your wife’s name now?”

“Why would I do that?” Sam was trying to get past the two ladies.

“Because you’re no longer the man. And, let’s face it, you’re not the dominant party in this relationship.”

Sam had no answer for that, and he finally got past Shirley and Amy. He ran, with clicking heels, for the entrance.

Amy sighed. “If you can wrap all that stuff up. Here’s Sam’s credit card.”

Shirley put the items into shopping bags and rang up the sale. All the while Sam was standing nervously at the front door. He acted like he had to go to the bathroom. Then he realized that he did.

He crept up to the counter and asked in a very low voice, “Do you have a bathroom?”

“Of course. Through that door on the right.”

Sam quick walked, trying not to tap his heels now, and just before he got to the door Shirley yelled out. “The tampons are in the medicine cabinet.”

Sam was now brilliant red, and the few women in the shop stared at him with grins.

Sam entered the bathroom and looked around. It was stocked with feminine products and looked very feminine. Of course, it was in a feminine type store.

He lifted his dress and pulled down his panties and sat on the throne.

He sat. And sat. And nothing came out.

But he felt bloated!

He took his weenie in his hands and shook it. Then he slapped his balls lightly. Anything to try to get the action started. Nope. He couldn’t pee.

Almost sobbing, he pulled panties up and dress down, then flushed the toilet so everybody would think he had gone, and went back to the big room.

Shirley and Amy were waiting for him at the front door, and he smiled a half hearted smile at them.

Outside in the car: “I couldn’t pee!”

“But I heard the toilet flush.”

“I didn’t want anybody to…I couldn’t pee.”

“Hunh. What do you want to do about that?”

“I don’t know, but I’m bloated and it hurts a little.”

“But you couldn’t pee. Do you think it’s some kind of reaction to being castrated?”

“I don’t know. I just know it hurts.” His voice was whining. He couldn’t believe he was even having this conversation. He was a man, dammit! Then he realized he wasn’t.

“Why don’t you call that Chris shemale?”

Sam thought about it, then decided that was a good idea. He reached into his purse and got out Chris’s number and his cell phone. He tapped in the number.

“Hello,” Chris’s voice came through the telephonic device.

“Hi, Chris. This is Sam. I’ve got a weird question.”

“Shoot, buddy. Oh, excuse me. Did you have any preference for pronouns or name or anything like that?”

“No…no. It’s just…” Sam explained about not being able to pee.

“Sounds normal. I went through something like that. Have you tried a catheter?”

“What? No!”

“Do you have one?”

“No.”

“I’ve got one, brand new, never been used. You want me to come over and show you how it works?”

“No!”

“Yes!” yelled Amy, giggling.

“Okay. I’ve got your address in the files here. When’s a good time?”

Sam didn’t want any time, but Amy nudged him sharply with her elbow. “Four o’clock.”

“Uh, is four o’clock all right?”

“Sure. See you then.”

It was three o’clock then, so Amy headed the car for home. “What are you so nervous about?”

“It’s just…it’s all so new.”

“So you’re just embarrassed.”

“I guess.”

“Well, you’ll get over that.”

Sam looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“Look, honey, women grow boobs. Puberty. And when we grow them we have to go through all sorts of embarrassment. Oh, is there something wrong with me. Is everybody staring at me. How can I get a bra. I don’t want to wear a bra. The list of fears just goes on and on, but we all get over it. Guaranteed, a month from now you won’t even be able to spell the word embarrassment.”

Sam thought about that all the way home. He was actually a bit calm by the time they walked into the house.

“Better pour yourself a bourbon and Coke.”

He did, heavy on the bourbon, then they sat down and waited for Chris to arrive.

Chris showed up two minutes after four. He sauntered up to the front door. He was wearing a skirt and a blouse, and his nipples were showing. He was also carrying a small kit.

“Hi, guys, great to see you again.” He gave each a hug, which Amy enjoyed and Sam dreaded.

He was being hugged by a man!

Chris didn’t seem to notice Sam’s attitude, though. He just sat down on the couch and opened up his kit. He took out a catheter with a long tube. The tube led to a large, plastic bag.

“These are easy to use,” remarked Chris. “But they tend to be uncomfortable the first time. Why don’t you lift your dress and drop your panties.” He used his fingers to smooth lubricant over the end of the catheter.

Now Sam was caught. He didn’t want to, but he had to pee, and Chris had actually come over to help him.

Sam was embarrassed, of course, but Chris just motioned him closer, then took his limp penis in one hand. “Okay, it’s easier if you’re erect, but limp is okay. Do you want to play with yourself for a minute and see if you can get a rise out of the old fellow?

“No.”

But with Chris’s hand on his penis it started to get a little stiffer.

“Never mind. Here we go.”

Chris held the end of the catheter to Sam’s pee hole and began pushed the tube into him.

Sam gasped. It didn’t hurt, and after it was past the initial entry, it started to feel good.

“Oh…oh…”

Amy watched from the side, studying the procedure intently.

“It looks like your tissue is a bit swollen. I had that happen. It’s going to get uncomfortable in a second, but we’ll just take our time and…there! You feel it?”

Sam did. He felt the end of the catheter run into something. But the something was mushy.

Chris had his hand firmly around Sam’s cock, and he began to wiggle it very, very gently.

“Come on, honey. You can do it.” His tongue was sticking out the corner of his mouth as he worked the catheter.

Suddenly, the catheter slipped through the bloated material, and a stream of piss came down the long tube.

“Oh, fuck!” sighed Sam in relief as his bladder pushed out the pee.

Chris smiled. “Nice. And I just saved you a visit to the hospital.”

“Oh, thank you, Chris,” murmured Amy.

“Not a problem.”

Chris held Sam’s penis in one hand, and the plastic bag in the other.

Sam kept pissing and pissing, and the bag kept filling it up.

Chris looked up at Sam’s face and chuckled. “Feels good, eh?”

“You have no idea.” Then he realized what he had said. “Well, I guess you do.”

Chris just smiled. “I’ll leave the bag here, though you probably won’t have this happen again. Though, if I can offer a word of advice?”

“Sure, anything,” Sam sighed.

“Look into hormones. Start getting an idea for what they do and why.”

“Why is that?” asked Amy.

“It’s obvious you can exist in this state, but blocking your testosterone is only half the game. You’ll change a little, but…well, when I finally went to hormones I found that the changes I had been suffering from, and I use the word ‘suffering’ advisedly, were suddenly facilitated and became easy and even enjoyable. I mean, there’s two chemicals. Testosterone and estrogen. You’ve stopped the testosterone, and that’s half the treatment. You might consider the other half of the treatment.”

Sam was silent. And thinking.

“You want to stay for dinner, Chris?”

“Well, I—“

“We’ve got lots of questions, at least I do, and if you’ve got the time?”

“Well, I guess. But I’ve got to be out of here by six. Got a heavy date.”

“No problem. Hamburgers and fries…and all the booze you can drink?”

“Oh, my God!” he laughed. “If I wasn’t a woman I’d marry you.”

It was an unexpected quip, and they all smiled.

“Sam, why don’t you get the booze and I’ll start the barbecue.”

“In a minute, honey.” Sam grinned. “I’m almost done.”

The dinner went off well. Chris had a lot of viewpoints, the booze was Whistlepig, and Sam and Amy learned a lot. Afterwards, when Chris had headed out for his hot date, Sam and Amy did the dishes in the kitchen. They were both wearing pink aprons with the logo ‘hers’ on them.

“Are you thinking about hormones?”

“I am.”

“Pro or con?”

“Pro. I’ve gone this far, and Chris made a lot of sense. I don’t want to be half a woman all my life.”

They finished the dishes and Amy turned to Sam. “Honey, I love you.” She took off her apron, and Sam took off his.

Amy put her hands on Sam’s hips and pulled him to her. They were breast to breast, then they were lip to lip. Their lipsticks mingled and their mouths turned red around the edges.

Then Amy took his hand and lead him towards the bedroom. “Come on, honey. Let’s see how many times you can get me off.”

Again, Sam felt an unbelievable frustration. But he didn’t hold back. In fact, he was looking forward to feeding his frustration.


PART SIX

It still took Sam a couple of months before he decided to take hormones. During that time he researched intensely, and he had a pretty good idea of what was going to happen.

In fact, certain things were already starting to happen.

The weirdest one was that his pelvis shifted. At first he attributed it to wearing heels all the time, but eventually he realized that not taking testosterone was altering his shape.

One night he sat down and listed some of the things he was going through.

He no longer smelled like a man. And he knew this because his sense of smell was changing. He could smell a lot more things than he had as a man.

Though his brain was calm, he tended to have emotional jags where he would suddenly cry for no reason. Or for what he perceived as a silly reason. As a man he never would have cried over the things he was now crying over as a woman.

His skin was softer. Again, he attributed this to the creams Amy was making him smear on his hands and face and even his body. then he finally accepted it as a real change.

He had bigger boobs. They were big from the implants he had received, but now the implants seemed to have grown. He finally realized that his boobs were growing under the implants. This put him into much conjecture concerning his eventual shape.

His face was softening, becoming more feminine.

And these changes were happening because of the loss of testosterone, and not from any regimen of  hormones. The changes were, for the most part, small, but it made him realize that should he go on full hormone treatment he was going to change a lot more.

And he wanted to change a lot more.

Wearing pants, due to his shifting pelvis, was an uncomfortable option. He wanted to wear real clothes, clothes that fit, and there seemed to be only one real option for that.

“Amy, I’m going to do it.”

Amy smiled. “I wondered what was taking you so long.”

So he found a doctor and began taking female hormones.

He felt differences almost immediately. He couldn’t see them, at least not for a few weeks or months, but, the first change, he experienced his first period.

“I don’t know why I’m feeling so glum.”

“Tell me about it,” Amy suggested.

“I feel on edge, like somebody’s shaving my skin off. I’ve got a light headache that won’t go away.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“Three days.”

“Sounds like you’re having a period!”

“What? Impossible! I don’t have female plumbing!”

“Well, we’ll know for sure in a couple of days. Periods last three to eight days. Five is an average.”

“But…but…but…!”

But Amy just smiled and crossed off days on the calendar.

Sure enough, on day six Sam woke up feeling, in the words of Tony the Tiger, ‘Gre-e-a-a-at!’

“But this is impossible!”

But, having experienced his first period, Sam explored the internet and found that trans people could have periods. They didn’t bleed, but they went through the periodic cycle the same as any woman.

Ah, well.

As the month’s passed the changes became greater.

Sam lost weight. though he had been slender before, now he was skinny for a man, but the right size for a woman.

And implants kept his boob size up, and his natural boob growth made his chest even bigger.

He was wearing double D bras, and his nipples had even gotten bigger.

His skin was soft and relatively hairless, and he used Nair for under the arms. His chin whiskers had stopped growing almost totally.

And, if periods were a bummer, the fit of his clothes was a boon.

He could now wear all sorts of dresses and outfits. And he was no longer embarrassed about having large tits. In fact, he was sort of proud.

But he didn’t flaunt them like Amy did hers. He loved wearing half bras because the material rubbed his nips and kept him turned on. But he always wore thick material to hide his excitement, or jackets to cover his boobs.

After one year he was definitely all female. No mistaking him for a man. He had reached six months, asked for another shot, and…he was female.

He was walking through the house one day, Amy was out shopping, when:

DING DONG!

His heels tapping sexily, he strode down the hallway and into the foyer. He opened the front door.

“Chris!”

“Hey, Sam! You’re looking good!”

The two men that were now women hugged, and were not self conscious about their boobs pressing together.

Sam invited Chris into the living room, fetched a pair of drinks, and they engaged in conversation.

‘How ya been?’

‘How the changes effecting you?’

‘Haven’t had to use the catheter since that first time.’

And, ‘We need your help.’

Sam studied his friend closely.

“The Mistress Club has been running events steadily, and they’ve reached the point where they need to enlist help.”

“So you want me to kidnap men and forcibly change their sex against their will.”

Chris was silent. He hadn’t expected that kind of an answer.

Then Sam started to laugh. “Oh, man. I got ya!”

Chris looked abashed. “You got me good.”

“So what kind of things does the Club need done?”

“Well, everything, but…you’d be doing the same things I was doing when I first started. You’d watch over the newbies. Help out the real women. To be honest, you wouldn’t be trusted to do things on your own until you had proven yourself.”

“As a woman.”

“As a woman,” Chris confirmed.

Sam took a sip of his bourbon and looked at the ceiling.

He remembered what a rough time he had had. He remembered how he had been helped through those times.

And they wanted him to help other people, men like he had been.

“Well…”

“I know. You want to think about it. While you’re thinking, there is one other tidbit of information I thought I might share.”

Sam tilted his head.

Chris opened his cell phone and showed it to Sam.

It was a certificate. The Mistress Club had promoted Chris to…Sam blinked.

“Where’s the ‘honorary’ designation?”

“Don’t need one,” said Chris smugly.

“Okay…”

“I got the operation, and I have been promoted to a higher position within the Mistress Club. I’ll be considered a real woman now.”

Sam: “You got the operation.”

“I had an orchidectomy. No more evil twins down there. Would you like to see what it looks like?”

Sam couldn’t help himself. He nodded.

Smiling, Chris stood up and took his panties down and lifted his dress.

Chris’s penis was miniaturized. It was only an inch long, and there was no sign of his testicles.

“It looks like a clitoris.”

“Exactly.”

“Wow! What did—“

“I leave the perverts alone for a minute and see what happens?”

Amy entered the room grinning. “Hi Chris.”

She hugged him, and he looked a little abashed as he held his dress up.

“Chris just had his testicles removed. He’s been promoted in the Mistress Club.”

“Really! that’s wonderful!”

Amy sat down and Chris explained why he was there, and about his certification as a real woman.

When he was done Amy asked, “So are you going to help him? Help the Mistress Club?”

“Well, I don’t know. A part of me wants to, but I wanted to talk to you, first.”

“No prob. Let’s talk. Chris? Dinner?”

Chris couldn’t stay, so Sam and Amy fixed a sumptuous repast, drank a bunch of bourbon, and discussed the idea of Sam going to work for The Mistress Club.

“You know, they’re going to want to fly you around to various cities. I’ve heard the pay isn’t great.”

Sam: “Yeah, but I’ll be around people like me. You may not have noticed it, but since I changed I have had a dearth of friends.”

“I had noticed,” observed Amy drily.

“And we aren’t really hurting in the money department. I can keep up my internet business, even if on the road, and you’re making good money. So…?”

“Sounds like you’ve already made up your mind.”

“Mostly. I just need to know that you’re okay with it.”

Amy sighed, which was the first sign that she wasn’t in total agreement.

“Not a problem. I’ll tell them no.”

“No. I actually want you to tell them yes.”

“You do? then what’s the problem?”

“The problem is Chris.”

“What?”

Now Sam was really confused.

“He’s a real woman. You’re not.”

“So you want me to get an operation? Remove the boys down there?”

“Nope. There are other ways of being a woman. Not totally in keeping with the dictates of the Mistress Club, but fine for our purposes. Yours and mine.”

“Okay. You’ve really got me going now. Explain please.”

Instead of explaining, however, Amy stood up. “Come with me, please.”

Sam stood up and Amy took his hand and led him to the bedroom. She sat him down on the bed and said, “We’ve actually discussed this, but we never really…did anything about it.”

“About what?”

Amy knelt and opened the bottom dresser drawer. She rummaged around for a minute, then pulled out a mess of straps with one hand.

Sam didn’t recognize what she was holding until she lifted the other hand, which was holding a large penis.

Wow,” he said. “I have to tell you, I’m scared. I mean, that’s a real strap on.”

Every woman is scared when she’s a virgin. When they’re not a virgins they aren’t scared. Then they know what being a woman is really all about.

“So I have to take a choo choo up the poo poo.”

“What a delightfully disgusting way to put it,” Amy chuckled. “But, that said…is the train about to leave the station?”

Sam nodded. “Heck, after all I’ve been through, I’d like to see what a woman feels when she is, uh, penetrated.

“You mean ‘fucked,’ don’t you?”

“I was trying to be more polite.”

“Ha.Take off your clothes, baby. I think I love you!”

Sam didn’t need to take off his clothes. In fact, he didn’t want to. He wanted to feel like a woman, and wearing a dress while getting fucked seemed like a good idea.

He pulled off his panties and lay back on the bed.

Amy pursed her lips. “Do we want to do it missionary style? Or doggy style?”

“Whatever your majesty prefers.”

Amy smiled. “Turn over, bitch. I’m the king today, and I’m going to take you like a peasant.”

“Ooh, sweet talking will get you everything.”

Sam turned over on his hands and knees.

Amy moved up behind him. She lifted his dress up, threw it over his hips, and started examining his package.

“Nice. You’ve still got a cock.”

“It seems to be shrinking.”

“I don’t know. I just know it feels awfully good when it’s in me.”

Amy felt his balls, and Sam groaned.

“These are nice. You know if you go all the way and get an orchidectomy you won’t have them any longer.”

“I don’t think they’re functioning much, anyway.”

Amy put some lube on her fingers and began circling his asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” whined Sam. “That is amazing!”

“Your little man pussy,” agreed Amy. “You know, if you get an operation you would have two holes for me to do this to.”

“It’s something to think about,” grunted Sam.

Amy continued rubbing lube into him. She held his penis and it stiffened up a little.

Amy bent down and blew his weenie.

“Fuck!” Sam was starting to pump his hips.

Amy smiled, took her finger away, and slipped her plastic penis into him.

Sam’s eyes opened wide. There had a been a moment of pain, but now there was only the memory of pain. Pleasure began exuding from his asshole. His hips started twitching uncontrollably.

Amy watched him. She smiled and her eyes were half closed. Sam had been giving her pleasure for months, and now it was time to give him a little.

Sam began to give little grunts, and he lowered his arms to his elbows.

Amy reached around and cupped his breasts. She tickled his nipples, and Sam began to jerk his hips back and forth.

“You may not have noticed, Sam, dear,” Amy kissed his neck, “But I’ve become the dominant one in our relationship.”

Sam didn’t object. He knew this. Besides, the pleasure exuding from his butthole was unbelievable.

Amy reached under the strap on and grabbed Sam’s little balls. She began to fondle and massage them.

Sam was saying something, but it was so much gibberish. He was being overwhelmed by the pleasurable sensations emanating from his cock and balls.

“So I’m tell you now, Sam, I want you to cum.”

Sam heard her words, they penetrated the sexual haze he was in.

“I’m not going to stop fucking you until you cum. We know you can do it. Even with chemical castration and hormones…you can cum.

Sam was lost in the haze of a year of fucking without receiving pleasure. He was mounted on a pyramid of frustration, and it felt like he was about to be blown off the top.

“So cum, Sam. Have yourself an orgasm. I’m in charge and I’m telling you, I’m not going to stop fucking you until you blow your cork.”

Sam was gone. He was in some heaven of lust.

When the blow off came it was unbelievable. Sam jerked his hips, thrust them up onto the plastic peter. His asshole gobbled the thing, and it was like an ocean whelmed up and swallowed him.

He couldn’t breath, he was gasping, and he was floating on a divine tsunami.

“Oh, yeah. Do it, Sam!”

The words came from far away, but he knew he was having an orgasm, and it was unlike any orgasm he had ever had.

Almost a years worth of giving pleasure, but receiving only frustration.

Semen, thin and watery and lacking sperm, squirted from his cock.

Then Sam got his breath and gave a shrill wail. “Ahhhhh!”

Then he collapsed. He couldn’t hold himself up. He was totally depleted.

He lay on the bed, and Amy moved away.

“Well, that was a squirt and a half.”

“Oh, God,” mumbled Sam into a pillow.

A while later, Amy laying next to him, feeling his breasts and his package, she asked, “So, are you going to go help the Mistress Club?”

Sam nodded. “If it’s okay with you.”

Amy said, “It’s fine with me, but, uh, there is one other thing.”

He looked at her.

“When you’re gone? Out city hopping and changing men into women?”

“Yeah?”

“I think I might like to find a boyfriend.”

Sam blinked.

And, yet, what did he expect?

Amy wasn’t a Lesbian.

And Sam could fuck her, and well, but did he expect her to do without the manly touch for the rest of her life?

He nodded. “I guess that’s okay. If it’s okay with you that I get an occasional itch scratched.”

“It’s okay with me.”

They cuddled then, and thought about how their lives had changed.

And they both smiled.

END
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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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