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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

You know you’re a good feminatrix when they beg you to be feminized.

You know you’re good at feminization when nobody can see they’re a boy.

You know…I think the government should give us feminizers a tax break. Or maybe let us, and only us, elect the next president.

I mean, we’re doing a valuable service! The sooner we get rid of all that messy testosterone, the sooner we’ll have world peace! Right?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized by the Goddess

of the Hidden Temple!

Karma made a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

When I was young I cam across the theory that people lived as bugs, and if they were good bugs, they died and were born as small animals. And if they were good, small animals, they died and were born as good, big animals, and so on up to being born as a human being.

But shouldn’t the same conditions of karma and the birth and death cycle be applied to humans?

Of course they should.

But what is the highest form of a man?

That’s what this little tale is about.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m searching for a fuck.”

Jack Draper was drunk, as usual, and honest, which was rare.

“I tell ya, I been over the whole world. I’ve had women from Italy and France, from Polynesian and Russia.”

He sipped a bit of his bourbon, belched crudely, and continued, “I’ve screwed ‘em young and I’ve screwed ‘em old. I’ve had everything from grannies and colored fannies to trannies with nooks and crannies.”

He farted, which was pretty darn nasty. One faint hearted girl turned green and ran off.

But Jack didn’t care. Jack had had his fill of college youngsters. They were, in his opinion, too easy and too inexperienced.

“Why, I’ve screwed—“

“Jack,” asked a young admirer, interrupting the bleary adventurer.

“Yo,” Jack gazed at the young man. His eyes were watery and his nose was sweating. His eyes were watery with drink, and his nose was sweating because he was eating good chili.

Some of the chili. Some of it was on the front of his long sleeved bush shirt. Some of it was on his lap.

Nobody said anything, however, for he was a hero.

Jack Draper had sailed the seven seas, fought off cannibals in Africa, harpooned whales off Alaska, battled in revolutions in South America, and…if there was an adventure somewhere, he was in it.

And the fact that he had come to speak at the proud and vain Fullbright U was a blessing of unusual proportion.

“Are you saying you went to all these places not for any other reason than…than pussy?”

The dozen young men and women hung on his words. The men wanted to be like him. The women wanted to be with him.

“In Alaska there was Eskimos,” (belch). “In Russia there was old, fat babushkas. In the Congo there was swivel-hipped, blobber-lipped women who, let me tell you, wanted a bit of the white man’s old baloney pony! Did I ever tell you about the time I screwed the Pope’s sister in the Leaning Tower of Pizza? This was before the pope was the pope, you know, but she was a luscious babe, and I…”

The stories went on, and men grinned and women sighed, and everybody bought drinks for Jack to keep him talking. And nobody noticed the woman in the corner booth, listening, but snorting on the inside.

Jack Draper is a fool, she thought.

While Jack put away a gallon of whiskey she made a wine spritzer last.

She was old, but not that old. She had looks, and while they were tempered, a line here or there on her relatively smooth face, they were not ravaged.

Brunette hair with streaks of grey. A button nose that could tilt down for disapproval, or up for joy. Full lips that, when pursed as they were now, a perfect pucker, but when she smiled a wide smile.

Her skin was light brown, smooth and shiny, very exotic.

She sipped her drink, slowly, knowing that it took time for a bozo like Jack to wind down.

Oh, she knew he had had all those adventures, and she even knew some of the women he had had.

But he was still a bozo.

There was nothing wrong with going and looking for out of the ordinary sexual experiences, but to talk about them so crudely, as Jack did…she shook her head.

Jack pontificated on the joys and dangers of poontang for a couple of hours, then, the night being late and students having to be on time for early classes, the festivities waned.

Finally, there was only Jack, drunk, leaning back on his stool.

Back, back…splat.

Jack looked up. Fuck! Had he fallen over again? Was he that…the shadow loomed over him.

He looked up long legs, standing right above his head.

A short wrap around dress, silky, thin, see through.

Pussy.

He smiled.

The pussy was shaved, which was just the way he liked them. He hated it when pubic hairs got caught in his teeth.

It was smooth, and the slit had fleshy lips that listened in the night.

Just the way he liked them.

“You’re an idiot,” murmured a soft voice. Soft, the way he liked them, saucy, which was okay.

A gentle hand helped him to sit, then turned stronger to get him on his feet.

Jack swayed and leered at the woman.

She was older, which was fine with him, but her face was relatively unlined and quite gorgeous. Features all in the right place and right proportion. Waterfall hair that framed a perfect oval.

And then there were the breasts. Full, yet not saggy.

“Come, Jack,” said the woman. “Sit with me. I have a proposal for you.”

She led him back to her booth.

The bar was due to close in a while, but they were undisturbed. They faced each other over the laminate table. The padded bench seat Jack sat on had a spring that needed fixing, but that was okay.

He gazed lovingly at the woman.

“You seem familiar,” he said. Not a ploy or cheap pick up line. Jack had screwed so many women that they were all familiar to him.

“Well, I’m not. And I don’t have any interest in that sawed off trombone you call a dick.”

Jack chuckled. He loved it when they played hard to get.

“What do you have an interest in?” he was tilting a bit, so he straightened up and tried to focus on the woman. She really was a kind of exotic beauty. Reminded him of that Hawaiian girl he had doggy styled near to death. Man, that had been…

The woman had a handbag next to her, and in the handbag was a spiral ringed notebook. She took it out, along with a pilot pen, and began sketching.

Here is the place,” she explained. “But you will have a hard time getting there. You have to go through Tibet, and China to get to Tibet. I heard you had some trouble with the communists.”

“Too many women had children,” he waved his hand in the air. “It’s all right now. Commies love me.”

“Sure,” the woman half chuckled. “Sure they do. Now, when you get to Tibet you’re going to have to head up for big valley, then Lhasa—“

“The Forbidden City,” Jack burped.

“Precisely. Where they have the Potala. Now, inside the Potala you will not have access to the women’s quarters.”

Jack smiled. He liked women’s quarters. Then he frowned. “Isn’t the Potala all male?”

“Used to be, but since the Chinese came in they have equality.”

The sneer on her face when she said this indicate that she didn’t think much of the Chinese ‘equality.’

“Anyway, they won’t allow you into the women’s quarters, but you have to go through there. In the back, behind a statue of the Buddha, you will find a cave. Go through the cave and you’ll come out in Lhasong Valley.”

“Lhasong valley,” Jack grinned happily. A valley of women? Oh, baby.

“Pay attention, Jack, this is important. In Buddhist religion women are second class citizens. They are kyemen. They are inferior to men, and spend their lives praying to be good enough women that they will be allowed to be men next lifetime.”

“Ha!”

She didn’t question his good humor, just kept detailing a map and giving instructions. “In the Lhasong Valley, however, women are superior. You must walk through the valley with your head down. You must bend your knee, even to the common folk. And if you see a woman in a golden robe you must prostate yourself. Don’t kow tow, that is Chinese. Just put your forehead to the earth, close your eyes, and pray she doesn’t take notice of you.”

“What happens if they notice you?”

She might draft you for service. That could mean a life in the fields. No hope of escape.”

“I could escape anything,” boasted Jack, looking around and wondering where his audience had gone.

The woman reached across the table and grabbed his chin, make him look at her. “Jack! You won’t escape. The women will make you want to stay.”

“Hell I want to stay all ready!”

“No. you don’t. Endless servitude, sexually motivated, but never satisfied.”

“Never?” He tilted his head as he studied the woman. She sure was good looking. He wondered where he’d fucked her before.

“No,” Jack. We never joined. Now, pay attention. If you make it through the valley you will enter a monastery. You can’t miss it, it is made of gold.”

Real gold, thought Jack. Hunh! He’d rather have pussy!

Enter the temple by making an offering. Don’t try to sneak in. Just bring in a statue of Bhudda, they like that, and find your way to the back. Behind a statue of Buddha you’ll find stairs. They are made of gold.”

Gold again, he thought.

“The stairs culminate in a chamber. In the center of the chamber, looking in all directions, is Tara. Go to her. Place your statue before her and, if she is pleased…she take you for the night.”

Jack was about done for the night. Too much drink, then this woman prattling on. Gold statues and communists and a valley where the men men come but don’t cum…not likely.

But the woman finished writing in her notebook, ripped a page out, and put it in the chest pocket of his shirt.

He looked down at his pocket.

She buttoned it.

She reached up and patted his cheek. Held his face with the palm of her hand and whispered to him.

“Jack. You’re an asshole. But if Tara loves you then you will have experienced the greatest love man can experience.”

“She fucks good, eh?”

Surprisingly, the woman didn’t take offense. She just smiled and said, “You’ll never know unless you go there.”

Then she lowered Jack’s head to the. table and he closed his eyes.

“Jack! Wake up!”

Jack raised his head and shook it. He was dazed, and he was still in the bar. “Wha…wha?”

“Jack, it’s me, Tom. Let’s get you back to your room.”

“Tom?”

Tom was his agent, and he had come down to Fullbright to touch bases with Jack. And found him blotto in a bar.

At the bar the bartender polished glasses, the place was empty.

Tom helped Jack to his feet. “Come on, buddy.”

Tom steered Jack along the bar, and suddenly Jack stopped and turned to the barman. “Hey?”

“Sir?” The bartender looked up. He was an older college student, working his way through a class at a time.

“Where’s that woman I was talking to?”

“Woman?” The bartender had a blank look on his face.

“Yeah, the middle-aged woman in the wrap around…she…the woman!”

Still, the bartender look confused. “I’m sorry, sir, but there’s been no woman in here since your friends left about an hour ago.”

“No…?” Jack blinked and looked back at the booth he had been sitting at. Passed out at.

Had he imagined the whole thing? Liquor hallucinations?

“Jack, what is it?” asked Tom, plucking at the explorer’s sleeve.

“The woman…she…”

Jack looked around the bar. Could he have imagined everything?

“And you’ve been here all night?”

“All night,” the barman answered, looking a bit puzzled.

“Jack?”

Then Jack looked down at his pocket. There was a paper in there, and he knew it was instructions and a map.

So the woman was real!

“Come on, Jack. We need to get you to bed. You’ve got a big meeting tomorrow morning.”

He raised his head. The woman was real but nobody saw her. “What meeting?”

“They want to talk to you about an expedition to, get this…Tibet!”

Jack’s mouth opened slightly, and his right hand clapped over his chest pocket. And the map.

Fuck!

The following morning, wearing eyeglasses to cover the road maps that were his eyes, Jack and Tom were shown into the conference room where the regents of the university all waited.

“Good morning, Mr. Draper,” murmurs around the table, and Jack was placed at the end of the table.

It was a curious mix of academics. Oldsters and youngsters, men and women, people of color. Interestingly enough, the women outnumbered the men.

Not that it mattered to Jack. Women were targets for his meat machine, and it didn’t matter to him.

And it didn’t matter to him that there were women there at all. He had screwed their kind, lots of their kind, and he didn’t see any particular woman that excited his ding dong.

So he sat, and they blathered for a while, he was congratulated on his latest book, and then they got down to business.

“We’re going to be cataloging items, for the most part, but we also want to look into rumors of a hidden temple..”

Good Lord, Jack thought, thinking of the map he had found in his pocket, that he had remembered had been given to him by a woman who was quite beautiful, but who had disappeared.

Didn’t exist?

Nah. She existed, and the thought of her made Jack’s cock tremble under the long, slab of table.

“Any time lines, proof? Rumors concerning this so called temple?”

“There are tales of a woman ruling the Potala, but who, for some reason, went into hiding. This temple… temple?” the dean asked one of the older gentlemen at the table.

“Temple. Apparently this was a very important place of worship. Men were not allowed and it was ruled by high priestess. This was, not to be trite, but the place where the teachers were taught.”

There were a few smiles around the table.

Jack gauged the various reactions. He was curious, but only because of the paper in his pocket. The map with instructions. And the advice about how to treat women at the temple.

How to treat women. Jack was expert at that. Make sweet love, spread their legs, deposit, and move on to the next expedition. He was definitely a ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em’ kind of guy.

The dean continued: “Apparently, so the legend goes, the head of this super secret order of female Buddhists was quite imperious, and if men displeased her she had them castrated.”

“Ouch,” quipped Jack. He noticed how most of the women around the table smiled.

“Men,” smiled the dean, “learned quickly to please her.

“There is no real proof behind this legend,” stated one of the younger women.

“Sounds more like an urban legend,” smiled another.

The men were strangely quiet.

“So, what do you think, Jack? Would you like to lead an expedition to Tibet?”

At that moment a beautiful, young woman entered the conference room.

“Oh, I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t realize you were in a meeting.”

She was built. Nice face. A couple of years out of college, unless she was in the masters program.

“No, problem, Honey. This is Jack Draper.”

Jack smiled, and the connection was made. He knew, and more importantly she knew, they were destined to couple.

But at that moment the woman, it turned out her name was actually ‘Honey,’ retreated, and Jack and Tom dealt with the details of the Fullbright expedition to Tibet.

The expedition, being rather specific in its goals, was a small one. Jack, a few students, a few academics. It didn’t take long to put together, and within two weeks the last permits were being obtained. On the last night Jack was lying in bed at his hotel with Honey.

Jack, for all his braggadocio, was not bad in the sack. He had a good sized member, he had staying power, but most importantly, he really loved finding his way around a woman’s body.

Honey, after receiving three most excellent orgasms, was convinced she was in love with Jack forever.

They lay in bed, cuddling, and she whispered to Jack, “I think you should be careful.”

“Of what?” he murmured sleepily into her hair.

“I heard some of the ladies gossiping.”

“Gossip,” snorted Jack.

“Don’t laugh. Women have taken over much of the college experience, and these women were members of the AAUW. The American Association of University Women!”

“Honey, I’ve got too much to do to listen to the prattle of—“

“Jack!” She hoisted herself onto him, sat on him and hovered, her large breasts hanging down almost to his mouth. Her blonde hair a wave of deliciosity. “The AAUW has been around for 150 years. They have taken over the pillars of power, and if they don’t rule a college outright, they use pillow talk.”

“Like you’re doing to me now?”

She was exasperated with his attitude. The only thing that calmed her down was the feeling of his weenie underneath her. It was coming to life.

“Look, Jack. There’s more to this expedition than you might think. There is apparently a very real power behind the Potala, and I don’t mean just literally. The AAUW wants to make a connection, you’re just the guide.”

“I get them there and they take over, eh?”

“Yes! And it might be dangerous for you. How do you think you got put in charge of a female expedition, what with you being somewhat of a sexist?”

“My looks?”

“Grrr!” she bit his neck. Part reproach, part a response to his wiggling worm.

“Okay! I’ll be careful. I’ll look out for women trying to boss me around.”

She didn’t catch onto the humor there, just took him at his word.

And kissed him.

And looked into the matter of the wiggling worm.

Even a small expedition has a lot of minor details to be dealt with. There were things like shovels and picks, food and accommodations, exchange rates for money, insurance, political considerations, and dealing with the twenty or so personalities going on the expedition.

There were, interestingly enough, and in support of Honey’s warning, only 3 young men, and 7 women on the mission.

This wasn’t a big deal, but it did make Jack wonder a bit.

After all, society was changing, diversity was the watchword of the day, and more women meant more nights spent in the comforts of the flesh.

They loaded a plane with gear and set off for Nepal. Jack went with the gear, and let the others travel commercial. Once he was on an expedition he preferred to keep track of everything. Once he hadn’t, and he had ended up bartering with Somali pirates for cans of Spam and a way out of a disgusting prison.

At Nepal they transferred people and cargo to smaller planes and made the jump to the Lhasa Gonggar Airport.

Unloading at Lhasa Gonggar Airport Jack ran into his first challenge.

“I’ve secured a location for is to set up operations.”

Her name was Lisa Gielgud, like the actor, and she was a bossy woman. Right then she was giving orders to the three men on the expedition, treating them like they were porters.

“Lisa,” Jack spoke softly and smiled. “Authorities have already assigned us a location.”

“You can deal with them. This is a better—“

“No.”

Lisa faced him squarely. She was a square jawed woman with thin lips, short hair, and a way of placing her hands on her hips like she was Patton surveying a battlefield.

“Jack, don’t make me—“

“Be an idiot?”

She sputtered.

But Jack had been on too many expeditions to let a rookie unseat him.

“If you mess with the plans then I’ll go tell the authorities, and they’ll have us on the next flight out.”

“You wouldn’t! You shouldn’t say things that…” Blah, blah, blah.

Jack turned to the three men. “Where are the others?”

One of the men, glancing at Lisa, said, “They were uh, sent to town.”

Jack turned to Lisa. “What for? Why are you giving orders?”

“We need things from town, and you were busy so—“

Jack ignored her and turned to the men. “Guys, go to town. Get drunk. If I catch you sober I’ll call your mothers on you.”

The men grinned.

Lisa ratcheted up. “You can’t…these men…you shouldn’t…”

Jack watched her, and the small smile on his face was obviously infuriating her. When she was done he simply said, “I’m in charge. I give orders. If you want this gear moved to the right location you better go get those girls…or do it yourself.”

That was the point where Jack knew he was going to be relieved of command.

But he wasn’t. And that was most interesting.

So they had him there for other reasons. Reasons they hadn’t told him about.

Jack turned and followed the three men into town. He wanted a drink or eight.

Behind him Lisa fumed.

And behind Lisa, standing behind a pillar and wearing coveralls and a hat pulled down over her head, was a woman. The last time Jack had seen her was at a booth in a bar.

She watched the altercation between Jack and Lisa, and smiled.

Yes. He was the one, all right. If she had had doubts before, she didn’t now.

But she hadn’t had any doubts.

Her trust in Tara eliminated all doubts.

Life in Tibet was a mix of thousands of years old, prayer wheels and monks in saffron robes. Tea with yak butter, boys with homemade kites, old women grinning toothlessly at everything. And, markets with cheap Chinese imports. Gimcracks, thing a ma jigs and do dads.

The invasion by the communists had destroyed the culture, had replaced fields with wall to wall factories and cracker box apartments, but a small group held to the ancient beliefs and systems.

And, there were communist solders here and there.

For the most part, however, in spite of the soldiers, it was peaceful, complacent, and one could feel the spirituality of the place.

All the gear stowed, the living quarters seen to, the group explored the night life.

There were ancient chants mixed with boomboxes, but they found a small bar that actually served western whiskey. Though, to be honest, there was a peculiar taste to the spirits, and Jack suspected the bottles were refilled empties with whatever the monks came up with that tasted like whiskey.

But, so what, a grand time was had by all. The first day, everything going smoothly, everybody toasted, and Jack even had a few with Lisa to smooth her over.

Jack, being a horn dog, was quite accomplished at schmoozing with ladies, and by the time dinner was over they were actually getting along.

“What do you think we’ll find behind the Potala, Jack?” asked one of the girls.

“Don’t know. We’ve look at maps that go back a hundred years, but they don’t really say much. They show gardens and things.”

“How about satellite pics?”

“Not much. Resolution isn’t very good, and I have a feeling people don’t want to be spied upon.”

“Communism,” snorted a student.

“Speak kindly of our hosts,” and there was an edge to Jack’s voice that warned the student.

Then, as he glanced towards the door he thought he saw…the woman!

He jumped up and trotted towards the door.

There were people on the streets. Not many, it was getting late, but no sign of the woman.

Had he seen her?

He walked around the block, peering here and there, scrutinizing figures wearing robes, for that was what it had appeared the woman had worn, but there was no sign.

When he got back to the bar the party was breaking up. Lisa had decided everybody had to get a full day of rest.

Jack didn’t much care. He would have liked to party some more, but so what.

They walked to a hotel and everybody went to their rooms.

Jack, as the leader of the expedition, had his own room. He took off his shirt and tossed it on a chair. He kicked off his shoes and was unbuckling his pants. He pushed them down his legs, and the door opened and Lisa slipped in.

Jack stayed where he was, bent over, semi naked, and smiled at her.

She put her back to the wall and watched him.

He straightened up, and by the time he was upright his penis was standing out.

“Hello,” he smiled.

“I’ll bet you wonder why I’m here,” she said.

“Take my blood pressure?”

She snorted, then walked towards him. “I’m saving some of these silly students from you.”

She stood in front of him and grabbed his weenie with one hand.

“Besides. I hear the legends. I guess it’s about time I find out.”

“Sorry. I have to get to sleep. Lot of work tomorrow.”

She smiled, and pressed her lips against his. For a long moment her lips wrestled his, then she whispered, “Lot of work tonight.”

Now, truth, Jack was thinking of the woman he thought he had seen. He was thinking of her, but he couldn’t refuse an offer like this. He reached up and started undoing her buttons. Button by button, and she just watched his happiness.

Her shirt unbuttoned he reached under the shirt and around. He undid her bra.

She wiggled and got the straps off.

He bent his head and kissed her nipples. One after the other.

She arched her back and sighed.

“Aren’t you worried about just being one more mark on my stick?”

“I’m more worried that you aren’t up to the task, that your reputation is all BS.”

He grinned, took a breast between his teeth and bit until she yipped. Happily.

“Yeah. I’m just a bozo,” he said.

Then his hand shot down and clamped on her mons. It took her breath away, and he lifted and shot a finger into her.

“Fuck,” she wheezed.

“That’ll happen,” he said, “After a while.”

Jack’s reputation was not built on his cock. It was built on his foreplay. He picked her up and threw her on the bed. She actually squealed like a much younger girl.

He began to kiss every inch of her flesh. The biceps and calves, the nooks and crannies, the hairy parts and the not so hairy.

“Heysoos,” Lisa almost wept after a few minutes.

“Yeah,” whispered Jack. He was doing things to her that he had learned over a lifetime. His fingers were dancing inside her, his tongue was dancing on her. He touched sensitive areas and pressure points. In short, he turned her body on. Step by step. To the max.

She began breathing heavily and gasping and gulping. Her juncture was burning up and her breasts were flushed and glowing like iron stoves on a cold night.

Jack was in no hurry, and it was almost an hour before he finally slipped inside her.

Bang, bang! She orgasmed, and whimpered, and then he really went to work.

Midnight. Coal black outside. A light wind whipping through the high valley.

Jack got out of bed and went to the window. He stood naked and looked out over the houses and temples. His cock was sated and Lisa slept a deep sleep on his bed.

He felt a vague unease.

Had he seen the woman?

The door behind him opened and he spun.

It was the woman.

Smooth-faced, plump lips, perky breasts, and that damned Mona Lisa smile.

“Hello, Jack. I see you made it.”

“Shh,” he put his finger to his lips and glanced at the bed where Lisa slumbered in the sheets.

“Hey!” the woman yelled.

Lisa didn’t stir.

“You did a good job, Jack. she won’t wake till morning. But you’re going to need to do better than that.”

He stared at her, tried to figure her out. But there were no clues to her enigma.

She crossed the room like a whisper, sliding and gliding, and stopped in front of him.

She touched his cheek and brought her face to his. She touched his lips with hers, and it was magic.

Jack felt his heart suddenly pounding. His penis, so recently depleted, shot out.

“What,” he whispered.

She stepped back and he would have followed her, but her hand on his chest stopped him.

“Jack.”

“What?”

He wanted her. He had seen her once, when he was drunk, and since then she hadn’t been far from his thoughts.

“You did well, but this was all set up for you.”

“The expedition.” And he knew it was true. She had come to him, talked to him, and everything had fallen in place. Even Lisa had fallen in place.

“Tomorrow you will tour the palace. Do you remember your instructions?”

“The alley in the back of the palace, the fields, the temple.”

“Yes. But bring a Buddha. Bring this one.” She produced a small statuette. It was heavy, maybe pure gold, and it was the Buddha. Smiling. Round belly.

He held it, but stared at her.

“When nobody is looking find the alley, go to the fields. Show this to any who get in your way. But remember to bow, to kow tow to any dressed in gold.”

He nodded. “Bow, kowtow, got it.”

“Inside the temple, behind the Buddha and up the stairs.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“I serve, and so should you.”

“This is crazy,” he whispered, glancing at Lisa asleep.

“No, Jack. It is the truth.”

She stepped towards him again, she reached a hand around his dick and held it.

He felt the heat build. He felt her breath on him. He felt her lips…then he exploded.

He had just cum, but his penis shot out gism like it hadn’t cum for a week.

Pearls and pearls, his eyes closed and his knees grew weak.

For a moment he thought that if he shot enough he would die, die of a pleasure so intense he couldn’t handle it.

Then it was over.

Gasping, he opened his eyes.

She was gone.

The door was closed, and when he checked it, locked.

Lisa stirred and mumbled something.

Jack looked down. His puddle was on the floor and his penis was drooling the last of his squirt.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.


Part Two

Jack was subdued during breakfast. He had screwed last night, and he had been screwed.

The second cum, the one induced by hand by a smooth faced woman had been so strong that he felt like he was still, in some manner, cumming.

Lisa had been gone when he had awoken, and he had gotten dressed, and his penis occasionally twitched.

He walked down the stairs to a small room where the team was breaking their fast, and he was distracted, lost in thought when they greeted him.

But, squirt or not, he had a job to do. During breakfast, in spite of his twitching weenie, he talked with people, made plans, and found that, once again, Lisa had been going behind his back.

Behind his back right in front of his face.

She actually looked a little smirky, as if him screwing her had somehow given her ownership rights over him.

But, the project underway, and this morning was important in that he would have his first chance to find the alley in the back of the Potala.

And, he had a small statuette of the Buddha, presumably made of gold, in his pocket.

Before breakfast was concluded a small, wizened man, a monk in regular clothes, Jack suspected, showed up.

His name was Sangpo, and he smiled like a fool and kept giving everybody these little half bows.

The good news was that he latched onto Jack and ignored Lisa.

Jack concealed his smirk. Lisa should have remembered that women were considered inferior in Tibet.

She frowned, but accepted it. But what else could she do?

So the expedition set off on a mile walk, climbed the 365 steps of the Potala, and entered the most amazing museum in the world. Possibly in the history of the world.

For thousands of years the monks of the Potala had been collecting artwork. Everything from hangings to sculptures. Like the Buddha in Jack’s pocket many of the sculpts were of solid gold, or other precious metals. The hangings depicted religious life, battles, scenes of people in the most precarious and impassioned roles of life.

As the group went on their initial tour, and Sangpo answered their questions in amazing depth, Jack stared in wonder.

He had been everywhere, seen everything. He had endured wars, discovered art caches collected by Hitler, marched in deep jungles to temples that were not even known, but this…this collection of artwork was the most amazing he had ever seen.

Even the arrogant Lisa was as if punched in the belly. She continually gasped and pointed out something or other, and even grabbed Jack’s arm on occasion.

Sangpo, barely five foot, his head a fringe of hair, simply smiled and Jack realized that the old man saw this on a daily basis, and that was even more amazing, that someone could consider this collection with a ‘same old same old’ attitude.

After several hours the group broke for lunch, then resumed the tour. Jack realized it would take days, and he needed to start his team on actual work, and he needed to see to his own purposes.

“Sangpo,” he finally spoke to the old man. They were a few paces away from the group, who were studying a 4th century prayer wheel encrusted with emeralds.

Sangpo smiled up at him. “Yes, Mr. Draper?” He was a study in inscrutability, but had excellent command of the English language.

“We appreciate this tour, but we are here to catalog.”

“Ah, yes,” he gave a half bow. “The fabled tendency of the westerner to rush, rush. Would you like me to take you to the area set aside for you?”

Jack did, and the tour came to somewhat of an end.

Lisa frowned, but Jack didn't care. Besides, the cataloging of these treasures would be a tour in itself, so screw her.

And he smiled, because he had.

The students were taken to a room at the back of the Potala. It was located in a basement of sorts, but it was roomy, and they had access to everything.

Sangpo even had maps and descriptions of how the innards of the Potala worked.

“That corridor leads to the western wings. That one to the eastern. Up the stairs will take you to…” he went on and on.

He gave a very thorough lecture on how to treat people they met in their work.

He also had a team of Tibetans ready to assist, one for every student, and they all smiled and gave the half bows.

That left Jack.

“Mr. Draper, we assumed you would want to oversee the work. You may accompany any of the individuals on their travels, and I will be through that arch if you wish to go somewhere else.”

he smiled and bobbed his head.

“I’ve got the big map,” Jack smiled and did a little bob of his own. Duplicating his guides helped relax them. “So I’ll be tracking movements, and using the map to cover everybody. We’ve also got walkie talkies.”

That was fine with Sangpo, and with a few up and downs of his upper frame he smiled his way away.

And Jack was on his own.

The work proceeded, and Jack did as he said he would, checking on each student. He ignored Lisa’s attempts to break free on her own, except to put her in charge of overseeing a stunning collection of sculpts in a lower basement.

And he looked for the back portion of the Potala where he could find a secret passage to a valley with some kind of temple in it.

The problem was, there was no real back area. The Potala is atop a mountain, and there was no way there could be a valley with a temple in it right next to the Potala.

For three days Jack searched. He checked on his students, but in the checking he arranged to scrutinize the back area. He even went outside and walked along the walls, as best he could.

Nobody stopped him, no soldiers got in his way, everybody he met just treated him like a tourist, smiling and bobbing their heads and muttering prayers and even spinning their prayer wheels.

Jack unfolded the map the woman had given him. He matched it to maps of the Potala, and even ancient historical maps, but there seemed to be no secret passage, let alone a valley and a temple.

Jack did not like being stymied. He was the best at what he did because he refused to be stopped.

He showed his map, the one the woman had given him, to people in the palace.

They smiled and shook their heads and went on their way.

Jack sat in the bar one night and stared at the map. It was unfolded on the table and he was sipping at a glass of chhyang, the local brew.

He was turning his head this way and that, trying to envision corridors, comparing lines on his map to lines on other maps and…

“What you got there, Jack?”

Lisa sat down opposite him. She had a drink, and she placed a fresh one in front of Jack.

“Thanks,” he murmured, sipping at the fresh beverage.

She pointed at the map.

Jack grunted. Why not? “I came across this, it was folded in a book, it’s not even old, but it doesn’t seem to lead anywhere.”

Lisa turned the map and pursed her lips and peered intently. She traced a couple of lines with her finger, then said, “You’re on the wrong level.”

“What?”

“These lines are corridors…they’re in the basement.”

That was one of the places Jack had not explored fully. First, Lisa was there and he assumed she had good control of her group. Second, there was no way going underground would have a valley in it.

Was there?

So he nodded, made plans to investigate that very night, and bought her a few drinks.

The bad news was that she didn’t want to go back to the hotel and liaise.

“I thought I rang your bell,” Jack burbled as they drank.

“Yes, but you’re working.”

Which made no sense. What made even less sense was what she said later, when the party broke up.

All the students were gone, and Lisa stood up and looked down at him. “Well, Jack, this is it.”

“Huh?”

She leaned down and kissed him. It was a passionate kiss, very heart felt, and Jack’s boner boned right up.

Then she backed away, smiled, almost ruefully, and said, “Good bye, Jack.” And she left.

Jack blinked. The kiss of goodbye? Weird. He planned on being there tomorrow, and the next day, and so on. But it was like she was kissing him goodbye.

Well, so what. He shrugged, finished off his chhyang and headed back to the hotel.

Except, he got to thinking.

It was dark out. There was a light wind, but no tourists, very few peasants, and almost no Chinese guards, or police, or whatever they were.

The Potala rose in the night, a monster of white and beauty.

He stopped in the middle of the street and stared at it.

Thousands of years, actually designed as a fort, some sort of gift from a husband to wife a couple of hundred years ago.

And a million secrets.

He felt the golden Buddha in his pocket. It wasn’t big. It was heavy. And he was tired of carrying it around.

He found himself walking towards the Potala.

He thought about the woman who had touched him, compared her to Lisa. Though about other women he had had over the years.

He was a lucky man. But he was also a driven man.

If he saw a woman he wanted her. No ifs, ands or buts.

He wasn’t mean, he wasn't a cad. He was just a horny bastard, and his career had included so many opportunities.

Women in Egypt under the moon shadow of the pyramids, wearing robes, and the robes open so flesh could mesh.

Two students in Vienna. None of them knew the others language, but they made themselves understood in the timeless language of love.

The Warlord in Namibia who had shared his wives. They were so dark skinned he couldn’t see them in the night, but they cold sure see him.

And now he was here, at the top of the world. Tibet. And Lisa had refused him, instead merely said ‘sayonara, sweetheart.’

What was up with that?

He mounted the steps to the worker’s entrance. 365 steps, a couple of turns, and the door was open. A lazy guard recognized him and went back to reading a Chinese newspaper.

Jack walked through the Potala, came to his work area, then went down the stairs to the basements.

Basements are the heart of the building, he often thought. On digs in Israel he had found pottery and scrolls in a basement.

In Italy, searching through the catacombs, a big basement if there ever was one, he had found ancient hieroglyphics. Slaves about to meet their death in the Coliseum had a final message for the world.

Yes. Basements were where it was at.

He reached the basement where his teams were working, followed Lisa’s instructions, and went down another level.

It was dark. Darker than a black bear’s asshole in a coal mine at midnight. He carried a lamp and sauntered slowly through the corridors, inspected rooms. But it looked like previous expeditions might have ransacked these nether areas already.

But he wasn’t looking for treasure, or antiques, or anything like that. He was looking for a passageway behind a statue of Buddha.

And he found it.

He was at the very back of the Potala, maybe even beyond the back walls, when he found a room. It was about twenty feet to a side, carved out of the earth itself, and at the back stood a rough carved Buddha.

Except, it was different.

Statues of Buddha commonly have him with one hand raised in the prayer position and the other palm up in his lap. The hands typically are arranged with the thumb and third finger touching in a little circle.

This one was carved of rude stone, even had a few edges of the base crumbling, and one hand was raised with the four fingers touching the thumb in a circle. The other hand was palm down as if covering the groin.

Jack blinked, and grinned. It almost looked like the raised hand was in the ‘jack off’ position.

Of course that was ridiculous.

But, ridiculous or not, he circled the buddha and found a tunnel behind it.

The tunnel was circular and about six feet in diameter. Jack slid between the statue and the wall and entered the tunnel.

It was so dark here that even his battery powered lamps only gave a few feet of light. Dim, dull, and insufficient.

He walked down the tunnel, one hand holding his lantern, the other feeling the roof of the tunnel.

He didn’t have to duck, he was about five ten, and the tunnel was six feet, with no obstructions.

In fact, it looked like the tunnel had not only been dug, it had been polished. In a crude way, of course.

He walked, and the tunnel seemed to curve downwards. Then, after a mile, it curved upwards.

Another mile, he was guesstimating the distances, and he saw a dull light in the distance.

The light at the end of the tunnel.

He smiled, but resisted the urge to go faster. All he needed was to come down with broken-leg-itis in a tunnel no one even knew existed.

Well, the woman knew it existed. But she was so sporadic in appearance that he didn’t have much faith that she would come after him.

In fact, his whole relationship with the woman was…strange.

A kiss, a hand job, and a cosmic squirt.

What the fuck? Eh?

As he walked the circle of light grew brighter and more defined. The tunnel stopped slopping up and was level.

The circle of light resolved to an opening, and he frowned.

Light?

They either had a lot of electricity to make a light that bright, or it was daytime.

But he knew it was night time. So this valley had to be underground, in one of the monstrous mountains surrounding the valley where set the Potala Palace, and they were lighting it up bright as day.

That would take a lot of electricity, and he hadn’t seen any particularly efficient electrical grid of any magnitude.

He approached the light, and slowed to let his eyes become accustomed to the light, then he stepped through the opening.

He was in a valley, and it was daylight.

Impossible. He had not been in the tunnel that long.

But light shone down from above, and…but…there was no sun!

Just light.

Impossible.

Light with no sun? Or maybe the sun was just beyond the high edges of the valley, light banking off the sheer faces of the mountains.

But…that didn’t explain the fact that the sun was out at night.

He stood in the mouth of the tunnel and inspected the valley.

Fields in a grid. A dozen fields. With women harvesting.

Rice fields, and the women had tied up their skirts and their long hair fell down over their faces.

They would look down the tunnel of their hair and could only see what they were to harvest.

They moved slowly, but there was a happiness here, a contentment.

It was in the air, in the atmosphere, the ambience of the place…women singing low words in harmony.

In a way, it was a Shangri-La.

But that was ridiculous.

Shangri-La was a myth made popular in a book. It wasn’t real.

And, at the other end of the small valley, was a temple. A temple made of gold, at least it shone like it was.

In fact, this totally blew Jack’s mind, the light in the valley came from the temple. It was the temple itself, emitting golden light and suffusing the valley with brilliance.

No sun overhead.

An eternal light issuing from the walls of a golden temple.

For long minutes Jack just stared, then he took a step.

The road curved through the valley, a shallow S shape. It defined the boundaries of fields, went over bridges that spanned the irrigating water. It was trampled to a smooth consistency. Jack could see the hint of brick shapes, but everything had been walked on so much it was smooth as a super highway.

A superhighway that crossed a half mile valley.

Jack crossed a short, circular area and stepped onto the road. There was nobody near him, and he walked without protest or fanfare.

He crossed the valley and was ignored.

None of the women bending in the paddies looked at him.

There weren’t any overseers, certainly not with cracking whips, to question his presence in this place.

He was abut a hundred yards from the temple, studying the lines of the structure, trying to feel the heat of the light coming from the temple, when a group of women came out through the front doors.

There were five of them. Four bore a palanquin upon which resided a woman in a golden robe.

A golden robe. Jack remembered the instructions he had been given.

He bent his legs and prostrated himself. He was low, hands extended to the front as if in worship, and the four women were almost past him.

By turning his head so very slightly he could see, out of the corner of his eye, the woman in the golden robe.

She was breath taking. Her face was an oval and her eyes charged with light. Her hair hung in gentle waves and… “Stop!”

Shit, Jack thought. He shouldn’t have risked a look. Somehow, he didn’t know how, she had seen him looking at her. Hell, maybe she had just felt him.

The four women bent knee and the palanquin lowered. The woman in the gold robe stepped to the road and advanced on Jack.

Jack felt himself trembling. He didn’t know why. He had never been scared of a woman before, but there was something about this one that made him shake.

“You must be Jack,” the woman mused, her voice sounding like a thousand harmonies.

Now Jack was cowed. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time and the wrong woman had…

The woman’s laugh was a tinkle of merriment. “Oh, Jack. You’re not in trouble. Did you bring the offering?”

He nodded, his eyes fiercely closed and his forehead touching the earth a couple of times.

“Excellent. You’ll go a long way, Jack. You will continue with your journey.”

She walked back to the palanquin, her gait like a ballet of sensual proportion. She stepped onto the palanquin, lay down, and the four women rose up.

Jack waited a minute after they had left, then rose to his feet.

What the fuck? He was shivering. He had faced bandits in Honduras, head hunters in Africa. He had walked over battlefields in progress, and he knew fear. But he had never felt like this.

He felt like he was about to shit, and would have shat, but his bowels had somehow been rendered incapable.

Taking deep breaths, barely glancing after the palanquin, which was now halfway across the valley, he didn't want to risk anymore, he turned to the temple.

It was probably a hundred feet tall. It had a few columns, a few terraces on the upper levels. And it was warm to the soul.

He walked towards it, now not so sure what was going to happen. His natural arrogance had departed and he was stumbling his way through.

He stepped onto the low step extending from the big doors at the front of the temple.

He approached the door and raised his hand to knock.

He wondered what it would feel like, what sound would issue from a fist pounding on a golden door, but he didn’t find out.

The door on the right opened and a woman stood in front of him.

She was not dressed in gold, just simple saffron. She seemed to have no special significance other than a frown. She was pretty enough, but the frown looked like it had been planted there as a natural feature.

He stood, didn’t know what to say.

The woman sighed, then stepped back.

Jack entered the temple, and it was like entering another world.

He was suddenly consumed by peace. His heart rate slowed, his blood pressure lowered, and he felt like he was in heaven.

The woman in saffron led him across a floor of polished gold.

The light in here was even more intense, but somehow more soft, more soothing.

The woman led him through a small door in the back of the big room and once again he was in the presence of the Buddha.

But this statue was made of gold, brilliant, soothing.

Though the Buddha raised no hand. He had both hands over his groin, and his head was slightly bowed, the merry eyes closed.

Jack had the feeling that the Buddha was crying.

Behind the Buddha was a staircase and the woman stood to one side and motioned him onto it. She brushed her hand upward as if shooing him upward.

Jack mounted the steps, glanced down, but the woman was leaving. She walked like she was gliding, and she had no interest in Jack.

Jack climbed the steps, being careful in his step. He rose over the bowed head of the Buddha, kept climbing.

There was no railing, and the stairs were narrow. He hugged the wall the last few steps, then came to a doorway carved into the gold.

He walked through…

If the temple was heaven, this room was the presence of God.

God was a bed in the center of the room. God was the woman in the golden robe who reclined on the bed.

Her features perfect, her smile dazzling and mysterious, shaming the Mona Lisa.

Lisa. He thought of the woman who had said goodbye. Did she know this was where he was going?

He dropped to his knees and prostrated himself.

Not because of ritual, but because he was overwhelmed, and understood that, as a man, he was not worthy.

The woman, chuckled, a sound that soothed all of his bones. “Stand, Jack. Come to me.”

Jack was now not capable of motion, but he didn't need to be. His body was elevated, floated, and he glided through the air, an inch above the ground, to the side of the bed.

He lowered his head, closed his eyes, was terrified.

“Did you bring the offering?”

His eyes opened and he found his head nodding.

He reached into his pocket and took out the little golden statue of Buddha.

“Place it over there.”

She didn’t point, but he knew, he glided under unearthly power to a table at a side of the room. A thousand statues of the Buddha, all the same.

He floated back, touched the floor at the side of the bed and waited.

“Jack, you do us honor.”

He blinked. “But…”

“I know. You feel so unworthy. But you have spent a lifetime pleasing women. You have even forgone your own orgasm that you might give better than you receive.”

Jack tried to understand what she was saying, but he could only follow the words so far.

“So we have decided to raise you. Come. Join with me.”

She was laying Odalisque style, and when she raised an arm to him her robe parted.

He gasped at the sight of her perfect breasts, her nipples so stiff and wanting.

Still, he would have run away, but instead, compelled, he put his knee up and climbed onto the bed.

She reached for him and his clothes turned to vapor. They disappeared like steam from water.

Golden steam.

She enwrapped him, held him, and turned onto her back.

She whispered into his ear, “Please me, Jack. Please me like you have pleased so many others.

His penis emitted golden light and he felt her pulling him down, into her.

It was as if he passed through a golden veil, and the truth of the world was his forever.

He had pleased women.

Yes, sometimes he had been arrogant, but he was forgiven, for his base motivations weren’t arrogance, but the desire to please women.

He was ensconced in heaven, his penis buried deep within the Song of the Angels.

And just as he began to cum she closed her legs, and he began screaming…screaming…

Jack stood, bent over in the fields. He was wearing a skirt that was tied up so he could harvest. His long, black hair hung down and it was as if he was looking down a tunnel to muddy waters of the paddy.

His breasts hung inside his dress. They were big, and his nipples brushed against the rough material, exciting him as he worked.

His manhood did not hang down, as it was gone.

Taken by Tara, the Goddess of the Hidden Temple.

Taken as offering, the same as a golden Buddha, but so much more valuable.

Instead of a cock and balls he had a slit. A simple gash with labia. A clitoris that was always stiff.

It was easier to walk, for there was nothing to keep his legs apart.

He gripped a plant with his small, brown hands and lifted. He shook the roots and…stopped.

A shadow had come over him, and he straightened up.

The woman stood, ankle deep in the mud. She was smiling a smirky smile and wore a golden robe.

Her hair was long and lush. Her eyes, like the eyes of all women—now that Jack was a woman he realized that all women had that look—were so wise and knowing.

“How are you doing, Jack?”

He nodded. He wasn’t supposed to speak, except for the harvesting chants that were instilled in his female soul.

“At first I didn’t think you should be raised,” Lisa said. “I figured you for an arrogant prick, just abusing women. But when you made love to Lisa I realized that under your arrogance was a true heart. You cared more about her than yourself, even in the middle of the act of love.”

He wasn’t supposed to speak, but he did, the words forced out of him.

“I made so many mistakes.”

“Of course. We all do. I did, when I became a woman in the fields. But a hundred years or so and you will have made up for your arrogance, the bad decisions you made.”

A wan smile crossed Jack’s smooth, brown face. Light lit up his gentle, almond eyes. But he had spoken enough.

Lisa understood the restrictions placed upon him. She said, “A hundred years or so, then you’ll be allowed out into the world. You’ll be a real woman then, allowed to share your love, find a man, have children, or just spread your golden light upon the world.”

He nodded.

Their speech was over.

“Goodbye, Jack. I love you.”

Lisa turned and walked through the muddy fields. She splashed not because had learned, when she was a worker in the fields, how to move gently.

Jack watched her leave, then he bent and began plucking away at the harvest.

Only a hundred years.

That wasn’t a long time.

He looked through the tunnel of his long, black hair at the muddy water and plucked another plant with his gentle, brown hands.

END
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Part One

Jon giggled and ran for the garage.

He was home from college.

His father was on a business trip.

His step-mother was out with her friends.

And that left him. And the computer. And…his secret stash in the garage.

Jon was in his senior year of college. He had good grades, was on the varsity tennis team, and only had one, little problem.

He liked to dress up.

And well he should. He was slender and wiry from tennis, so he had the body for it.

He wore his brown hair long and he had soft eyes that almost demanded make up.

So, why not?

He trotted through the kitchen, then stopped and backtracked.

His step-mother wouldn’t be home for hours, so why not really enjoy himself?

He opened the liquor cabinet and got down his pop’s good whiskey. He didn’t drink much, being an amateur athlete, but he sure did enjoy it when he did.

He filled a glass with ice chips from the ice maker on the refrigerator. He poured in about half a glass of whiskey, then added a half a can of Coke.

Hmm.

He sniffed, sipped, and sighed.

Man, one more year, then he was done.

And what was he going to do then?

He was good at tennis, but it was a big jump to the pros, and he didn’t think he had that kind of drive.

He was a double major in history and English, and that might help him get a job somewhere, but the real jobs went to the IT boys.

He had thought about going into computer sciences, he liked games, but liking games wasn’t quite enough for motivation.

Fortifying himself with quick sips, he went out to the garage and looked up at the loft.

It was a three car garage, but they only had two cars. He didn’t need a car at college.

The third space was empty except for a few boxes which had been put in the loft.

He sauntered to the third garage, placed his drink on a shelf and opened a ladder. He placed the ladder at the far left of the loft and climbed up.

Boxes of clothes. Boxes of books. Toys from a long ago childhood. Records from his father’s law business.

Jon pushed the boxes aside, half crawled into the hole he made, and pulled outa couple of foot square boxes.

Chuckling, he brought the boxes down and placed them on the washer, then he rearranged things so it wouldn’t look like anybody had been there.

He put the boxes under his arms and held his drink with one hand and headed back into the kitchen.

Through the house, turned down the left hallway and went to his room at the far end.

He was at the far end because he liked privacy.

Down the right wing led to his father and step-mother’s room. The master bedroom. The room from which issued grunts and moans late in the night.

He smiled.

Good for Pop.

When his mother had left, walked out in the middle of the night to be with her boyfriend, who was the scum bucket to end all scum buckets, his father had been distraught.

His mother ended up in prison, she had been driving the getaway car, and his father had gotten over it, then married Ann.

Ann the babe. Definite jack off material, as Jon could well attest.

He entered his room, which was his sanctum sanctorum, and which was never violated by his father nor step-mother.

He didn’t listen at their bedroom door, and they left him alone.

That was fair.

He placed the boxes on the bottom of the bed, took a big glug—man, that was good, he was already feeling a bit dizzy—and started undressing.

He stripped off his tee and shorts and stood in his panties.

Well, actually, they were sissy panties. They had a stretchy pouch which was just big enough to hold his sizable manhood.

Not big enough when he was hard, of course. Then he had to use a stretchy garter to hold his dong against his thigh.

That was sort of a bummer, because he couldn’t wear anything super tight, but he could still wear dresses and skirts, so what the heck?

He kicked off his shoes and inspected his body.

Hmm. He had a bit of hair in his groin. He hadn’t shaved for a while; he usually didn’t when he was playing. But the season was over and it was time to shave again.

He stepped into his shower and stripped the hair out of his armpits and his groin. He went from a big razor to a ladies, pink razor. When he was done he was smooth as a baby’s buns.

Fortunately, he didn’t have hair on his legs or arms, and he had shaved his chest the night before.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then sauntered back into his bedroom.

He opened the boxes and perused the contents, then selected the items he wanted for that play session.

He had stretch panties and he wore them regularly. Nobody ever seemed to notice, and he wasn’t undressed much around other people.

He took out his bra and the large breast forms.

Oh, baby, he licked his lips. He had missed these puppies.

He put the bra on and slid the forms into the cups.

The fit was a bit tight, but it gave a better look.

He stepped into garters, then rolled stockings up his legs.

He loved the shine of the material and he admired himself in the mirror for a minute.

He especially admired his red toenails. Tennis season over he had painted his nails. It gave him quite the boner to be walking around campus, his nails red under his athletic shoes.

Of course the athletic shoes weren’t too sexy.

But the high heels he took out of one of the boxes was. He stepped into the high heels and gloried in his new height.

He wasn’t big for a lad, guys were almost always taller than him.

Well, they wouldn’t be taller now.

He again went to the mirror and admired the curve of his enhanced calves.

He chose the black number. It was tight and it made his breasts look even more real.

He pulled it on, then brushed his hair out in the bathroom. His hair was long enough that he could curl it under in a long bob.

He dug through one of the boxes and found his make up kit.

He went into the bathroom and carefully filled in the lines. The lipstick had plumper in it and his lips immediately began to swell. He would have to miss dinner tonight, let the swelling go down, but, man, it sure was super to have the inflated, Angeline Jolie look for awhile.

Then he was done.

Sure, if he had a weekend he would have gone the full make up route. Maybe put on a corset. But for just a few hours, this would do.

While he had been dressing he had been sipping, and now the glass was empty.

He smiled and picked up the glass and strode down the hallway and the short flight of steps to the junction of the wings.

He walked, one foot in front of the other, letting his hips sway.

His breasts were big, and he loved how they moved on him.

The best thing, however, was his penis.

He had not tied it down, and it was poking a big bump out the front of the black dress.

Oh, yes, he would have liked to have worn his gaff, but he didn’t want the tightness. He hadn’t masturbated since he got home a couple of weeks before, and he really had a boner. His balls were full, and he didn’t feel like bending his dick down and tying it up. Or down.

So he walked down the short steps, turned right towards the kitchen, and just enjoyed being himself.

His heels made the click, click, click sound on the tile floor and he reached up to the liquor cabinet and brought down the bourbon.

He put ice chips in his glass, combined Coke and bourbon, swirled it, and lifted it to his lips.

“Jon?”

He freaked. His heart near exploded in terror.

He dropped the glass, turned so fast he lost control of his high heels and slipped on the floor.

Splat! Down he went, right onto his butt.

At the door to the foyer Ann stood.

Her mouth was open in shock. Her robe was hanging, open, and giving him a view of her mountains. She pointed at him with one manicured finger.

“No! No!” Jon yelled.

But it was too late. Ann was holding her cell phone in the other hand and she brought it up and clicked. And clicked. And clicked.

“Oh, fuck!” Tears burst out of Jon’s eyes and he scrambled to get to his feet.

There is a difference between walking around and trying to run in high heels, or even getting to your feet.

Jon slipped and fell and tried to get his feet under him and flailed his arms as he reached for the counter to get himself up.

All the while Ann was clicking.

“No! Don’t!”

Finally, Jon had his feet under him and was moving.

But to get to the safety of his own room he had to go past Ann, and Ann wasn’t going to let him.

He tried to squeeze past her but she gripped his arm with one hand and swung him off balance.

Maybe if he hadn’t been in high heels he could have made his escape, but he was in high heels, and he couldn’t get enough traction to get away.

“Hold on, Jon.”

“No! Let go! Let go!”

Tears streamed down his face and he kept trying to get past her.

Finally she pulled him to her. Grabbed him with both arms and hugged him.

Jon was caught. He couldn’t go to his room without using lots of muscle, and he certainly didn’t want to do that.

Ann was good for his father. He liked Ann.

He just didn’t like being caught en femme by Ann.

“Jon. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

She held him and soothed him.

Jon struggled, but eventually stopped. He stood in her grasp, crying.

She reached up and put her hand on the back of his head. She pulled him down on her shoulder.

He cried then. He had never been so embarrassed. He didn’t know what he was going to do. He had been caught cross dressing!

What was worse was he could feel her breasts.

Yes, his fake breasts acted as somewhat of a barrier, but hers were bigger, and she had shifted slightly and her breasts were pressing into his chest.

And, worse even than that, his boner was pressing into her.

“Stop crying, Jon. It’s okay. I understand. Relax. Breath. Come on.”

His body stopped struggling, though his penis didn’t go down, and he stopped sobbing.

“That’s it, honey. Just relax. It’s okay what you’re doing. It’s okay.”

“It…it is?”

“Jon. I have a brother who crossdresses and…and goes further. I understand what you’re going through.”

Jon stood there. Caught by her grasp, feeling the sexuality of their position, and he asked, “Can you let me go?”

“If you promise not to run away.”

“I promise.”

Slowly, she opened her arms and stepped back.

Jon stood, head down, his hair over his face, and tried to think.

“It’s okay, Jon. I understand.”

He couldn’t look at her.

“Is that a coke and bourbon in your hand? I need one, too. Why don’t you go get me one.”

He felt like he had no choice. He walked back past her, into the kitchen, and picked up his glass, mopped the floor quickly, and made two drinks.

She was standing at the door of the kitchen, leaning against the side, her arms folded under her large breasts.

“You really are quite pretty,” she said.

Her voice was husky, filled with an emotion that Jon didn’t understand.

“You could be beautiful with a little work.”

Keeping his head down he shuffled towards her. He still had his heels on, but he didn’t feel like putting out that sexy power stride that women do.

He handed her a glass and she took it.

His eyes were down, but he could see the press of her nipples through the silk robe she wore. And the bulge of her breasts almost revealed her nipples.

She noticed his gaze and smiled, but didn’t pull her robe closed.

“I often wondered why you don’t have girl friends. Now I know.”

“I’ve had a girlfriend,” he muttered defensively.

She ignored his statement for the lie it was. “There are two types of men that girls chase. They go after the bad boy, and they go after the softer, more effeminate boys. You’ve probably had a lot of girls pay attention to you, but you’re too scared to take advantage of it.”

He said nothing.

“Aren’t you.”

“Maybe.” he admitted, not knowing if she was speaking the truth, just talking to get past the situation.

“So how often do you dress up?”

“I…uh…” he mumbled something, but didn’t know what. He was mortified and didn’t know how to get past it.

“Let me guess. Whenever nobody is around.”

His eyes flitted up, looked at her face for a millisecond, then down.

She chuckled, then reached out and took his hand.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go talk about this.”

“I…I…”

He tried to resist, he longed to run down the hallway to his bedroom, but she was insistent.

She dragged him through the foyer and into the big room.

This was where the majority of his father’s entertaining was done. This was the party room, and it was big.

The walls went to the sides, the glass at the back of the room was curved and opened up on the big pool. The wings of the house went out to the sides and there were bushes and hedges all over the back yard beyond the pool.

She led him over the pale, blue carpet and to the main couch.

She sat down and pulled him down next to her. She sipped, and that reminded him that he should sip. He needed to sip. He wanted to get shit-faced and wake up and know this was all a dream.

But it wasn’t a dream.

“Now then. Looking at those clothes, I’ll bet you pilfered them off a clothesline.”

He blinked in surprise. “Nu…no.”

“Where did you get them, then? The internet?”

“My mother left them,” he blurted.

“Ah, yes. Your mom probably never knew she had supplied you with the stuff of your dreams.

Her words were cutting and confusing at the same time.

He looked through the disarray of his long hair.

She leaned forward and brushed his hair with her hand, put it in place.

“Look at me now.”

He didn’t want to. Boy, he didn’t want to.

She put a hand under his chin and made him look at her.

“The sooner you get over this silly embarrassment the sooner we can get to work.”

He moved his head down, but she moved it back up, and, after a few minutes of her patiently manipulating him, he stared at her.

“There we are.” She smiled. “You have so much potential. It’s a shame to waste it.”

He said nothing.

“My brother was a basket case until he finally admitted what he wanted out of life, and, at first I was not much help. I made fun of him, teased him, said the meanest things possible.”

“What happened?” Jon finally managed to speak.

“One day I heard him crying. I opened the door and saw him. He was sitting on the side of a bed with a gun in his hand. That changed me. From that day on I was a different person. And not just with him. I realized how truly ignorant I was, that Alan didn’t deserve to end his life, that I had brought him to that point, and that if anybody deserved to die…”

Jon watched her.

There was no trace of lie in her words. There was no shine of humor, no subterfuge of any sort.

“What did you do?”

“First, I made him put that gun away. I made him take out the bullets and give them to me, then I made him put the gun in his dresser drawer, under his underwear. And I told him he wouldn’t need to touch that underwear again, that he wouldn’t be wearing male underclothes again. I then took him into my room and opened my dresser drawers. All of them. I said he could wear any of my clothes, and that I would get more, things that would specifically fit him.”

“And that was it?”

She smiled a bit wistfully. “I had lost a brother, but I had gained a sister. The next few years, until he moved out and went to New York, were a dream. We shared clothes. I taught him about fashion and make up. I even had a few friends who liked what he was doing. It was like every time we dressed him up it was a party. We laughed, we cried, and…the gun was never used.”

Jon was silent.

“What did you first dress up?”

“Sixth grade. There was a dress in a box of clothes on the auditorium stage and I stole it. I took it home and wore it until it wore out.”

“And you discovered your mother’s clothes.”

Jon nodded. He was looking down again, but now not so much from embarrassment. Now he was thinking.

“So it’s been long and lonely. From your first experience to last year of college. That’s 10 years.”

He nodded.

“And your father doesn’t know.” She knew he didn’t, but she had to ask.

“No!” Jon looked up in fear.

“It’s okay.” She put her hand on his.

Again, he caught a glimpse of her breasts.

She smiled, and this time she pulled her robe closed. It didn’t help, for now, instead of her luscious mounds being glimpsed, her hard nipples pressed through the material.

“She looked down at her chest and snorted. “Guess I’ll have to get dressed.”

“I’m sorry,” Jon mumbled.

“No need. It’s a compliment to be stared at, and it’s about time your compliments came out of the closet.”

He managed to look at her again, and now she was laughing openly. He blushed.

She leaned forward and patted his thigh, then realized that he was covering his boner bump.

“Oh crap,” she said, “Just forget it. Sit back and let yourself breath.”

No way he was going to do that.

So she pushed him back and forcibly spread his legs. His penis was clearly outlined in the material.

She nodded. “Yep[. Just like your father. No. Don’t close your legs. I want to see it. Look, you’ve got a tiny wet spot. You’re dripping. Am I that exciting?”

He was totally red-faced now. A regular five alarm fire in his head.

She sipped a bit more of her bourbon and contemplated him.

He was almost ready to ask if he could leave. She would probably let him now, but something stopped him.

She finished her whiskey and handed him the glass. “Another one. And for yourself. And this time, when you walk I want to hear it.”

He stood up, and now was even more self conscious of his body. His peeny was really sticking out.

“Go on now.”

He took their glasses into the kitchen.

“Let me hear you walk!”

He added the chops, the bourbon and the Coke and he returned to the living room. Click, click, click.

Ann clapped her hands in delight. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

They talked then, her asking more and more questions, and him stumbling through the answers, but slowly becoming more comfortable with her knowing his secret.

After an hour, she was sitting next to him, her hand on his knee, his boner throbbing and them not caring. Well, her not caring. He was getting ‘throbbier’ by the second.

And another drink. They were both feeling it.

“So are you going to tell my father?”

“Are you kidding? Now way! He can find out on his own.”

He was silent, his red lips pursed.

“Are you going to tell him,” she asked.

“I don’t think so.” Definitely not.

“Good.”

“Why good?” he tilted his head.

“Look, there should be honesty between people, but people should also have their own lives, and that means secrets, things that they know, and it’s not anybody else’s business. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Good. You’re a smart girl.” She giggled. “A guy.”

he sighed. “Sometimes I wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“Why I have these urges. Do I want to be a girl? Is there something wrong with me?”

“Oh, honey. Don’t ever feel that way. Don’t question yourself, just enjoy your uniqueness. That was something that was very difficult for my brother to learn, but when he did he was much happier.”

He drank, and then Ann placed a hand on his, “Do you sometimes fight these urges?”

He nodded, and that didn’t feel too good.

“Well, you shouldn’t. You should explore them.”

“I should?”

“Absolutely. There’s something in you, sounds like it wants to come out, or at least be settled. One way or another…settled. Now how are you going to settle it unless you face it? If you try to run it’ll pursue you. If you try to deny it it will eat you up.”

“Is that why your brother…”

She knew what he was talking about. The gun.

“Yes.”

He was silent then,

“I can help you.”

“What?”

“I can help you. I helped my brother, and I can help you. Whether you want to face it, or…or whatever. I can help you.”

Then she frowned. “But…there’s something you would have to do.”

“What?”

She stood up then, and was in deep thought. She walked out of the main room and into the kitchen. She mixed yet another drink, and sipped it, then sauntered back.

He watched how the robe clung to her figure. God, she was sexy.

She looked up at him and grinned. Then she pulled her robe tight again, and her breast was as if naked. The material was so tight he could see everything.

She came around the couch and stood in front of him. She seemed to have made up her mind and she spoke firmly.

“I can help you, but you have to do what I say. And that includes something that might be a bit uncomfortable.”

“What?”

“I won’t tell you until you agree, until you admit that you need my help.”

“That’s asking me to agree to something without knowing what it is.”

“Yes.”

Her certainty made him blink.

“I don’t see…will it hurt?”

“In the best possible way.”

“I do something and you help me with my…my crossdressing problem, and…” he frowned in thought.

On the surface it was simple, but they were well under the surface.

He was puzzled, but intrigued.

“But, how are you going to help me with my little problem?”

“I’ll work with you. I’ll teach you, like I taught my brother, about fashion and make up. You can hide your clothes in…” she stopped, pursed her lips resolutely, and stood up.

“Come with me.”

She strode out of the room,

His heart pounding, not truly understanding what was happening, Jon followed her.

Ann went to the foyer and turned into the right wing, towards hers and Jon’s father’s bedroom.

The left wall on this corridor was glass and it provided a wonderful view of the pool, the gardens, and the roofs of houses in the distance.

Jon couldn’t help but stare at his step-mother’s buns as she walked. He envied his father, and he pressed his boner bump down. But just pressing on his cock wasn’t going to make it limp.

She entered the master bedroom and went to her dresser. She opened them and turned to Jon.

The master bedroom was no big deal to Jon. He had grown up in this house. He had watched his mouther put on his make up at the vanity that Ann currently used. His father had called him on the carpet here.

But he had never really looked into the dresser.

He had other sources for his underwear fetish, which included filching panties out of the dryer, or even raiding the neighbor’s laundry line. Not that there were many laundry lines in this neighborhood, but he would find swim suits hanging over chairs, lingerie in open boxes in open garages, and so on.

For a boy like him, that was easy pickin’s.

Now he stared into the drawer.

Rows of carefully folded panties. Bras folded so the cups were together.

She opened another drawer. Tummy shapers and a couple of corsets.

Another drawer, nylons and garters.

She opened the boxes atop the dresser. Jewelry. Rings and earrings, bracelets and necklaces. Expensive stuff that glittered and shone.

“You let me work with you and these drawers are open to you. You can wear what you want. And I’ll buy more. I’ll buy lingerie that will fit you.” She plucked a pair of earrings out of one of the wood boxes and went to him.

He trembled as she stood so close to him, her breasts almost totally visible under the hanging robe. His dick actually touched her thigh and she smiled. She put one earring on a lobe. Her tongue was sticking slightly out of the corner of her mouth as she screwed the plate down on his flesh.

He could smell her, she was so close. It was a wonderful, sweet aroma.

“You’ve got a nice dick.”

He jerked his hips back and she laughed. “Leave it there. I like it touching me.” And she put the other earring on him.

She turned him and he looked into the mirror over the vanity.

His lips were red, but need freshening. They had been drinking for a couple of hours and his lipstick was smudged all over his glass rim.

Still, he was very feminine looking. His hair so soft and full. His eyes looked bigger than they were because he was the deer in the headlights, dealing with experiences he had never imagined: a woman making him up.

She reached for a tube of lipstick, placed her hand under his chin and squeezed his lips with her fingers on his cheeks. She painted his lips, and he almost fainted.

She smiled, she knew how his heart was thudding, that he was having trouble breathing.

“This is a better color. I’ll get more cosmetics, stuff that will match your color, your skin. I can put it on a special tray on my vanity. You can come in here every morning and I’ll help you learn. You’ll be beautiful.”

His penis touched her thigh again and he jerked.

“I meant it. i like it touching me.”

He didn’t move. Talk about frozen!

She reached down and gripped him. She moved him so that he touched her, and she said, “I like it. That’s one thing I couldn’t do with my brother. But I can do it with you. But that leads us to that one thing you have to do for me.”

“What?” He was almost crying for joy.

“Come with me.”

She grabbed him down there again. His heart threatened to stop and he felt a bit of pre-cum leak out.

She felt it to, and she turned and smiled at him.

She took him into her walk in closet.

The closet was big. Almost a room in itself, and it was filled.

One wall held her dresses. Expensive dresses. Silky, smooth, stretchy, designed to show off boobs and hips. Portholes for bellies and cleavage and her sides.

Under the dresses were shoes. Athletic shoes, flats, Mary Janes, lots and lots of heels. Heels with open toes, criss cross straps up the calves, boots, and more.

She stood, holding him, and turned to the right. Drawers holding more lingerie. On the top shelf were wigs. A row of coats and jackets, some functional and some for show.

At the back racks of nylons.

“You know I used to act.”

Jon nodded.

“An actor always collects clothes. One never knows when a new part is going to demand a different wardrobe, and…I collected a lot of those clothes.

He was faint, shuddering, and his hips started going back and forth, screwing her hand.

She laughed and let go. “None of that, Jon. At least, not yet. And just to be clear, I’m not going to screw you. In fact, if you do what I say you’ll get all the sex you want, but no sex.”

“Huh?”

“I know. Doesn’t make sense, does it? But it all comes down to one thing: you do that one thing and you’ll be squirting in a minute, and you’ll have a full summer of crossdressing. Your father is going to be gone a lot this summer. He’s working on a deal with the Chinese, and I don’t feel like going and eating all that weird food. I’d like to play with you all summer. And I think you’d learn a lot, and I think you’d like it.”

Would he like it? Holy Lottery Ticket, Batman!

“But, there’s that one thing.”

“The one thing,” he repeated, stunned by what was happening to him.

“Agree to it and we start. Or you can just head back to your room and attend to your friend down there.”

They were face to face, intimate in the confines of the walk in closet. It was like a thousand dresses, representing a crowd, a thousand people, were listening in, and yet…nobody.

“Well?”

Jon had no choice. He was so juiced, so jacked, and he wanted what she was saying, what she was offering. His head bobbed up and down and he gulped loudly.

She smiled, took his penis in her hand and led him out of the closet. He dripped on the carpet as she led him to the table next to the big master bed.

She let go of him, pushed him back on the bed.

She knelt and opened the lowest drawer in the little table. She took out a little box and opened it.

She smiled fondly at what was in the box, then turned to him. She held the box so he could see what was in it, and he gasped and blurted, “Oh, no!”

She nodded and whispered, “Oh, yes.”

Jon reached his hand out, and now it was shaking and he couldn’t control it.

“Oh, no,” he whispered again, and he reached into the box.


Part Two

Jon touched the object and he would swear later that he felt an electric shock zap into his fingers, through his hand, up his arm and straight to his heart.

He lifted the round tube out of the box and handled it. It was the shape of his penis, but slightly larger, and made of clear plastic.

His other hand reached into the box and brought out a ring.

His penis drooled a big glob of pre-cum as he fit the two pieces together and realized what it meant.

It was a chastity. It meant he wouldn’t be able to touch his cock. At all.

He felt faint, but he looked at Ann and his voice was a whisper. “How long?”

“All summer. Even when you’re not in a dress. It will keep your cock down so you can wear a dress like a woman, and, I guarantee…the denial of sex will make you obsess on sex. You won’t be able to stop thinking about your dick. You’ll love it.”

“Did…did your brother wear one of these?”

“That was the one he used. I’ve kept it all these years. It brought me such memories. I also keep the gun he almost shot himself with.” She glanced ast the drawer she had taken the chastity tube out of. “I hate it, but I feel I should keep it to remind me not to be an asshole.”

He couldn’t imagine her as an asshole. But he continued with the conversation. “But you didn’t screw him.”

“No. But when I hold the key, and when you’re looking at me with those pleading, brown eyes, that’s when I get my sex.”

He didn’t understand, and she explained. “Power is like sex. Believe me, honey. We won’t have sex, but we will be having more sex than you ever dreamed of.”

“Okay,” he gave in.

“Put it on.” In her voice there was softness, but a bit of command, also.

He put it down to the bump in his dress. “It’s not going to fit.”

“Then you’ll have to make it fit.”

He could see the excitement in her eyes. She was right, she was getting extremely sexually stimulated.

“Okay.” He stood up.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Not rough, but a command, nevertheless.

And he liked it.

But he was confused. “To my room.”

“Put it on here, where I can see you.”

“But…”

“I can see your dick. I’ve felt it. I’ve held it. There is no more mystery there. Now take off your pretty dress, take off your nice lingerie, and put that chastity tube on.”

Man, now he knew what she wanted. She looked like she was about to have an orgasm. Her eyes were lit up and a light sheen of sweat was on her upper lip.

She licked her lips.

“Now.”

It was surreal, he felt like he was dreaming. He felt like he was outside his skull as he pulled the dress off.

She was sitting on the bed now, and he was standing. He undid his garters and took off his nylons. He rolled them carefully, then laid them over the back of the vanity chair.

He took off his bra, and she watched him as he took out the breast forms and placed them on the bed next to her.

He was naked. His body, so slender, was trembling. His penis was stiff, rigid, the veins showing.

He put the chastity tube down to his cock again, and looked up. “It’s not going to fit!”

“Make it,” she stared at his member as if mesmerized.

He stood there trying to figure out how to put the tube on his engorged cock. He turned it this way and that. He lifted his nuts and examined all possible methods.

But there was no way he was going to be able to put the tube on.

He looked up at her, and now he was feeling a bit of desperation. “I…I…” Then he got it.

He went calm and excited at the same time. The only solution.

“You want me to masturbate.”

She said nothing. Just smiled like a sphinx and watched him.

It was difficult. There was the embarrassment factor, accelerated to mortification.

But there was no other way he was going to get the thing on his dingus.

“Can I go into the bathroom?”

“No.”

“Will you do it?”

“No.”

“Then…then…”

She waited.

His hand was shaking as he put it around his weenie. He took a couple of strokes, and didn’t feel it at all.

He was too wrought up.

He took deep breaths, played with the head, and it got better. After a minute he was stroking.

“Keep your eyes open,” she commanded.

Then: “Look at me.”

He didn’t think he’d be able to. No way he’d be able to summon up the surge of urge that was necessary to do the squirt.

But, as he kept watching her, admiring her beauty, letting her turn him on, he started to feel it.

Still, it was a long way away. He was going to have to overcome a lot of inhibitions.

“Hold your balls,” she suggested.

He did so, and that helped.

“Stroke with one hand and polish the knob with the other.”

He did, and that was when he knew he was going to be able to do it.

She got up and went to her vanity. She picked up a tube of lube and came back to him.

He was grunting, sweating, and his eyes were bulging.

“Here,” she held the tube out and he put his hand out.

She squirted a glob in his hand.

He rubbed his hands together briefly, then went back to work.

She sat on the bed, and now his hands were slippery dippery and it felt like heaven.

He imagined himself in her pussy.

She gave a moan and reached down to her own sex organ. Then she stood up and pulled here panties off.

When she put her fingers into herself that did it. It was too much, over the line, and he gave a mighty groan and spewed.

On the bed Ann followed him, touching herself, fingering herself, rubbing her nipples with her hand.

“I wish I had more hands,” she muttered, then she focused briefly on him, “Not yours.”

And…POW!

She gave a half squeak and fell back. She brought her legs together and made helpless sounds. She was like an innocent, little mouse caught in a trap, but it was a trap she loved.

The tube fit over his penis easily. He snugged it up against the ring, which fit around his package.

“Come here,” she said. “Let me do the honors.”

He stepped up to her and she took over. Her small hands pushed a lock through the device, then she clicked it shut.

Jon looked down at himself.

“Holy, fuck,” he whispered. “I’m in chastity.”

“You are. And I’ve got the key. And I don’t want to ever let you out.”

She stared up at him. She had just cum, but he had never seen a woman so excited in his life.

He felt the cage. His skin pressed against the clear plastic, tried to push through the little portholes on the thing. He groaned. He could feel his weenie trying to get hard. Heck, he had just cum, and look at him!

She smiled, reached out and shook the thing.

“Oh!” he blurted, his excitement coursing through his body. He had whacked off, and he had felt the excitement in his weenie, and his nipples had gotten hard, but that was nothing like this.

The excitement was in his whole body. It was like his whole body was a weenie, stiff and straight, all while his own dingus couldn’t grow.

It pressed against the plastic and it pulled on his balls, but it wasn’t going anywhere. Or, to be precise, it was growing nowhere.

“How do you like it,” she asked, looked up at him, her eyes alive with wicked light.

“It…it hurts. A little.”

“Yeah, just a little, but it hurts so good, doesn’t it.”

He had to nod. He was having trouble speaking.

“Good. then there’s something I’ve been wanting to do.”

She stood up.

He started to ask ‘what,’ but it only came out “Wha—“ Then she was kissing him. Her lips slithered over his, her tongue entered his mouth and he almost fell backwards, but she was prepared. She held him up.

When she was done she backed up and grinned, “That was something else I couldn’t do with my brother.”

“But what about my father?”

“Heck, your father knows I kiss people. He accepted that I was an affectionate, Hollywood type person. He knows I’ll kiss who I want, but I won’t fuck anybody. At least, not without his permission.”

Then came a long moment while they both digested the moment. It was a breakthrough on so many levels, and, finally, she kissed him again. This time he was more aware, not so shocked, and he kissed back, and felt the worm wiggling in the tube.

Oh, God! It felt good!

He had just squirted, and all he wanted to do was squirt!

He moaned and she laughed right into his mouth, then backed away. “Sorry, honey, but I know what you’re feeling.”

“I never thought…this is…I don’t think I can handle it.”

“That’s the great part. You have to. I don’t have a key.”

“What?” He backed up and looked down at his cock. He was totally aghast. She didn’t have a key?”

“Oh, we could probably bust it off, but that’s dangerous. You don’t want some plastic shard sticking you in the weenie or the balls.”

He turned and went to a window and held his caged cock and stared at it.

“Or we could take a sharp pair of shears and try to cut the ring. But one slip and…oops.”

He turned to her, panic and fear in his eyes.

She was laughing. In fact, she was in a mild form of hysterics. She lay back on the bed and held her belly. “Oh, the look on your face.”

“But…then you do…you have a key?”

“Nope. I wasn’t kidding about that. But I don’t want you taking that thing off for the summer.”

“But I have to go back to school! What are we going to do then?”

“Oh, I don’t know. We’ll think about that then. Until then we’ll have fun. Besides, you might like it so much you don’t want to take it off.”

“But I do!”

She got off the bed and came to him and held his imprisoned pecker. She looked down at it and whispered, “You do now, but who knows how you’ll feel later on. She looked up at him, and maybe it was the fact of being imprisoned, being unable to use his cock, not even to jack off, but he was viewing her in new lights.

He was seeing her unbelievable, tremendous beauty.

“Fuck,” he whined.

“No thanks,” she said. “And, I suppose it’s time to get dressed. I’ve been running around half naked all morning.”

She let the robe slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor.

He stood, gobsmacked, and took in her beauty.

A Hollywood person.

A woman who had run with the beautiful people and more than held her own.

Her breasts so firm, perky, and he realized that she was only ten years older than him. Ten years younger than his father.

Her flesh was perfect, in full bloom. Her mouth was, as he knew, extremely kissable. And she was standing right in front of him!

He reached for her, but now she played hard to get. She put a hand on his chest and held him back. “I think I’ll take a shower. How about you?”

“A shower?” he asked dumbly.

She frowned. She moved her hand across his chest. Over his nipples eliciting a moan, but still frowning. “Is that stubble? It is!”

“I shaved,” he stated.

“You should have used Nair. Well, come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She grabbed his package and pulled him into the bathroom. He was like a dumb mule following her.

She took a bottle of Nair out of the medicine cabinet and smeared it on him. She slathered it up and down his legs, over his arms, and onto his torso. She rubbed the hairy places, the armpits and the groin, even though he had already shaved.

“This will slow down regrowth,” she explained.

Then he stood in the shower, waiting, and she sat on the toilet and trimmed her toenails and talked to him.

“Your father isn’t due home until Sunday night, so we can play until then. You did a good job on your toes. Have you ever painted your fingernails? Or put on long fakes?”

“I’ve painted them, but never the fake nails.”

“Oh, goodie,” she raised her head and smiled, then she went back to concentrating on her on tootsies.

“We can really blow it out this weekend. Maybe I’ll even trim your hair. It depends. I don’t want to shock your father.”

“He’s not going to find out, is he?”

“Not to worry. There are things we talk about, but this is not one of them.”

Jon sighed in relief. “This stuff is getting kind of itchy.”

“When it gets hot. Is it itchy hot?”

“No. I mean…not yet.”

“Be patient. Being a woman is always an exercise in patience. How do you keep in such good shape? Your body is so slender and fit.”

“Tennis,” he explained. “And no junk food.”

“Oh, Lord. No junk food. That explains it.”

She was light hearted as she switched to trim the other foot.

“I’m hot.”

“I know you are,” she laughed, standing up. “Let’s cool you down.”

She turned on the cold water and he yelped and tried to hide in a corner, but this was an expensive shower, no place to hide.

The Nair slithered off him. Ann aimed the shower head and made him turn around. “Come on, spread those cheeks.”

He did, and the feel of the cold spray on his button was quite invigorating, to say the least.

Rinsed off, he was pulled out of the shower and Ann ran her hands over his body. “Oh, baby. Now this is nice. your flesh is like a woman’s, soft and tender and ready for…’plucking.’ She emphasized ‘plucking he knew exactly what she meant, even though she had said she wasn’t going to fuck him.

“Hey,” he said, a bit embarrassed.

“Hey, yourself. Enjoy it. Not many men have your skin, let alone your sensitivity.”

She dried him off, used a blow drier on his chastity area, then pulled him into the bedroom and sat him down at her table.

“Oh, boy,” she couldn’t stop grinning.

And, she was still naked. But Jon wasn’t about to complain.

She sat next to him, and whenever she reached for something on the vanity table her breasts brushed his arm or shoulder.

“First, let’s give you some jazzy fingernails.”

“I won’t be able to go out,” he mentioned.

“Oh, you could wear gloves.”

He said nothing. He wasn’t going to go out.

She took her time, holding his hands and prepping each finger. She sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and trimmed.

She selected long ovals and glued them to his fingers.

He stared in wonder as his fingers grew longer, appeared more slender and…and ladylike.

Then she brushed red onto his nails. Neat, even strokes, thick with polish, and the smell filled the room.

She only did three or four strokes per finger, starting at the cuticle and going down to the tip, but the result was a beautiful,  shiny red.

He held up one hand when she was finished and marveled. “I don’t believe it.” He spoke in an awed tone of voice.

“Believe, sweetheart.”

Then she was done. She sat back and smiled as he admired his new talons. “They’re beautiful,” he whispered.

“It only gets better, honey. Are you ready for make up?”

He nodded, and his Adam’s apple rose up and down jerkily.

She turned his chair so he was sitting sideways to her table, then climbed onto his lap.

She laughed and ground her hips down on him, and he groaned as his cock tried to respond, but failed.

Now she could reach for items on the table, and had a perfect seat for applying the cosmetics.

She used little sponges and cleansed his face. He watched as the sponges turned black.

“But I just took a shower!”

“This is what was in your pores.”

“Good Lord.”

She put primer on his face, smoothed it in, hid imperfections and helped make a better canvas.

She applied foundation, then used blush. He was amazed because his skin was now a different color, and the blush really made his face more feminine looking. And she was only started!

“You’ve got to be careful when putting on make up.” She spoke into his face, examining her work closely. “You’ve got to pick the right colors and hues or you’ll look like a monster.” Her breasts were brushing against his chest and she even stopped once and touched her lips to his.

His weenie, of course, was struggling like a shopper at a sale. Trying to get hard, failing, and wanting all the more.

She put on eye liner and he watched the sharp pencil nervously.

Then she put on Mascara and made his eyelashes long and luxurious.

“You have great lashes to begin with,” she muttered. “But this is going to go all the way.”

He sat, and all he could do was feel her breasts brushing against his flesh, breath the air she was breathing, and wish his cock was free.

She had been right. Being confined in chastity was making him hornier than he had ever been.

She brushed a light grey over his eyes. “Later we’ll play with colors, but right now let’s stick to the basics. It’s always a learning procedure.”

He gulped and she stopped and grinned at him. “What’s the matter, Jon?”

“I…I…nothing.”

She laughed and squirmed on him. “Lord, you are making me horny.”

She plucked his eyebrows, but carefully.

“I don’t want to go too far. You’re going to want to present to the world as a man sometimes.”

Jon thought about that. If he could get over the embarrassment, the humiliation, he might want to. He simply liked dressing up. He liked the feeling of lingerie encasing him, the freedom of a dress.

Then he thought: Oh, Lord. The chastity tube encases me. I’m supposed to like that?

She brushed his hair, trimmed it, styled it, then pierced his ears.

“Ow!”

Then he saw the little string of diamonds with a triangle hanging at the bottom. And he felt it when he moved and the earrings brushed against his neck. It was very sexual for such a little piece of jewelry.

“All right,” she said, putting his lipstick on. “I’m going to get some super plumper when your father goes on his big trip. We’re going to give you some lips that can do some serious kissing. We’ll look into permanent make up, too. We can have your eyeliner tattooed on, and maybe get you some breast implants, then—“ She burst into laughter. “You have a very scared look on your face.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Are you ready for lingerie and a dress?”

He nodded, and felt his hair move freely and his earrings tickle his neck.

“Okay, you’re going to like this. Have you ever worn a corset before?”

He shook his head.

“Well, get ready. You don’t have any excess flab, but this will tighten you up and make your hips flare. Your boobs will look better, too. Are you sure you don’t want to get implants?”

“Ann!”

“Just kidding. Sorta. Not.”

She had him lay down on the bed and she slipped the corset on. He grunted when she fastened the hooks, but then she started pulling the ties.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “How am I supposed to breath?”

“Take small breaths, high in your chest.”

He did, and it worked, but he couldn’t believe how tight she was pulling the garment.

When she helped him to his feet and pointed him at the mirror, however, he was stunned. His waist had shrunk and it was like she said, his hips flared out and made his ass look round. His chest was pushed up, and when she put  him a bra and slipped his breast forms in he had a figure more womanly than her! Which didn’t seem possible, but she wasn’t wearing a corset.

“Wow,” she murmured, turning him this way and that and examining him. “This is working out better than I thought.”

“Oh,” he said, gasping a little.

She brought out nylons and rolled them up his legs and fastened them to the straps on the corset.

He was totally female looking.

They went into the closet and began going through dresses. She discussed the pros and cons of various garments, commenting on whether the color or fashion would go with his look, and he felt the material and just that increased his horniness.

He was about to put on a real dress. Something form fitting, not a discard or hand me down of some kind he had found.

She decided on a skirt, pleated, and a pink blouse that pulled over.

She helped him into it, and she had to because he was having trouble bending in the corset.

“How do you do it alone?” he asked.

“Women are more flexible. Besides, I do Yoga. I do it every morning, and now so will you.”

“Will it help my tennis?”

“Absolutely. You’ll be able to do the splits when you smack that ball back over the net.”

The thought of him doing the splits, especially dressed as he was, made him giggle, which made her smile.

“If you were a little younger you’d be like a daughter.”

which comment made him think. He wasn’t younger, so what was he? A sister?

And that made him think of what he was to her as a man. If not a son, then…hmm.

Finally, the final touch, she helped him into real high heels.

They were expensive, black, open toes to show off his toenails.

His feet slipped into the heels and he stood up and was suddenly three inches taller.

And he felt a million miles taller.

He looked down at his step-mother.

She quickly got some heels and matched his height.

They stood, face to face, grinning, and she kissed him. Placed a hand on his jaw and chewed on his lips.

His peeny was going crazy. It had been crazy all afternoon, but this was the ultimate and living end. To be a woman, and to be made love to by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

Well, not completely made love to, but the excitement, his imagination went all the way.

She hugged him then. They just stood, body to body, and he was shivering. But she held on, and suddenly he was crying.

“Don’t do that!” she panicked and grabbed tissues and blotted the tears as they came out. “Don’t ruin it!”

It took him a moment, but he finally stopped, and she relaxed.

“Lord. We don’t need a rainy day right now. Come on.”

“Where?” he asked as she led him down the hallway.

“ Have another drink, dance a little, talk about you.”

In the kitchen he just stood there, looking at himself in the kitchen window, his face, and he was totally happy.

She made the drinks and they sashayed out to the main room.

They sat on the couch and she showed him how to sit with his legs curled up under him.

They sat close together, and chatted, and she stopped every once in a while and kissed him.

Then he thought she was going to cry. But real women, having experienced female hormones, are better at holding their emotions in check. At least in that area.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I was just thinking about my brother.”

“Where is he?”

She sighed. “He eventually got married, but his wife couldn’t handle it, so they’re divorced. One kid, and he has to be a man all the time or he won’t get to see his daughter.”

“Wow.”

“But that’s the way it is with people like…like him.” She stared directly at him. “Like you.”

Her intentness was almost frightening.

“We’re having fun now, and I’m glad. But it’s a judgmental world, and you’ll likely have to make decisions. Many women are accepting of men like you, but many aren’t. You’ll have to find one who likes you for who you are. Or…” she paused a moment, “…you could find a man.”

That made Jon jerk. “I don’t want a man. I have no interest in being gay.”

“I didn’t think so, but we need to talk over everything. We can’t turn you out all feminized and not prepared.”

“I haven’t thought about girl friends.”

“I know. Your secret. But now that you’ve embraced it, and now that it isn’t a secret, at least with me, you can start considering. You probably have a pool of women in college that are interested in you.”

“There are a few who seemed enamored by athletes, even tennis players,” he admitted.

“Then you’ll have to figure out how to approach them, how to present as a man, and find out if they are amenable to the idea of a man who is into feminization.”

“Just the thought scares me.”

“It scared Billy, my brother, that is his name. But we talked, I advised, and we worked our way through the maze of courtship.”

“So how did he wind up with a girl who didn’t approve?”

“That is a mystery. I met her, several times, and we even discussed it a bit. In the end I’m wondering if she’s some kind of gold digger. Billy was doing well in the stock market.”

Jon blurted, “But you’re not a gold digger.”

She laughed, sipped some alcohol, and said, “I made a fair chunk of change when I was acting. I never made it to the big time, but I had enough money. When I met your father I was more concerned with compatibility, with finding somebody who loved me for me, and not as a meat puppet he could screw.”

“A meat puppet to be screwed. Gawd. That sounds so crude.”

“Real life often is. The trick is to hold to the high ground when the rest of the world is in the shitter.”

They smiled, and he made the drinks.

They talked through the evening, skipping dinner, and Jon felt freer and freer. Except for his cock, of course.

Ann noticed his discomfort and found great amusement in it.

“You’ll learn to love it. Billy did. But it takes a few weeks.”

“A few weeks,” his voice actually squeaked, and she almost spit up a bit of her bourbon.

Then she reached under his dress and held his testicles.

“God, I love testicles,” she whispered.

Dusk was outside and the room was growing darker. She leaned against him, pulled his hand around to cup her breasts.

He felt them, and she sighed.

They weren’t totally drunk, but they were super pleasantly high.

They sat and the darkness encroached.

Every once in a while she would bend her head back and he would kiss her.

Then she squirmed around, unfastened her bra and had him brush his finger pads across her nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” she finally cried out. She turned and squatted on the sofa and stared at him. “Why did you have to wear a chastity device?”

“But…but…”

She launched herself on him.

She felt him under his dress. She cupped his breasts like they were real, and she pressed her mouth against his.

“Don’t you understand how horny this makes me?”

“I…I guess.”

“You don’t!”

She was gripping his hair and pulling his mouth to hers, then pushing him away.

“I’ve got the power. I control your penis. But I can’t fuck it! You think I don’t know how that chastity is effecting you?”

Then he understood.

As her words broke upon him, as he realized that she might possibly be as horny as him, she got off the couch. She pulled him to his feet.

“Where are we going?”

Her hand under his skirt, stopping to kiss him every few steps, she led him down the corridor to the master bedroom.

“I hate to sleep alone when your father is gone.” Her words were almost a fierce cry. “So you’re going to sleep with me. And you’re going to get me off.”

“But I can’t get off!”

“That’s the best part!” And she pulled him into the darkness of the big bedroom.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminizing My Boyfriend!

I think I wanted to be a lesbian!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

The world is moved by horny women.

Oh, men do some nifty things. They invent things like windshield wipers and atom bombs. They take out the garbage.

But when it comes to really getting things done…women!

They raise the kids, the make the dinner, they screw the fool…and wish the fool could last long enough to please her.

Oh, it’s true!

Do you know how many women have told me that they fact orgasms?

Do you know how many women, after their husbands have rolled off them, wait for the goof to sleep so they can go to the bathroom and tickle out a satisfying ending?

Lots.

So this is the story of a woman who has had enough, and who decides to get things done.

And, man, does she do it!

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

“Men cum too soon.”

Liz lay back, disappointed, and Josh rolled off her.

“Sorry,” he said, but he wasn’t.

Heck, he had just gotten his rocks off. What was there to be sorry about?

Liz was a beautiful girl. Early twenties and filled with life. Her breast were full and perky. They hadn’t had time to sag, and she didn’t even need a bra.

Her eyes were light grey, very pale, and easy to set off with mascara and shadow. Her nose was a button, and her complexion was smooth and silky.

Her only problem was that she couldn’t get a good orgasm.

Josh lay on his back, his pecker sagging and his eyes closed. He loved Liz, and not just because she was a good lay. Lately, however, she had been saying weird things. Men came too soon. What the hell was that all about?

She turned on her side and her large breasts pushed towards him. “We have to do something, or we’re done.”

“What?” squeaked Josh.

He was a handsome fellow, had a pretty good dick, nothing spectacular, but it was big enough to make him happy.

“I mean it. We lay down and you grunt and groan and a minute later you’re all done, and where does that leave me?”

“Well, yeah, but…women just take longer.”

“So you need to take longer.”

“I’m trying to last,” he whined. “But you’re just too good.”

“Okay. Since you are filled with self serving excuses and a heaping helping of bull squat…I’m going to have to have multiple men.”

“What?” He sat up and stared at her.

She lay back on her back, folded her arms, which made her breasts really stand up. That she was still horny was obvious. Her breasts had a tendency to blush when she was turned on, and if that wasn’t a clue then the rigidity of her nipples certainly was.

“If I turn you on then the least you could do is turn me on.”

“I do turn you on!”

“Not enough to get me off.”

“But, honey! I love you! You can’t be talking about going out with other men!”

She turned her head towards him, her mouth was set and determined.

“Why not? If a guy goes out with multiple women then he’s a stud. People look up to him. If a woman goes out with multiple partners people say she’s a slut. Is that fair?”

“But that’s…the world is….you can’t…”

She sat up suddenly, ‘flounced’ to a sitting position. “So we’re changing the rules. From here on women can go out and sample the goods. We can screw who we want and we’re the studs. And if you go out and screw somebody…you’re a slut!”

“Honey! Don’t be that way!”

But Liz was that way. She had made up her mind, and she was determined to change the way the world was.

She got out of bed. Her pussy itched with lust. Her breasts burned with desire. Her cunt wanted to be fill licked, sucked and filled.

She slipped on her panties, and Josh sat on the side of the bed.

“Liz. This is foolish. What if you get a dread disease? What if you get something that’ll make your pussy all puss-ey?”

“Then you can enjoy a puss-ey pussy, or wear a rubber.”

“But I don’t want to wear a rubber!”

“So don’t fuck me.”

She fastened her bra by putting her hands behind her back, which made her boobs stick far out.

Josh gulped. He had just dumped his load, but the sight of her stupendous mammaries made him weak.

“I tell ya, Josh. It’s not your fault, or maybe it is, but is there any reason in the world that I shouldn’t be sexually satisfied?”

She pulled on her dress, buttoned it up the front. She left the top button undone and her cleavage was really quite spectacular. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon.

“Well, can’t you wait? Can’t we work on this? Talk it out?”

“Ha!” she found a heel under the bed and put it on. She was searching for the other one and she remarked, “Talking is going to get me off? I think not!”

She found her other shoe and put it on.

“But, honey! We were going to get married!”

Liz headed for the bathroom with her purse. She repaired her make up and rolled on the red. As she focused on her lips she mumbled, “So you’re not going to marry me if I sleep around. That’s just what I’m talking about. It’s a double standard! You can’t have it both ways.”

“But it’s different.”

She stood in the bathroom door and put one hand on her hip. She flung her hair back and brushed it with her fingers. “It’s different because you’re a possessive asshole and want to own me, to treat me like you own me.”

“I do not!”

“But you don’t deny you’re an asshole! Ha!”

“Look! I don’t boss you around and tell you what to do. We have a good relationship.”

“And it’s about to get better.”

With that Liz came to the bed, laid a big smackeroo on him, then she pushed his face back. “See ya when I’m satisfied.”

And she was out the door.

There is a huge difference between talking the talk and walking the walk. Liz realized this before she made it to the bottom of the stairs.

She frowned. Josh was a catch, and maybe she was in love, but it was hard to tell when her cunt ached and wanted a bit more. A lot more.

And could she be in love if they weren’t compatible? That was something to think about.

She headed for her car and got behind the wheel, still deep in thought.

To fuck or not to fuck, that is the question.

She headed down the street, and what had seemed so plain and simple while talking to Josh was actually rather sticky and complex.

Ten minutes later she was walking into a liquor store. She had bourbon at home, but not Coke, and she could always use ice.

She headed for the back wall, opened a door and took out a six pack. She walked up the aisle towards the counter and just as she stepped into the area in front of the counter she heard: “PUT YOUR FUCKING HANDS UP!” Followed by “GIMME ALL YOUR MONEY!”

A skinny black man with a ski mask was standing in front of the counter. He gripped a black revolver tightly and his arm was extended like a pipe towards the terrified kid behind the counter.

The kid, his hands up and shaking, burbled, “I just put the money in the safe! There’s only a couple of bucks!”

“GIMME THE MONEY OR I’LL SHOOT!” The black robber was also shaking. He might be a robber, but he was a piss poor, scared one.

“But there—“

“Hold it!” Liz blurted.

The counter man’s head pivoted towards her. His eyes were so wide they looked white.

The robber swung around and pointed the gun at her.

Fuck! Looking down the barrel of a gun was like looking down a drain pipe. She could imagine the bullet coming out, a big bazooka sized missile, smacking right into her pretty, little forehead.

“WHO ARE YOU!”

Then it came out of her. Her life was on the line, and people rise to the occasion.

“Look. He has no money, but I have something you want.”

There was a brief moment of confusion, of licked lips, of recalculating and trying to make the best out of a bad deal.

“WHAT?”

“Me. I’ll fuck you.”

Now the robber was looking back and forth between her and the counterman. His head ratcheting back and forth like it was spring loaded.

Very carefully Liz stepped forward and to the side. She didn’t want the counterman to try anything, and she certainly wasn’t about to try anything.

Of course, she was already trying something that was…a bit bizarre.

“Look, if you pull that trigger they’ll throw you in jail for life, if they don’t barbecue your ass first. But if you lower that gun I’ll leave with you, and you can fuck me. There’s no bullet holes, the counter guy isn’t going to call anybody because he doesn’t want to endanger me, who’s saving his ass.”

“CAMERAS!”

“Cameras don’t work, man,” yelped the counter guy. “They’re just for show.”

“Besides, you’ve got a mask, and if anybody asks you…you were just waving your brother’s toy pistol around. Even the counter guy accuses you, I’ll say you didn’t try to rob anybody. Now, come on. Do you want to spend the rest of your life in jail? Maybe end up with grill marks on your ass? Or do you want to put your dick in my lily white pussy?

The robber licked his lips. His tongue was big and pink and his teeth flashed, even and white.

“Come on, dude! Be a man and fuck me!”

That broke him. The would be robber lowered the pistol. “Come on.”

Liz hurried. As she passed the counter she held up the six pack of Coke and the ice for the counter man to see. He nodded, and she could see him starting to collapse inside.

The fear was leaving, but it would be replaced by a bone deep exhaustion.

She hoped he wouldn’t call the cops.

She pushed through the front door and the robber was right behind her.

“Come on,” he yelled, and he led the way around the corner of the building.

That was the moment Liz could have run for it. but she didn’t. She followed him, suddenly aware of how stupid this all was.

Behind the building was a rust red 67 Chevy. It was idling, and it sounded like it was only firing on some of the cylinders.

The robber held the door for her and she jumped across the big front seat and held onto the Coke.

He got in the car and drove.

They drove through the city, hurrying through red lights, running stop signs.

“Go slow,” she suggested, having trouble breathing, astounded at her audacity. Maybe if she hadn’t been so horny she wouldn’t have tried something like this.

He slowed down.

“Take off your mask.”

“Why? So you can identify me?”

He wasn’t yelling now, and his voice was actually pleasant. He did have a ghetto accent. He was the kind of black who said ‘Aks me’ instead of ‘ask me.’

“No. So the cops won’t think you’re a burglar. Besides, I came with you of my own volition.”

“Vostition,” he said, frowning under the mask. He obviously didn’t understand the word.

He pulled the mask off his head.

“Can you put the gun somewhere?”

He looked at her, at the glovebox, thought about just sliding it into the seat between the seat and the backrest, then he put it into a side panel.

He drove, and slowly calmed down.

He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t handsome according to white attitudes. He was probably pretty good looking by black standards.

His lips were thick and his nose spread out a bit. He was intelligent, but he didn’t seem school smart.

After a dozen blocks he seemed to come to himself; he began driving as if he had a destination in mind.

“Where we going to do this?” asked Liz.

“Do what? Oh, that. Yeah.”

She realized that he was inexperienced. Really, he was just a kid. Probably 18 years old, maybe 19, maybe had a girlfriend once or twice, but when he wasn’t yelling things he sounded a bit shy.

“Do you have a big dick?”

He looked at her, his movements jerky. He was trying to figure her out, and he wasn’t making any headway.

“Yeah.”

“Can I feel it?”

“You mean now?”

“Yeah.”

A long moment while he tried to figure out whether there was a trick in all of this.

Finally: “Yeah.”

She moved towards him and he jerked. she moved slower. She reached out her hand and put it in his crotch.

His jeans were tight and she could feel his sausage running down the inside of his thigh.

“Damn!” she whispered. “If I’d known you were that big I would have let you shoot the clerk.”

He couldn’t help the splurt of laughter that bubbled out of him. “Damn, girl.”

“Okay, where we gonna do this?”

He looked at her, but said nothing. Yes. Shy.

“I don’t have all night, and I’m feeling really horny right now. So can we find an alley, or a park bench or something and get this done? You aren’t going to cum too fast, are you?”

“Don’t know about that. I ain’t had no white woman.”

She held in a chuckle. He hadn’t had much of any woman.

“Why you want to rob that store, anyway? You’re smart. You could go to school, maybe even try for a part in Hollywood.”

“Me? Hollywood? Who buttered up your tongue?”

“No. I’m not kidding. You aren’t movie star handsome, but you have personality.” Then she snickered. “Maybe you could play the part of a liquor store hold up man.”

He blinked at that, then he started to chuckle.

“Hey! Turn down the next street.”

He did, and they were running between two warehouses. Long ones, and there wasn’t but a couple of cars on the street.

“Pull over here.”

He did, and turned in his seat and moved back against his door. He stared at her and his hands were shaking.

“What are you scared of?” she asked as she took off her blouse.

They were illuminated by a dim streetlight and that gave the car an otherworldly feel.

“Why you doing this?” He asked.

“My boyfriend can’t last. I need a good fuck. You gonna get your dick out?”

Oddly, he wasn’t. He was just so freaked out by the night he didn’t know what to do. He had no sense about him.

She reached under her dress and pulled her panties off.

He stared. He had never seen white woman’s cunt before.

“Heysoos,” she muttered and reached for his crotch.

He wasn’t too shell shocked to stop her from unbinding his python, and the big snake uncoiled.

“Fuck,” she whispered, holding the hardening thing in her hand. “If this doesn’t do it nothing will.”

It grew and grew, and she held it and jacked it and the man groaned. Then Liz got up on the bench seat and draped herself over the backseat.

She hadn’t removed her blouse, only undid the buttons, and her breasts hung out between the lapels. They were big and juicy and the man’s eyes widened.

“Well?” Come on!” She tossed back over her shoulder.

He climbed on top of her and he was clumsy. But now he was horny. Now he could feel the blood pulsing through his long dong. Now his lust overcame all sense of fear or nervousness.

“I’m wet,” she said. “Just put it in.”

He did, and it felt like a train trying to go into a tunnel that was too small. It forced her open. There was pain, but it was quickly replaced by the most incredible feeling of fullness she had ever had.

“Oh, damn!” she moaned.

Once started he was a force to be reckoned with. He made a fapping sound as he slammed into her, and she could feel his big balls swaying and banging against her thighs.

He moved faster and faster, and suddenly, as she adjusted to his size, she heard, and felt, a PHHHT.

“Fuck!” He said, and pulled out.

“Hey! Get back in there!”

But he was leaning his butt against the dash.

“I ain’t fucking no bitch who farts on my dick!”

“That was just a quiff! Air that is trapped and squeaks out.”

“Well, you can squeak on somebody else. That’s shit, bitch! You just shat on me!”

He was stuffing his still hard penis back into his pants.

She turned and grabbed his shirt front and kissed him.

He was startled, but adamant. He pushed her away and slid behind the wheel.

“Get out, bitch!”

“Hey! Take me back to the liquor store!”

“I ain’t. You’d get me arrested. Maybe for fuckin’ a white woman.”

She tried to pulled his hands off the wheel, she reached for his groin, but he slapped her hands away and forcefully shoved her against the side door.

It was a good shove and the back of her head struck the window and she saw stars.

“Now get out!”

“But I need to cum!” she mumbled, coming to herself.

“The hell!” Then he said something, and why he said it would forever be a mystery. Maybe it was the best insult he could think of. Maybe they were connected on some deep level of psyche. Maybe his mother dropped him on his head when he was a baby. But he said, “You need a woman, bitch.”

He reached across and pulled the door handle.

The door opened under her leaning weight and she fell out of the car. Right on her ass.

“Oof!”

She turned the key in the ignition and the car Rrrred, but didn’t start.

She got up and rubbed her fanny. Her tits were hanging out and she had no panties, and…she felt so damned empty.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, then she started to get mad. “You’re a lame ass fuck! You’re about as good a fucker as you are a robber!”

He turned the key and the engine caught and roared. He cast a bleak look on her. “At least I don’t shit on people!”

“That was a quiff!” she screamed.

He slammed the car into gear and the tires threw gravel, then caught. The sudden forward motion made the door swing shut, and Liz stood there in disbelief. The last thing she heard was the black wannabe robber yell, “Fuck you! Bitch!”

Then the car was turning on the street and the tail lights disappeared.

Liz stood. She was partially in shock. She looked around.

It was not a good neighborhood. Fortunately, it was a working neighborhood, lot of warehouses, and there weren’t any people around.

She buttoned her blouse and took stock of herself.

Her tits were exposed. That bastard had her panties. Her pussy was moist and a little puffy from the size of his cock.

She snorted. Stupid idiot didn’t even know what a quiff was. Then she had a thought: she didn’t even know his name.

He had fucked her. Even though he didn’t squirt in her, he had had his penis in her, so he had fucked her.

She sighed, and she began walking towards the street. He was ignorant. He wasn’t dumb, just ignorant. But, God, what a dick he had had.

Just before she reached the street she stepped into the shadows and felt herself down there.

Yes, she was moist all right. And it felt like she was swollen. But what she really was was horny.

She turned on the corner and headed for a busy street a half mile up the road.

It was a lonely walk, and she thought about her boyfriend. And her wannabe, black lover.

Well, she had screwed somebody besides Josh, but it hadn’t done her any good. She was so fucking horny she would have fucked a fence post.

Lucky for the fences, there weren’t any.

What would Josh think of her going out and getting a strange cock? Would he be mad? Probably. But if he didn’t want to get mad then he should have screwed her properly. He should have…and it came into her mind.

You need a woman.

That was what that bastard had yelled at her.

Her mind leaped into a sequence of images. Women screwing women. Oddly, she pictured them with dicks, plowing into women.

But how did they decide which woman had the dick?

Oh, strap ons. She had seen them only in advertisements on the web when she and Josh had gone looking for porn.

But…a strap on…hmm. Either woman could wear one. So…what? Did they flip a coin to see who got to wear the dick?

And, thinking this, totally engrossed in the images in her mind, her pussy became wetter.

She realized this and stopped.

She had felt a little niggle of excitement when the robber had told her she needed a woman.

Why had he said that?

Did he see something in her?

What did he see?

Sometimes strangers can see deeper into a person’s character than familiar friends.

Was that it?

Had he blurted a truth he had seen that was so deep in her soul that she didn’t see it?

Her thighs were wet now, and she could feel the skin sliding, lubricated by her moisture.

Fuck!

Good thing she was wearing a dress. Otherwise she’d have a big wet spot on her.

She turned onto the next street. Cars passed, a few assholes honked, and one sad fellowed yelled out, “I got your cock right here!”

Yeah. Well he could keep his cock. It was probably a small one, anyway.

Up ahead was an all night store and she walked into it.

It was a scabby, little place. The shelves sagged with candy and female products and canned goods. There was a lot of dust accumulated in corners. The lights in the refrigerators blinked. Even the beer, of which there was a lot, looked old and tired.

On the left, behind a cage made out of bullet proof glass, was a kid with a scraggly mustache. He had seedy eyes and a glum expression, and he stared at her.

Stared with no shame.

There was an open nudie magazine on the counter in front of him, and she realized he had probably been beating his meat.

“Hey, do you have a phone?”

He shook his head. His eyes stared at the front of her blouse. She realized, in the light of the store, that she had mismatched the buttons.

She undid them, rebuttoned them.

“Well, you’ve got a cell phone, don’t you?”

He nodded.

“Can you make a call for me?”

He shook his head.

“Come on! I’m alone out here and I need to get home. Just one call!”

Now he didn’t even shake his head. He just looked at her, a slab of face, not ugly, but with eyes that glittered and kept roaming over her blouse.

She looked down. Shit. Her bra was flimsy and her nipples were stiff.

Of course they were. She had been fucked and cum in and had not cum herself. Then that stupid robber had poked his massive monster in her, and left her wanting.

She was horny, and horny results in stiff nipples, and… “You want to fuck me?”

The glittering eyes blinked slowly, and his tongue came out and wiped his lips.

He wasn’t ugly, just young and dumb.

And full of cum.

Oh, fuck. She didn’t want him squirting in her!

“But no cumming. You pull out and squirt on the floor. You got that?”

He nodded.

“And then you call my boyfriend.”

“Yeah.” Glory! He had actually said something!

She walked around the side of the cage to the door and waited.

That was a moment. He wasn’t supposed to let anybody into the cage. He wasn’t supposed to leave the cage. But he had a woman offering to fuck him!

Sex always wins over common sense, and he opened the door.

She squeezed past him, looked around, glanced at the door, frowned.

Oh, well. She lifted her dress and bent over the counter. And looked at the nudie mag.

The kid was a fumbler. Probably never had a good piece of ass in his life. He fumbled with his pants. He fumbled with his underwear. He fumbled with his skinny, little dick.

Meanwhile, life was changing for Liz. She was staring at the nudie magazine.

Big breasted women. Nekkid. Legs spread. Men looked at these magazines and got turned on.

He fumbled with her pussy, trying to figure out which hole to put it in, no doubt.

—and suddenly she understood why men liked these mags. The big boobs. The red lips. The skinny waists.

Bent over like she was.

He finally managed to insert his dingus, and it was pathetic. It was only four or five inches, and thin.

She felt it, but it wasn’t particularly exciting.

Especially since she had just had the black kid’s monster cock in her.

Talk about paling by comparison!

And she kept looking at the magazine.

The kid pounding away. Grunting and slobbering. No thought about her pleasure, just grunting like a hound in heat.

A male hound.

The black kid yelling that she wanted a woman.

The woman in the nudie magazine looking up so happily.

The women in the mag were displaying, and getting pounded, and she wanted to be pounded, but she was trapped by a skinny-dicked, pimple-faced kid—God, she hoped he didn’t squirt in her—and the women getting pounded, something was happening in her head. Something was juxtaposing. Things were shifting.

The big boobed women, laughing at her from the pages of the slick papered mag.

The black kid yelling his supposed insult: you want a woman!

The kid hammering and slobbering and drooling, a moron if ever there was one.

And she was putting up with morons?

And the women in the mags were looking at her, almost as if asking her to make a decision.

Then she turned a page, and….and…lesbians.

Women on women. A small section in the back of the mag for those idiot fellows who got off on woman on woman action.

“Fu-u-u…unh…unh…unh…”

She spun, his dick dislodged and was still squirting.

I told you not to squirt in me!

“Unh…unh…”  He stood and his eyes were glassy as the semen pumped on her legs, on the floor.

Enraged, disgusted, Liz couldn’t help herself. She kneed the moron in the groin.

His nuts were hard when her knee struck them. But they felt a little squooshy afterwards..

Sexual satisfaction was replaced by pain, and the idiot clerk fell the floor, curled up and held himself.

Liz saw his cell phone. It was sitting on a shelf under the cigarette display. She picked it up and poked in Josh’s number.

It rang, for a moment she was afraid Josh wasn’t going to answer, then the sleepy voice groaned. “What the fuck.”

Not a question, just a guttural nonsense poured out by a man who was sleeping.

But, then, weren’t all men sleeping?

“Josh. You need to come pick me up.”

“Liz?”

“No. Dorothy. I’m in Oz.”

He was silent for a moment, then realized she was being sarcastic.

“Oh. Okay, I’ll be right over.”

“WAIT! I’m not at home. I’m at a liquor store…” she toed the kid on the ground. “What’s the address.”

“ 145 Lincoln.” he groaned.

“145 Lincoln.”

“Okay, give me—“

She hung up.

She looked down at the kid. “I can’t believe you left your slime in me! What? Do you want me to have kids? Morons like you?”

“Please, lady,” he groaned. He was pale and looked about to barf. He had long hair and it was lank and laying half over his face.

She took a half pint of cheap liquor off the back shelf.

“You owe me for cumming in me,” she rasped.

She left the cage, grabbed a six pack of Coke, and wished she had ice.

She walked out the front door and sat on the edge of a brick planter. She emptied half a can of Coke and replaced it with whiskey. She tilted the can and sucked big, then, the whiskey burning her throat even as a the Coke cooled it, she looked at the bottle. Seagram’s Seven. Huh! Not bad for cheap shit.

She took another big glug and felt the warmth settle in.

And she thought.

Josh couldn’t satisfy her. The big, nameless black kid might have been able to, if he knew the difference between a fart and a turd. The kid in the liquor store…she snorted.

She had once heard a friend make the remark about an ex-boyfriend. ‘If he had a dick he wouldn’t know what to do with it.’

She had laughed hilariously at the time, but now she understood.

Men.

They want to poke and squirt, and see ya later.

At least Josh loved her.

Heck, he was like a little puppy dog with his love.

But, the drawback, he had a dick and didn’t know what to do with it.

The door to the liquor store opened and the skinny kid poked his head out.

“What? You want another kick in the nuts?”

He closed the door without comment. She guessed he didn’t.

She sat and watched the occasional car pass. It was getting late. It was a bit nippy, and her pussy, pantie-less and dripping with the kid’s goo, was getting chilled.

So weird. She had a hot pussy and it was getting cold.

She sighed, and Josh drove up.

“Liz? Are you okay?”

She got into the car and he stared at her.

“I’m fine.”

“What happened? I thought you were going home?”

“I was, but I got hijacked.”

“What?”

“Hijacked?”

“I stopped at the liquor store near my place to pick up some Coke. Some idiot came into rob it. He was waving a gun around and I had to defuse the situation.”

“You? What did you…how did you do that?”

“I offered to fuck him.”

“What?” Josh’s voice was a squeak.

“Oh, don’t worry. He didn’t cum in me.”

“What? He did what? He didn’t cum…I don’t…”

Josh blathered on and she sat back against the passenger door and watched him.

He was sweet. And he was stupid, but not as stupid as the men she had met tonight.

And he was gentle. Way too gentle for a man. Until he got to screwing, at least. Then he turned into a raving lunatic. Grunt, grunt. Cum, cum. Ahhh.

Idiot.

It was true. Men had two heads, and only one worked. Unfortunately, it was the head between their legs.

“Honey! Do we have to take you to a hospital? Should we call the cops? Should we—”

She leaned across the street and put her hand over his mouth. He stopped talking, though his eyes got a little bulgy.

She moved forward until her face was right in front of him.

“Honey, I’ve just gone through a traumatic experience. I want to go home and go to sleep, and then we have things to discuss.”

“Discuss? What?”

“Well, for one, having been so traumatized, I probably won’t feel like sex for a while.”

He gulped. Silly man.

“But I’ll get over it, and then we’ll have a real party.”

“You…we will?”

“Oh, yes.”

She sat back and watched him.

He put the car in gear and drove, and she imagined what he would look like if he was a girl.

Hmm.


Part Two

Liz went home and slept. After getting herself off.

She slept late, and when she got up she went straight to the computer. She began looking up things like ‘should women want women,’ and ‘how to make a man last in bed.’

Surprisingly, it didn’t take long at all to explore the issue. It seemed that everybody on the net wanted to say the same things, and explain how different their opinions were.

That was okay.

She made a list of items to consider. Some of which she wanted to discuss with Josh, and some of which she wasn’t interested in his opinion. After all, as a man he was extremely guilty of thinking with the wrong head.

She researched through lunch, and when she finally realized she was hungry Josh called.

“How you doing?”

“I need lunch. You’re buying.”

“Oh. Uh…okay.”

“See you in ten.”

Then she sat back and wondered at herself.

She had always been a little pushy with Josh, but since the adventures of the previous night she was…she was out of patience. That was the only way to describe it.

Ten minutes later Josh was stumping up the stairs. He rang and she yelled, “Come in!”

He entered, a cautious smile on his face.

“Are you okay?”

“Stop asking that. Take your pants off.”

Josh, a man, lost no time in losing his trousers and underpants.

Liz tossed him a pair of her panties. “Put these on.”

Josh caught the dainty item and held it up.

White. A bit stretchy. It was going to be a butt hugger. Which was fine if it was her butt.

“Why?” he complained.

“Don’t ask!” she warned. She put the back of her hand across her forehead as if she was swooning and said, “I’ve had a traumatic experience.

Confused, but concerned for his girlfriend, Josh stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

She looked at him critically.

“You need to shave your legs.”

“I’m not going to shave my legs!”

“No, you’re not. You need to use Nair. And I want you to start using some of my body cream.”

She handed him a bottle of sweet smelling goo.

“I’m not going to put that on my body!”

She stepped up to him. Inches from his face, her lips red, and they would always be red from here on out because men were suckers for red lipstick, and said, “This will help me get over the traumatic experience.”

“Oh.” And he was beaten.

She wondered how much of that was concern for her, and how much of that was the result of his pecker suddenly shooting out.

She took the panties back. “You don’t get to wear these until you Nair your legs. Your whole body. Except for your hair, of course.”

She ran her fingers through his locks and smiled. She had always preferred him with long hair. Was this part of her whim for a woman?

“I don’t—“

“Now get dressed. Stuff that big, fat sausage back into your pants and let’s go eat.”

He grinned. He had a big, fat sausage.

Liz almost burst out in laughter.

They ate at a hole in the wall restaurant. One of those downtown things that opens for breakfast and closes after lunch. She had a late breakfast, and while she ate she explained the facts of life to Josh.

“Josh,” she said as she chewed on the end of a sausage, “You’re going to have to change for me.”

“I am?”

Josh had heard that women tended to change men, but he had never encountered this feature.

“Yes. I am now terrified of men. I was so abused last night. Did I tell you the kid at the liquor store raped me?”

“He did!”

Josh stood up, his face turned into a mottled red sort of rage.

“Sit down. It’s done, and I don’t want to go there again.”

“Oh.”

He was still mad, but he eventually sat.

Liz continued. “Now, I am terrified of men.”

“You are?” He was confused. She didn’t seem that scared.

“I’m even scared of you, so we have to make you into something I’m not afraid of.”

Josh was blinking, trying to keep up with her rapid fire conclusions. Since he was used to using the wrong head he wasn’t have much luck.

“Yes. We need to make you sweet, and soft, and cuddly.”

“Is that why you had me put on those panties?”

She smiled. “I knew you’d understand.”

But he didn’t understand. But…but at least she wasn’t mad at him, like she had been last night for squirting too soon.

“So we’re going to start out with lingerie. I’m going to have you wear some of my stuff.”

“What?” His voice sounded like a mouse complaining to a cat whose paw held his tail to the floor.

“Oh, not a lot,” she lied. “Just panties. Maybe nylons.” And a bra and a corset and…and…and…

“Well, I don’t know if I can—“

“Oh, Josh. Don’t you love me?”

“Well, yeah! Of course I Do!”

“And don’t you want me to get over this terrible aversion I have to fucking?”

“Of course!” He was aghast. Of course he wanted to fuck her again.

She reached under the table and slipped her hand onto his crotch.

SPROING!

“Don’t you want me to want this nice, huge, juicy, hunk of man meat again?”

“Oh, honey!” he gulped.

“Then you’re going to have to do this for me.”

And so the trap was sprung.

They arrived at her apartment and Liz smiled, and said she was too scared to even kiss him, but somehow she managed to kiss him, and to even touch the front of his bulging pants.

So he allowed her to put Nair all over him, and he rinsed all his hair off, and he looked at the drain sadly as his little curlies swirled and disappeared.

Stepped out of the shower and she massaged some sort of sweet smelling cream into his flesh, and she even kissed him and stroked him and whispered, “Oh, Josh. You’re going to make me so happy!”

The panties did not fit. Not well at all. His balls hung out of the center strip. His dick didn’t know whether to point up or down, and it felt funny to have half his fanny exposed.

He wondered whether anybody would detect panty lines.

“Oh, that’s beautiful,” Liz sighed. “Here.” She handed him a bra.

The bra actually wasn’t hers. It belonged to a friend who had stayed for a few days, and left a couple of articles underwear. Fortunately, her friend wasn’t large in the chest area.

Josh stared at the flimsy garment. The cups were much smaller than Liz’s, and it might fit, but…a bra?

“Put your arms through the straps and I’ll fasten it in the back.”

Nervously, actually shaking a bit, and wondering why his dick was so hard, Josh followed her instructions. The straps went on, she adjusted them, then fastened the clasp in the back.

He felt silly. He felt like a horse wearing the wrong size saddle. Yet, there was a tremor of sexual excitement in there.

“Oh. You are wonderful,” said Liz. Her pussy was smokin’ now, and she gripped him by the bra straps and pulled him gently to her. She kissed his mouth, and it felt different.

The illusion of femininity was working, and she was wondering if she was going to need to mop the floor under her.

It was certainly doing Josh a world of good. His dick was harder than she had ever felt it. His balls were drawn up tight, he was giving little gasps, and he wanted to keep kissing.

But she knew that if she gave in now and screwed him, it would undo all that she had done.

He would cum quick, she would end up frustrated, and Josh would think she was over her trauma.

Heck, if she screwed him he would definitely think she was cured, and she couldn’t have that.

“Okay,” she murmured, leading him to the bed. “We need to do your nails.

He gasped, but since she was leading him by the tool, he went with it.

She laid a towel down for his feet, sat opposite him, and began prepping his toe nails.

He watched, his boner all boned up, his stiffie all stiffened, his erection erected, as she stroked the red polish down his nails.

“Nice, even strokes,” she lectured him. “You don’t want ridges. You want a smooth, glassy surface.

“Oh,” he said stupidly. If he wasn’t staring at his toes he was staring at how her breasts were bulging out from the teddy she had put on. At how her nipples were squeezed over the top, so pink and stiff and begging for his mouth.

He leaned forward a little, forgetting about his toes and wanting to suck her nipples.

She realized he had become a little too horny, and she pushed him back. “Oh! You scared me!”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that…” he was staring at her boobs.

“You know what I do when I’m feeling a little too uppity?”

He frowned.

“I read one of my magazines.”

“What magazines?” He didn’t even know that she read.

“The ones on the side table. Reach over there and grab one.”

He did, and he retrieved ‘Girl’s Life.’

“Excellent. Why don’t you read to me while I do this.”

He opened the first page and read: “Ten Ways to Make Your Boyfriend Go Gah Gah!”

He looked up at her. “Really?”

“Oh, that sounds exciting! Don’t you want me to make you go gah gah?”

“Well, I never…I’m already…”

“Go on. Read the first paragraph.”

He did, and his face turned red. He closed the magazine and stated: “I don’t want some boy to love me!”

“Not you, silly. It’s for me! Don’t you want me to love you?”

“Well, yes, but—“

“Then read. Educate me.” She tickled the bottom of his foot. “You’re going to like it!”

He laughed and tried to jerk his foot away, but she had it, and she wasn’t letting go.

“Now, read!”

So he read.  And he suffered through the embarrassment, he blushed redder than a stop sign, but when he reached the 9th item he stopped reading.

“What? Why’d you stop?”

He mumbled, “I don’t want to do this.”

“What?”

“It says not to be afraid to touch a…a man’s…penis.”

“It does?”

“Yeah. It says you should every once in a while turn and let your hand accidentally brush against his…his…”

“His what?”

“His pants! But you know what’s in the pants!”

She was finished with his toes, and they looked feminine and lovely.

“Don’t you like it when I touch you that way?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Would you like me to touch you that way right now?”

He nodded, gulping.

“Then you better let me finish your nails. If you look soft enough then maybe I can do it. Maybe I can actually touch your…your…” she lowered head and made a sobbing sound.

“Oh, honey! I’m sorry.”

She looked up, an expression of apprehension on her face. “Then…then you’ll let me finish your hands?”

“Of course!”

So he went back to reading the magazine, turning the pages with one hand while she worked on the other.

She selected long fakes. Blunt ended so he wouldn’t hurt himself if he scratched or did some other manly thing.

She prepped and sanded and was gluing the fakes on when he started the second article. ‘Caitlyn on Being a Real Woman!’

And he stopped.

Liz looked up, “What’s wrong?”

“It’s about Bruce Jenner.”

“You mean Caitlyn?”

He nodded rapidly.

“So what?”

“Well, she’s…he’s…a she…he…”

“So what?”

“I don’t want to read about some guy who’s turning into a girl!”

Liz was honestly confused. “Why not?

“Because…well…he…or she…I don’t…”

And Liz realized: Josh was finally running into the masculine side of himself.

Considering that she was making him over, it had taken long enough. But taking this long was a good thing. The longer before he protested, the less he protested, the further she could take him.

“Honey. It’s all right.” She patted his cheek. “You can skip on to the next article.”

So he did, and he read aloud about the composition of plumper and why they were necessary for the true female look.

As he read Liz finished one hand. She held a hair dryer a foot from his hand, far enough so it didn’t ripple the paint, and Josh had to raise his voice to be heard.

Then they switched hands and she began working on the other one.

Josh made it through three articles, not counting the Caitlyn one, then she was finished and he looked at his hands.

His dick was bobbing. It was throbbing. It was leaking little drops and strands of pre-cum.

“Wow,” he said.

“Look at you,” she said, gazing at his groin with a big smile.

His panties were all stretched out.

He put a hand down there and adjusted his dong.

She looked up at him. “This is making me feel better all ready.”

He smiled. And he smiled brightly. His boner was really something! He was feeling weird in his head, but his other head, the one that counted and did all the real thinking, was feeling real good.

And now Liz felt it was time to experiment.

Josh was wearing female lingerie, he had red nails, and his dick was fit to burst.

“Honey,” she cooed at him. “Why don’t you go put on a rubber?”

“A rubber? What for?”

“I want to see if I can…I can…you know?”

He grinned. “Oh, yeah!”

He jumped off the bed, stared at his nails as if they were on somebody else’s hands, and ran for the bathroom.

Liz watched his butt, all sexy in panties, and grinned. Man, this was making her downright sloshy down there!

He came out of the bathroom, rolling a rubber down his shaft.

“Another one.”

“What?”

“Please.”

“But I won’t be able to feel anything!”

That’s the idea, she thought. but she said, “It’ll make me feel so much better.

Josh shrugged and returned to the bathroom.

“Put on two more,” Liz called to him.

Silence. She could feel him thinking.

But Josh, a good boy, and putty in her hands, came out with three rubbers encasing his dick.

He looked confused. He flicked his dick with a finger. “Jeepers,” he muttered.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” Liz smiled sweetly. “Now, come on!”

She lay down, and it was obvious from the first poke that now she would need lubrication.

“Ow!” she whimpered, milking her performance. “You hurt me!”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! What do you want me to do?”

“Lubricant would help? Maybe a little lubricant?”

Josh ran for the bathroom and returned with a bottle lube. He slathered it over his rubber encased pecker and jumped back between her legs.

“Here you go, baby!” He licked his lips and surged forward.

It was good. The rubbers trapped blood in his penis and it felt bigger. It seemed stiffer. And when he went in and out she held on and moaned.

Maybe this time…maybe this time…maybe—

“UNH!” He groaned and squirted.

The sad truth burst upon Liz: sex is in the mind. She could have put a dozen condoms on Josh, but in his mind he was fucking, and his mind pushed him through to the end.

He squirted, and filled the condoms with massive amounts of semen.

For a moment Liz was lost. He came? After all that? Then she realized she was going to have to go into act two.

“Oh, Josh! You hurt me!”

She twisted and forced him out of her.

Him, second mind that he was in, kept squirting, and for a moment didn’t care. Then he realized what she had said.

“Oh, no! Honey! I’m sorry!”

“And I thought you loved me!” She turned away from him, cried her crocodile tears into a pillow.

“I do! That was an accident!”

“Yeah. Sure. You just use and abuse. You don’t love me at all.”

“But, honey!”

And the drama went on.

Liz eventually went home, after dumping a good amount of guilt on poor Josh, and jilled off.

She needed to, and badly. That rubber enhanced fuck had rubbed her pussy the right way. If only he hadn’t squirted!

Then she called him on the phone.

“Liz? Will you forgive me?”

“Well, I might, but it’s obvious we’re going to have to make you softer.”

“Softer? Like…how?”

“I’ll think about it tonight. Maybe tomorrow we can get together and discuss it.”

She hung up.

Josh, on his end, actually nibbled on his telephone. Even though he had just cum, he was a nervous wreck.

How far was Liz going to go with this thing?

How far?

He looked at his hands. He had been about to take the nails off, but not now.

Not now.

Liz showed up early the next morning, and she was ready to go.

“Get your panties and stuff on,” she commanded, putting down a couple of bags.

“What’s that?”

“Stuff. Clothes. Things to make you pretty.

Josh sighed and put his panties and bra on. He slipped into nylons and a tummy shaper, and sat awkwardly, at the kitchen table.

First Liz brushed out his hair. She trimmed it and styled it, and when she was done he had a very feminine long bob.

Then she handed him a dress.

He complained, but got into it, and she frowned and handed him another one.

After the fourth dress he asked her, “What are we doing?”

“Looking for the right look. I have to find the fit that shows off your body and compliments your skin and hair.

“Oh, he said. Talk about glum.

She settled on a blue summer dress. It would flare when he spun, it wold offset his eyes, and there was just the right amount of flesh between dress and his hair.

She put high heels on him, and he stared at his feet.

“You painted my nails, and now you cover them up. What was the point?”

“Confidence. Even if nobody can see your tootsies, you should have the confidence that they are beautiful.”

He stared at his feet some more, then she pushed him back int he chair and began his make up.

Josh had seen Liz put on her make up. It was a long and complicated process that he didn’t understand at all.

But now, putting make up on him, she explained each of the steps.

“…hides imperfections…”

“…heightens the cheek bones, gives you a more feminine look…”

“…the lipstick will match your nails…”

He stared at himself in the mirror. He didn’t recognize himself. He was a girl.

And a more than passable girl.

“I could walk down the street and everybody would think I was a girl.”

“Exactly. Come on.”

“What? Where?” he asked, in a panic, as she picked up her purse.

“Need a couple of things to finish the job.”

“But I don’t…I can’t go out like this…you—“

“You just said you can pass for a girl. It’s pretty obvious to me that you look more like a girl than a guy. So we’re going. Now, hurry up.”

He didn’t want to. He was still a man inside, and he was terrified.

So she poured him a stiff drink, another one, and dragged him down the stairs.

“Here we go.” Liz pulled into a parking lot in back of a store.

Josh stared at the building.

‘Sex Toys!’

“Oh, God!” he muttered.

She gave him a snort out of the Seagram Seven she had bought the night previous, then pulled him into the store.

They walked down long aisles filled with dildos and butt plugs and lubricant and sexy clothes and videos and…and everything.

Everything that had anything to do with sex…they had it.

Josh stopped and stared at a perfect replica of a horse’s dong.

It was massive, long, stubby on the end.

“How could anybody take that up their vagina?” he muttered.

“That’s why they get it, to see if they can take it up the vagina.” She watched him closely and added, “Or up the butt hole.”

His head jerked around and he stared at her.

“Come on,” she grinned. “You’ve seen women on porn take those things.”

“Yeah, but that’s the movies.”

“So you figured it was all special effects?”

He didn’t say anything, so Liz grabbed one of the small horse dildos and put it in the basket she was carrying.

Josh stared into the basket. She had been picking up quite a collection.

“You want me to use that on you?”

She turned very enigmatic. “Sort of.”

Sort of? What kind of an answer was that?

But she didn’t elaborate, and shortly they were walking to his car, her striding along and him carrying a big bag of dildos.

They got in the car and he started it up, then turned to her.

“I don’t get it.”

“Get what?”

“You’ve got a perfectly good dick right here,” he pointed at his crotch. “So what do you need all that stuff for?”

Again, that mysterious, Mona Lisa smile.

“You’ll find out.”

But he didn’t find out. At least, not for a while.

Then, after dinner and a few drinks, she asked him, “You want to go first? Or me?”

“First for what?”

“First to try out our goodies.”

“You want me to strap on one of those things. But I want to use my dick!”

“Honey! I was hurt by men’s penises, and it may be a while before I’m willing to experience one again. Until then, it would help me if I tried it with a strap on.”

“Well, okay. I’ll try it first.”

He didn’t even realize that there was an implication of being ‘second.’

More drinks, and he was getting loopy, and she tightened the strap on around his waist.

“I’ll make you a deal, sweetheart,” she slurred a little. “If I can take it then you can take it.”

He grinned stupidly. “Yeah.”

She sucked his fake cock for a while, and, amazingly, it made him really horny. He kept looking down and seeing her head bobbing, and it was like she was sucking a real dick, his real dick, even thought she wasn’t.

Then he climbed onto her, and it got even weirder. HE was screwing her with a dick that was attached to his body, sort of, but he didn’t feel a thing.

And it was exciting!

How could it be exciting?

But it was.

And, finally, finally, Liz got the screwing she wanted.

The dick was bigger. It was warm enough once it was in and had been used for a few minutes. Hell, there had to be a lot of friction with that thing in her pussy.

And she came.

A massive groan, her back arched until she thought it would break, her fists grabbed sheet and twisted, and she cried out.

Her mind was gone. She was blank. Lost in a tsunami.

And a while later she remembered who she was.

Josh was laying on his back with two dicks sticking up in the air.

One was his fake dick, a horsie dick, and it made his real dick look small in comparison.

The other was his own dick. Inadequate when measured against the pleasure his fake dick had given Liz.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, turning on her side and stroking his real pecker. “Was it good for you?”

He blinked. Was what good? Laying on her and fucking her without getting any joy but the weird excitement of fucking her without his dick?

“Are you ready for your cum?”

He grinned.

“Okay, let’s get rid of that…” she unbuckled the harness, and he thought he was going to get to use his own penis. Instead, she buckled the strap onto herself.

“What are you doing?”

“Remember? If I can take it then you can take it.”

“But…you mean to…you’re not…”

She pulled the straps tight and stared at him.

“I certainly am. A deals a deal, and this will really soften you up. And maybe someday I can take the real thing.”

Josh sat up, aghast, and she pushed him and turned him over.

“Let me put a little lube…yeah…that’s good.”

He was a squishy mess when she was done lubing him, but shortly after that he was glad.

She pushed and pulled him into position. He was on all fours, knees and elbows, his body slanted down and his butt poking up.

“Okay, honey, here’s how the other half lives.”

And she pushed down into him.

There are moments in life. A special birthday, going to school, graduating, losing your virginity.

Josh lost his virginity that day, and he was glad he did.

The pain was momentary, then his mind wandered out into left field as the pleasure set in.

He heard her grunting, he pushed back.

His penis leaked semen all over the place.

He began to cry.

Then he was all right.

He wasn't a virgin anymore.

He was a woman.


Epilogue

That summer they got married.

The preacher was okay with marrying two women. What did he care if somebody wanted to be a lesbian?

They honeymooned in Mexico, enjoying the looks of horny Latins as they lay in the sun on a beach.

Josh was a woman now, and he had no interest in using his penis anymore. In fact, they had discussed, when he got his breast implants, having his penis removed.

In the end they decided to just chemically castrate him. He would still have a dog, but it just hung there and was easily pushed back out of sight.

And while his orgasms were amazing, full body, female ones, hers were even better.

A lot better.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


A Combat Medic Feminized Me!

A crossdresser is chastised and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ain’t war grand? You get all these crazy people driving tanks around and blowing up things, planes dropping bombs and soldiers shooting up the countryside. Aint’ it grand?

Except when a soldier comes home with PTSD, and isn’t sure where the war starts and stops.

So here you go, Max is a midnight panty thief, but he picks the wrong gal to steal panties from.

She’s a combat medic, and she’s off her meds!

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Max was dressed in black. He wore black athletic shoes, and had even put black tape over the white logo. He wore black jeans that were stretchy so he could move quick and agile. He wore a black hoodie, the top back, loose fitting. He wore a black ski mask, rolled up for right now, but ready to come down when he went into action.

Action, in this case, was a saunter through a neighborhood. A saunter that resulted in things like panties and girdles and bras.

Which he wore under his clothes, like the bra and panties he was currently wearing under his ninja influenced garb.

Max lived in suburbia. Two car garages with good cars. Three or four bedrooms and two or three baths. A few swimming pools. Nice lawns, and the people could afford to water them.

The street was nice and smooth. No potholes or raised repair spots.

Lots of trees and fences.

And very quiet after dark.

Max watched TV and waited for the hours to pass.

He watched The Voice, and wished he could sing.

He watch FOX news and wished they hadn’t fired all the good people. He only watched it for a while, then he went into his computer room and went youtubing.

He laughed at ‘How Ridiculous,’ then caught a bunch of old Elvis Presley clips. Zowie. That guy could move. It looked like Michael Jackson had gotten all his moves from Elvis.

Then, finally, the clock ticked past twelve.

He checked on his grandmother. His mother had died and his grandmother had raised him, and now he took care of her.

She was old and frail, but good for another twenty if he could get her to take her medicine.

She was asleep and her black and white was on.

Black and white, huh! He tried to get her to let him put in a big screen, but she wanted to watch old programs the way they were originally broadcast. Twenty-six minutes of programming, four minutes of commercials. That would never happen again.

But he had found a channel that showed nothing but old movies and old TV sit-coms. Dick Van Dyke, Rawhide, Cheyenne. All the good ones.

He walked softly across the room and turned the TV off.

Granny snored softly.

He smiled and left the room.

She wasn’t infirm, not yet. Her eyesight was poor, however. Still, she was in no danger when he went out hunting, but…he worried about her.

He walked through the house, made sure all the lights were out, then stepped into the front yard.

Not a sound.

He walked to the side and stepped through a patch of light and into the shadow of tall pines. He had only been visible for a second, but he stopped and waited, made sure no nosy so and so wouldn’t come out and look for him.

Nothing.

He looked across the street. Mrs. Reynolds’ house. She had a boyfriend and once he had peeked through a window and seen them doing some very nasty stuff. And once he had pilfered a one piece bathing suit from her. Sometimes, when Granny was asleep, he would go for a swim in the pool in the backyard wearing that suit.

When he went for a swim in neighbor’s yards he usually wore a suit, until he was in the water, then suits came off and he dangled freely in the cool depths.

He stepped to the corner of the yard and looked at the house next to Mrs. Reynolds. Bob and Sally Jimson. They smoked pot, a lot of it, and once he had seen Mr. Jimson choking the chicken in the backyard.

Mr. Jimson had seen nothing. He was stoned and in the throes of ecstasy. Then Mrs. Jimson had come out, naked, and said she was fooling, won’t he come back to bed. But it was too late. Mr. Jimson had already shot his seed and there was nothing left for his wife with the big breasts.

Across the street from the Jimson’s, right next to his granny’s house, was Mr. and Mrs. Parker, and their three daughters. Two daughters were too young, but the other one was a perfect fit for Max. She had supplied him, unknowingly, with bras and panties.

And, the sweet thing, she blamed her sisters. Max had heard her yelling at them.

He had chuckled, them getting the blame for his light fingers.

It was time to move down the street. There were no lights, no dogs barking, not even a kitty kat watching for a mouse.

Besides, he didn’t want anything from Reynold’s, Jimson or Parker. He had taken too much in the recent months and he had to let everything cool down.

Even though he was the sneakiest pussy burglar—that’s what he called himself, a play on ‘cat burglar’ and the type of apparel he secured—he knew the dangers of lurking too much.

He walked past house after house, sliding from shadow to shadow. He used fences, trees, parked cars, and slithered like liquid through the night.

At the far end of the street was a nice house. Split level made of sandstone and brick. A chimney at the far right, garages on the far left.

Mrs. Johnson had lived there. She was a young woman, divorced, who had turned lesbian. She was built, and the lingerie Max had collected here was amazing. And because she always had her lesbian friends staying over, swimming in the pool, making love on the lounge chairs in the back yard, clothes often went missing. Missing to him.

But Mrs. Johnson had moved on, and there was a new owner.

Just thinking about the new owner made Max’s pants bulge.

He didn’t know heer name, but she was a little tall, five ten, and she was built. Not body builder built, but firm and compact built. She had a pair of the biggest tits Max had ever seen, and she wore her hair long and never smiled.

A face like hers, M lips painted red, blue eyes that never seemed to waver, a short nose…why the hell wouldn't a woman smile when she had it all?

Max approached the house by sneaking over a fence, around a bend of bushes, then around the end of the fence that divided her property from the next.

He wiggled on his belly like a reptile, pleased with his precautions, and reached the side gate.

He reached up and pulled on the string that lifted the latch. The gate moved back smoothly with a gentle push and he was in.

He lay against the side of her garage, pleased with himself, and took a breather.

If anybody had heard him, if he had set off some secret alarm (he snickered, the idea of somebody in suburbia having a secret alarm…ha!) then he could jump the fence and hot foot it down the street and into the maze of houses.

Nobody could catch him.

Nobody was as good as him.

He lay and breathed, listened to his heart, and thought about his next moves.

And his penis was already getting hard. He knew he was going to score some good undies this night.

DING!

The bell wasn’t loud, certainly not loud enough to be heard outside the house, but Sandy’s eyes were instantly open, and she was instantly aware.

She slid out of bed. She was naked and her figure was statuesque. Her breasts were big, and at one time she had thought about having them reduced. It would make the training easier.

But when she broached the subject with her CO she was dissuaded.

“You’re a woman, sergeant. Those titties are a badge of honor.”

She had ended up enhancing her boobs.

Her CO was a tough nugget, she had served in Viet Nam, and seen some mighty fierce action.

Sure, she was a nurse, attached to various combat groups, but when the going got down and dirty and was down there with the best of them.

Sandy was reminded of that conversation. What was it? Ten years ago? Yet everything seemed like yesterday to her.

Probably the pills the doctors made her take.

Her ‘meds.’

But, large tits not withstanding, she darted noiselessly into the hall and across to the computer room.

The screen was green, which meant it had tipped into security mode.

She sat, her heavy breasts juddering a bit, and pulled up the cameras.

Nothing inside. She didn’t think there would be. Somebody breaching the inside of her house would have set off fire alarms.

She turned off the inner security system.

She looked at the backyard. Nothing. Slight green taint on the screen because it was a night vision camera, after all.

She shifted to the front. Nothing.

She looked into the side yard, and there it was. Laying against the side of the garage like a sleeping possum was a heat signature. The shape of a man. At least, she assumed it was a man.

But, man or woman, there was no danger to her. Not with her training.

She left the computer room and went to her safe room. She pulled on  black panties, then black tights. She slipped into a tight, long sleeve shirt. Her boobs really stuck out, but that was okay. She had loved her ‘badges of honor.’

She looked at the combat boots, thought about them, then decided on a pair of black loafers.

A stocking cap, which she tucked all her long, golden hair into.

And black gloves.

She thought about taking the time to paint her face, especially the white area around her eyes, but if she stayed to the shadows she wouldn’t need the paint.

She hurried back into the computer room.

The figure in the side yard was on his feet. Sleepy time over, eh, Bozo?

She walked silently through the house, opened a closet and took out night vision goggles—those would cover the whites of her eyes—and headed through the kitchen.

She arrived in the garage as Max rounded the corner.

Max stood and inspected the property. It was nice. Lawn and pool, a good patio area for barbecues, a row of fruit trees in the back. Not bad.

He kept in the very thin shadow of the back of the garage and moved towards the back door.

Inside the garage Sandy was watching him. Standing right in front of him and watching him.

His face was a it distorted in the goggles, but it looked handsome enough. Oval. Dark hair. Maybe brown eyes to match the hair. He was slender. Looked fit, but not muscular.

Sandy smiled and undid the lock. She moved so softly she didn’t make a sound.

On the other side of the door Max tried the lock.

It turned, but he didn’t open it.

He didn’t often go into houses, but every once in a while…and right now he wanted to inspect the rest of the premises.

He let go of the knob and moved along the garage to the patio proper.

Sandy moved through the house like a wisp.

He cupped his hands around his face and looked through the glass. Couldn’t see much. He didn’t see Sandy standing to one side. Watching. Waiting.

Max moved on. Now he was braver. No signs of life, no dogs, no TVs in back rooms. He walked in the open.

There was a two piece hanging over the back of a lounge chair.

He smiled and fingered the material.

Sandy with him and she watched as he felt her bathing suit.

Pervert Arabs! They live in a village where women where all black mumus. They got excited at something as simple as a pair of panties. Or a goddamn bathing suit!

She tightened her fists briefly, then resumed a combat readiness mode.

Max looked up at the moon. He sighed. Nothing here. The two piece was cool, but he already a few. So, nothing. A wash. Unless…unless there was something in the garage.

He frowned. It was a general rule not to go into houses, and garages were part of houses.

But garages were far away from sleeping quarters.

He remembered the time he had found a whole pile of discarded underwear.

God, he had been in heaven that night. Picking and choosing, his boner totally boned, couldn’t wait to get home and try things on, and do a little do whacka do wacka do wacka do. That had been one hell of a squirt that night.

But he would have to go in the garage.

But when women didn’t have outside lines they usually had the goods in their garages.

Do whacka do whacka. Stroker that poker. Choke that chicken until he ba-gawks!

He looked at the rest of the house. No sign of motion. Didn’t see the woman in black wearing the night vision goggled watching him.

Do it! he said to himself.

Inside the house Sandy watched him. For a moment she thought the invader was going to cut and run. Those damned Arabs. This was just a scout, a bit of reconnaissance. Not even worth taking out.

Then the figure in her backyard moved back into the shadows, along the back of the house, and she kept pace with him.

As he moved, she moved.

She angled up to the kitchen, she knew now, she had a feeling. It was the garage all along.

She darted through the kitchen and through the garage.

She saw him in front of the garage window, he didn’t even peer in now. He just reached for the knob, gripped it, and turned.

The knob turned easily. Sandy kept everything oiled and in top shape. Got to keep your gear in top working order.

The door swung inwards silently.

Max leaned forward a little. He peeked. It was dark, real dark. He was going to have to shine a light to see anything.

He reached into his pocket and took out an Ozark Trail pen light. It was an LED, plenty bright enough. He had used a rubber band to put a piece of thin cloth over the light. It would give a glow sufficient for him to see, but not be visible to anybody else unless they were in the room with him.

He flicked on the light, saw a shape, and a far heavier flashlight obscured his vision. Coming in on an arc. Not really perceivable, except as a shadow moving.

He started to jerk back and the heavy flashlight hit him.

BONK!

Right on the forehead.

Max went down. Straight down. Not a muscle so much as twitched. He was out like a…well, like a light.

Max’s arms hurt. They hurt in the shoulders, and seemed sort of stretched out/hurt in the triceps.

“Ow,” he whispered.

He became aware that he had spoken, and confusion washed over his mind.

What was going on? Why did he hurt? What was going on?

He opened his eyes. It was dark. He was hanging from something. His wrists were tied, and it was by his wrists that he was hoisted.

He grunted and groaned.

He turned his head and saw light, the outline of a door. A kitchen door in a garage…and it burst upon him where he was. He had been walking into a garage, doing his thing, looking for lingerie, and the lights had gone out.

He pushed with his feet and realized he was touching the floor. He managed to figure out how to stand. It took some of the pressure off his arms and the pain slowly receded. But not all the way.

“Hey!” It came out a croak. He swallowed a couple of times and tried again.

“Hey!”

Sounds of a chair scraping, then the outline of light became a door opening and a woman turned on the lights and stepped into the garage.

Max blinked and tried to see, but the brightness was too much.

“Who…what….”

Then his vision managed to return.

She was the neighbor. The tall one with the huge breasts. She was wearing camo pants and combat boots. She was wearing a tight boy beater which showed acres of cleavage and her perfect breasts. He stared at the thin material, and the way her nipples showed through bra and shirt.

He looked up at here face.

Gawd! She was beautiful.

Her face was a perfect complexion with diamond-blue eyes. Her lips was a perfect M, highlighted by shiny, red lipstick.

Her hair was long and blonde, shiny and wavy.

But her expression was stern.

“Let me go,” he asked.

She walked around him. Inspected him.

“I don’t know your name, but could you please let me go? It hurts!”

She stopped in front of him, stepped closer, and he leaned his head back to get away from her.

When she spoke her voice was low, carefully modulated, husky. “You don’t even know my name but you come in the night. A sneak thief. Doubtless trying to steal my panties, or this.”

She reached up and hooked a finger in his bra. She pulled and the material snapped back against his skin.

Oh, God! He was naked…except for his bra and panties! She had undressed him.

He looked around and saw what was left of his clothes on the floor beside a chair. There was a knife on the chair, and he could tell, even with just a glance, that she had cut his garments into tiny pieces. His pants were shredded, his shirt was in quadrants.

“Please…” then, “What did you do to my clothes.”

“Searching for contraband, sweet cheeks. I’m happy to say you had no weapons on you, no drugs, no other terrorist paraphernalia.”

“Of course not,” he blubbered. “I…can’t you let me go?”

“I find a terrorist sneaking around, infiltrating my property, probably scouting for an invasion force, and I’m supposed to let him go?”

“I didn’t mean any harm. I—AIIEE!”

She had grabbed his nuts. He realized that she had made his panties crotchless, and it turned out she had done so with a knife, a very sharp knife, poking the blade around his package!

Now he was back up on his toes, and her hand squeezed.

“Oh…oh…let…let go!”

But she held his nuts, lifted them, then licked his cheek with a large, pink tongue.

“What village are you from?”

She let go and he wanted to curl up and hold himself. But all he could do was stand and feel helpless.

“Village?” he asked, his voice sounded like a frog’s fart.

“I know you’re Taliban. So what village sent you?”

“What? I’m not Taliban! You’re not making sense!”

Now she closed her hand around his shaft. Gently, and she stroked.

“Listen, sweet cheeks, I’m an interrogation specialist. We can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

Her hand moved back and forth and the ring of her fingers was just tight enough to make him faint, but with excitement, not pain.

“You can talk, or I’ll wring it out of you.”

She wrung his dick, harder now, and he moaned.

She let go, put her hands up to his face and held him.

She kissed him, fiercely.

His penis was ramrod stiff and he could feel the hot flesh of her body through her thin clothes, rubbing against the head of his dick.

“There!” she let go of his head, thrusting it back an inch. “Now, speak. Where are you from? What’s your village?”

“Look, I don’t come from a village! I live in the house at the other end of the street. Second one in on the right. Now can you let me go? Or call the police? Or something?”

She laughed at him, showing hard, white teeth. “Ha! the police are stooges. They’ve been infiltrated. They’d call the mayor and the mayor would call the governor and the next thing you’d know you’d have a bunch of your fellow robe toters coming down here trying to break you out.”

“But—“

She whirled and walked to a corner of the garage. She turned on a desk lamp and he saw a door set up on saw horses like a table. She rummaged through the papers and found a map. She angled the desk lamp’s snake neck up and illuminated the wall.

She used thumb tacks to mount the map, pressing them through the paper and into the two by fours.

She picked up a magnifying glass and—it was a map of this street!

Probably taken from Google earth. It showed the roofs, the yards, the green, bushy trees. Cars.

She examined his house minutely, then circled it with a rad marker. She was careful not to press so hard as to rip through the paper.

“So. We have a cell right down the street.”

She returned to him, her boots didn’t make much noise, she was soft footed, but her breasts still juddered. She stopped an inch in front of him. “How many in your group?”

“It’s just my granny and me!”

“A family, eh!”

“Lady, please, I didn’t mean any harm.”

She reached up and pulled the cups of his bra down. She gripped his nipples and slowly twisted them.

“OH! OW! OW!”

She let go and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to talk, cup cake.”

She licked his ear.

“You’re going to tell me everything I want to know.”

Her hand stroked his thigh and came to rest over his package.

Oh, God! he moaned. Please, not my nuts!

But it was his nuts. But, she didn’t crush them with her vice grip this time. She held them softly and palpated them.

“I like you Arab types. You think you’re so tough, but when I’m done you’re a puddle of oozing cheesecake. You’ll tell me everything when I’m done, and wish you had more to tell me.”

Now Max realized that the woman wasn’t all there. Something was wrong with her. She was all dressed in military style, even had night vision goggles on the door/desk.

Her attitude was military strict.

And this stuff about him being a terrorist…it was crazy!

“What’s your name?” Her lips brushed his ear.

“Max. My name is Max. Please—“

“Well, Max…Max the Arab…my name is Sandy, and I’ve been here in the sandbox for a couple of years, and all I do is break down fools like you. Fools who think they’re tough.”

The sandbox? Oh, God! She thought she was in Afghanistan! She really did think he was in the Taliban!

“But take the clothes off one of you big, bad, studs,” she emphasized each word by jerking up on his balls, and then he was on his toes, squeaking helplessly. “And what do we find?”

She hooked a finger in the waistband of his panties and snapped it. “This!”

She let go of his nuts, thank God! and reached up to his bra. She slid her hand under the material and cupped his pecs. “And this!”

She had her lips right on his ear and was sliding her words softly and directly into his brain.

“I knew it when I first landed and had a look at you bozos. Wearing those big, old dresses, there had to be ladies’ lingeries underneath. And, you know? I was right.”

She put her hand on his face, fingers and thumbs on his cheeks, and pinched his mouth into a pucker.

“You know what your weakness is? Sweetheart?”

“Nu…no!”

“It’s sex.”

She laughed an odd laugh. A little high pitched. A little sharp.

“You’re all a bunch of mommy’s boys. You all want to be girls, hiding behind your mother’s robes, and your mother is ashamed of you, all the women are ashamed of you, and you know how I know?”

“No.”

“Because they hide their faces behind those stupid rags.”

Then Max said something really stupid. “You’re prejudiced.”

Rage twisted the woman’s face, an ‘off her meds’ rage, a sudden storm in the desert, then it passed and she was focused again.

“It isn’t prejudice, sweet cheeks. It’s war. We’re at war and you are the enemy and I’m going to break you.”

“But we’re not at war! Biden got us out of the mideast!”

“Biden! Ha! He’s a stooge for the global powers, the banksters. He didn’t leave, he left millions of dollars of equipment, which the Arabs sold to China so they could buy more weapons and…”

She blathered on and on. Paranoid, and a conspiracy theorist. And Max was hanging from her rafters and she had his balls in her hands. Her strong, capable hands, hands trained in the military to rip his manhood right off him!

She walked to the desk/door again and stared at the map.

She turned to him, a look of glee on her face.

“So you’ve infiltrated the neighborhood, have you? Well, I’m going to infiltrate the infiltrators.”

She picked up a strap with a little penis set in it. She wrapped it around his head, shoved the penis part in his mouth, and buckled it behind his head.

“What are you doing! Wait! Don’t Mphmmmph!”

She grinned. “I love these penis gags. I love the way they fit in your mouth. After an hour or two you’ll love it, too. You’ll be sucking away, happy as a clam. All you Arab types like sucking a little cock, eh? Now, I’m going to pay a visit to your house. Your granny, eh? Well, we’ll see. Don’t go away.”

She turned off the light. He twisted and managed to see her going out the back door. She had pulled on a black shirt, very tight and long sleeve, and was holding the night vision goggles in her hands.

“MPHPHPHMMM!” he tried to yell, but only grunts and groans emitted from his penis filled mouth.

Then he just stood there, almost dangling, his arms stretched upward, and waited.

Sandy moved down the street. She moved with confidence from shadow to shadow, the night vision goggles giving her unparalleled viewpoint of the street.

Nothing moved. No sounds.

She thought about the Arab she had hanging in her garage.

He was young, skinny, not much of a figure of a man. Certainly not like the Rangers she had deployed with.

The Rangers. Strong, sturdy men with a mission. Many had died. Some right under her hand as she tried to administer first aid. Head shot, gut shot, limbs blown off. Some crying from the terrible pain, but all looking up at her with desperate eyes.

Don’t let me die!

But she couldn’t stop them from dying.

She came to the house at the end of the street. The second one in, the Arab had said. She took a position and watched it, and her mind turned back once again.

She had washed out of SEAL training. Not a big thing, except to her pride. From there the navy had returned her to being a combat nurse. She had traveled the globe, and lived through a few hot spots.

Navy corpsmen, or corpswomen, were assigned to whatever branch needed them. She was assigned to accompany Rangers a lot.

The Rangers liked her.

She crawled under bushes, walked around the house, pressed an ear to the wall and listened.

No sounds.

She entered the house and went from room to room.

The kid had a stash of porn. Nothing wrong with that. Arab or Ranger, they all had stashes of porn. Some more than others. Some less.

The old lady was sleeping soundly in a large bed.

Sandy studied the pictures on the dresser. Arab kid loved his mother. Grandmother.

Now Sandy was confused. The kid didn’t look like an Arab in the pictures. He looked like a regular American kid.

Sweet cheeks and apple pie collided in her mind.

She shook her head, then left.

She walked up the street, deep in thought. How had they managed to get a cell all the way into the heart of America?

She returned to the garage, slid in so silently the kid didn’t see her.

She walked around him, and he saw her shadow moving.

“Mmph!”

She stepped up to him, pulled the penis gag out of his mouth, but didn’t say anything.

“Please! You’ve got to let me go! I need to help my granny!”

She let go of the penis gag and it snapped back into his mouth.

“Mmmpphh!”

She frowned. There was something wrong here.

Then she shook her head to clear her thoughts.

There was nothing wrong. She had a prisoner and she had to interrogate him. She had to squeeze out what he knew, wring him out, the Rangers were depending on her.

She took the gag out of his mouth. She reached down and began to wring him.


Part Two

Max hung from the rafters, exhausted. It had only been an hour, but it felt like a lifetime.

First, Sandy, that was her name, would twist his nipples, then suck on his cock.

Or she would twist his balls and suck on his nipples.

Back and forth, again and again.

He would be brought to the peak, ready to squirt, then she would shift. From pleasure to pain, from pain to pleasure.

She liked hearing his moans, but if he got too loud she put the penis gag back in.

She was right. He had grown to love the thing. He could close his mouth as hard as he could, not crack his teeth, and that relieved the pain. Or the sex.

By now he didn’t know which, pain or pleasure, was worse.

Right then she was on her knees, slurping away, getting him right to the edge.

“Please! Please! Let me cum!”

He felt the throb deep down, the start of his roiling semen trying to get up the shaft, but she backed off, squeezed him until he was no longer in danger of squirting.

She stood up and began twisting his nipples. Slowly and gently at first, causing pleasure. but she would twist harder as they went along, and Max would be reduced to a shivering, crying puddle.

“You know, it’s always sex with you guys. You run around in your dresses and want to be women. I’m always finding you guys wearing bras and panties. I’ve even caught guys with eyeliner.

When they break, before they break, they claim it is part of their night time disguise. But we know better, don’t we?”

Max groaned. She was pinching harder, twisting further, pulling his precious nubs outward.

“You realize, of course, that I’m going to make you into a little girl?”

He stared at her through pain filled eyes.

“Yes. I’ll shave all your hair off with my trusty K-bar. Then I’ll make you up. If I let you go your own people would kill you. But, don’t worry, I won’t let you go. I’ll just turn you over and…isn’t it weird? You like to be little girls, and you like little boys. What’s wrong with you guys?”

Max was sobbing now, and she finally let go of his nipples.

She grabbed his cock, and now it was the soft and gentle approach.

She rubbed the knob, even reached down to her own crotch and rubbed some moisture into her hands, then rubbed his knob.

“You like that, eh? Big, bad perverted Arab.”

He groaned as his juices started to percolate.

Then she stopped. Stepped back. “I guess it’s about time.”

“Time …for…what?” He was so tired.

For answer she picked up the big knife on her desk/door. It was a K-bar. A military knife. The blade seven inches long and razor sharp. A knife designed for combat, for the rendering of human bodies.

“What are you…”

She plugged his mouth with the penis gag and whispered into his ear. “Don’t move. I don’t want to cut anything off.” She paused, then grinned. “Yet.”

She began to stroke his body with the k-bar. She knew how to use a knife, and the terribly sharp blade slid down his flesh like a well oiled lawn mower.

She stopped to the wipe hairs off the thing every once in a while. Her attention was total now, and every once in a while he saw the tip of her tongue poking out between her full lips.

Down his legs, feeling that sharp thing slide like a water skier over his flesh.

Down his arms, stripping the patches of hair in his armpits.

She cut off his panties, a simple pull and snick, and he was naked down there.

She held up his penis and shaved his balls.

His penis was hard, and she actually wiped some of the precum off and used it for lubrication.

Swish, swish, wielding the knife like a master chef cutting long, green onions.

And his penis stood straight out the whole time. He was on the edge, and felt like he would be for the rest of his life. He just wanted to squirt.

She moved around his waist, shaved the hair right out of his crack.

She slit the bra and dropped it on the floor and did his chest.

“Just think,” she said as she shaved the sparse hair he had on his chest. “A little flick of the wrist and you wouldn’t have a nipples.

He groaned, his body wanted to react, to jerk, to squirm away, but he knew that would be dangerous.

She ran her fingers through his scalp. “I’d love to make you bald, maybe glue a wig to you, but…you’ve got nice hair.”

“Please.” His voice was a thin, little rasp.

Then she had the knife down there, threatening his hard shaft, his swollen balls.

“A quick flick of the knife, and you will be a girl. A little Arab girl. Why, give you some HRT, or even just out and out implants, and you could sell yourself in the back alleys of Kabul.”

He was fading, swooning, and she wasn’t about to have that. She  pulled the penis gag out and grabbed his head and pressed her lips to his. She kissed him, brought life back into him with this simple display of affection.

He throbbed.

He pulsed.

He sobbed.

She moved her head back and frowned at him. “Why do I like that?”

“Lady. Sandy. You’ve got to let me go. I’ve got to take care of my granny.”

She frowned. I never get that. You say you love your family, and yet they’re part of your cell. How can you do that to them?”

“Please. I never did anything to you. I—“

She popped the penis gag back in. “Lies,” she whispered.

She went to a corner of the garage and opened a large packing box. She bent over the edge and rummaged, and her ass was high, a round rump that was deliciously sexy.

“Please…” he whispered.

She straightened up and turned with a grin. She was holding a new bra and panties, and a small box.

She approached him, put the bra and panties on a chair, and opened the box.

She snickered as she extracted a penis shaped tube from the box. “You guys love this one. It’s military grade. Got a pick proof lock. The only way to get it off is to cut it off.”

She brought out a ring and bent down. She pulled his hard cock and his tight balls through the ring. Then the hard part started.

He was erect, tremendously erect, and she pushed the tube over it.

It hurt, and it didn’t help that she kept slapping his penis in an effort to get it to shrink.

At first he didn’t think it was going to happen, but she kept shoving and slapping, and his peeny finally shrunk enough for the tube to slide on. She connected the ring and the tube and…he was trapped.

He looked down, but didn’t have the angle to see it.

He could feel it, though. His penis was trying to get stiff, but it couldn’t. It would chub up, then come to a strangled stop.

It pulled on his nuts, but…he was imprisoned!

She stood back, a wide grin on her face.

“There are three things involved in breaking you. One, dress you up like a woman and send you out for the world to see. Your own people will likely stone you to death. Two, trap your little weenie. I do that and it’s like all your juices back up and drive you insane. Three, pork.”

Max blinked. Pork?”

“Of course,” she shifted gears, I could just cut it off.” She held his cage, shook it. “But then how could I play with it? I mean, you’re horny now, I made you super horny, and it’s going to drive you crazy. Now you couldn’t even jack off if you were free! Do you know how desperate you’re going to be?”

He stared at her in shock.

She came close to him, kissed his ear and said, “You’re going to be so desperate you’ll tell me everything. Absolutely everything.”

Down in its cage Max’s pecker danced a wild dance, banging its head against a metal helmet.

The next item Sandy put on Max was underpants. But these weren’t just any underpants. They were specially designed thongs.

She put his leg through one leg hole, then the other, then pulled them up his slick legs.

She was in her tight boy beater, and her breasts rubbed against his body all the way up.

She reached in from behind and attached a cord to his tube, then pulled the cord back and up and attached it to the waist band of the thong.

Max grunted as everything was forced up. It hurt…and it felt good at the same time.

“This will keep your little boner from being a big boner and sticking out. She grabbed his tube and shook it, “dirty, little party crasher,” and moved it firmly into place.

He was bent forward a little now, ‘pooched,’ as it were.

“That’s nice,” she said as she deliberately pressed her big tits against him.

Max groaned with lust, and he felt something come out of the end of his pecker.

“Uh oh,” said Sandy, as a big drop splatted on the floor of the garage. “Somebody’s leaking.”

She arranged a corset around his waist and fastened the hooks up the front. Then she went to the rear and pulled the ties.

One by one, she put a knee in his back and tugged, and his breath left him.

“I…can’t…”

“Don’t try so hard, my little Arab. Just breath high in the chest. You’ll survive.” She giggled. “That always cracks me up. Women in America used to wear these all the time, and you, big, bad terrorist, can’t handle a couple of minutes.

She gave a final pull, and Max felt air leave him.

For a moment he thought he was going to die, that he wouldn’t be able to breath, but slowly, with little gasps, he managed to suck in enough air to keep going.

And, stunningly, about a half hour later he was actually functional. He could breath, with difficulty, but he wasn’t feeling like he was going to die.

“All righty. Panties, corset, how about some nylons?”

It was awkward, rolling the nylons up his legs, but she pulled it off fairly efficiently. He felt the tight ring of rolled material moving up, up, squeezing his legs, and once again his dingus danced in his cage.

Apparently his penis liked all this attention.

She snapped clasps over the nylons, then picked up a pair of high heels. “You’ll like these,” Sandy said. “They’ll take a load off your arms.”

She bent and slipped first one high heel on him, then the other.

He was taller by three inches. He was wobbly, but his arms took advantage of those three inches and he bent them a bit and sighed.

But, in the end it was a trade off, aching arms for aching arches.

“Okay, titty time,” Sandy chortled. “I love this part. Do you know what ‘vacation boobs’ are?”

“No,” he gasped.

She loosened the top of the corset and explained, “Women who want to see how they look with bigger boobs get them. Fluid is injected into their chest and their boobs are bigger. It lasts a couple of months, then they can decide whether they really want big honkers. That was what I did.”

She stood back while he grabbed more air and thrust her chest out. “I was always big, but I reached a point in the military where I knew that bigger breasted women were promoted to higher rank. Being a medic I had access to everything medical, and it was a simple matter for me to order the material I needed for vacation boobs. Of course I didn’t want them to disappear in a couple of months, so I ordered the special stuff.”

She thumped her right breast with a fist. It shook like jello, but didn’t sag. “Best boob military money can buy.”

“You’re not going to…”

“Oh, yes. Little Arab boys, especially the ones with teeny weenies, should always have a great set of honkers.”

He opened his mouth to yell, but she just plopped that damned peeny plug back into his mouth.

He chewed on the thing, his eyes wide, as she got out what looked like a gallon jar of some kind of fluid and a set of syringes.

For a moment he struggled and tried to yell, but she grabbed his weenie, missed, and realized that he was no longer grabable. She looked down at her hand, cupping his ‘mons,’ and pursed her gorgeous lips in a frown. “Damn. There’s times a prick is handy. But…” she grabbed his nipple and twisted until he shut up and opened his mouth with pain. “If you wiggle I could make a mistake with the needle. A simple syringe needle, if moved at the wrong time, can leave a nasty gash. Now, do you want to hold still? Or do you want some ugly scars?”

He held still, and she went back to injecting the boob material into his chest.

She was very methodical, and very sure of herself. She injected and injected, and he was able to look down in horror and see rather sizable breasts appear on his chest.

At last, she stood back and smiled. “I wish we could go bigger, but that’s not bad for a first time. A month from now your skin will be all stretched out and we can really make you big. Maybe even as big as me.”

Oh, fuck, he thought.

She pulled the peeny plug out of his mouth. “”Be nice now,” she warned, “Or I’ll cork you like a bottle.”

He nodded tiredly. Oddly, his heart was pounding, and so was his dingus. It smashed its head against the inside of the cage and dripped constantly.

She looked down at the sound of drops on the floor. She saw a puddle formed between his high heeled feet.

“Oh, my. I didn’t notice while I was working, but you might need a panty liner. Or, hmm. Maybe I could just put a catheter, one with a plug in the end, up your little dick hole. We could unplug you every once in a while…I’ll have to think about that.”

Sandy put away her medical gear then returned to Max. “Okay. Now that you’ve got boobs, let’s put a bra on you and tighten up that corset.”

Again, Max put up with the pulling of the corset ties. Then she arranged a bra about him.

He had worn bras with big cups, and it was a waste of material, but now he filled the cups, and then some.

His boobs bulged over the top of the bra.

Sandy pulled the lip of one cup out and rubbed his nipple with a finger. Now his nipples didn’t hurt. Now they felt good, very stimulated, and they caused his face to turn red.

Why did it have to feel so good?

“You’re looking pretty, Fatima,” Sandy joked. “Shall we try some make up?”

Now Max’s face was truly red. The lingerie hadn’t bothered  him because he wore lingerie. Sure, he was embarrassed, but not like now!

Sandy perched on a stool and had another stool next to her with a make up kit on it.

She picked up a little sponge and reached for his face.

Max jerked and tried to get away.

She kicked him in the groin. She was perfectly positioned and her combat boot came up and cracked on his pulled back chastity tube.

He grunted, turned white, and wanted to puke.

“If you move I’ll kick harder,” she spoke conversationally, as if kicking him in the nuts was nothing.

He didn’t move. He just gulped and suffered as she cleansed his face with the little sponge.

She held the sponge up so she could see it. It was now black, and she said, “See how dirty your pores were?”

He groaned.

She applied primer, went to foundation, then added blush.

“We’ve got to make your cheekbones look higher,” she mused. “Also, we have to change your color just a wee bit. It’s interesting to note the differences between men’s and women’s faces.

Max stood in his high heels, his chest pushed out, and suffered as she shadowed his eyes, applied liner and mascara, and made him beautiful.

But a man was suppose to be handsome! Not beautiful!

He almost moved when she put lipstick on him, but managed to restrain himself.

After the make up she gripped his earlobes and pierced them. She put  little strings of diamonds that ended in a small loop.

“Are you done?” He was almost sobbing from the mortification.

“Got to brush your hair out,” she said, which she then proceeded to do.

Now he was transformed. She had managed to flip the end of his hair under and he looked like a little doll.

His heart was pounding.

He was scared.

But his cock was going absolutely ape shit nuts in the cage. It pushed, stretched his sack, tried to get out.

No way.

Then she was done.

He stood on his high heels, with large breasts, in a dress, with make up, his hair done nicely, with earrings, and was caught between crying and rejoicing.

He felt sexy!

After the years of dabbing in panties and bras, he had been moved up to the big leagues!

“Well, darlin’,” Sandy said, “There’s the new you.”

He whispered, “Now can you let me go?”

“Not quite,” she smiled and walked back into the house.

She was gone for five minutes, and when she came back to the garage Max’s jaw dropped.

She had taken off her bloused, camo pants and replaced them with….a dick!

He stared, his eyes growing wider and wider.

It was a strap on, he dully realized. And it was big.

It swayed side to side as she walked, and he was so mesmerized he didn’t even realize it when she held a glass out to him. “How about a little drink, before you go out and get killed by your tribesman?”

“But…you aren’t…what is that…”

She held the glass to his red lips, pushed lightly and tilted, and he was forced to glug.

It felt good. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but he was now in the mood and he sucked that potion down like it was mother’s milk.

“Yes, my dear. You are going to make a full confession, or I will put this little bat of mine where the sun don’t shine.”

“No!” He sobbed.

“Don’t cry, honey. Don’t mess your make up.”

“I’ll confess!”

“Damn right you will.”

She gave him another sip, then positioned a video camera on one of the stools. She stepped out of the range of the camera.

“This is interview one with suspected Taliban terrorist Max. Go ahead Max. Tell us what you’ve done.”

Max talked. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t quibble, he just spouted out everything he had ever done.

I papered the Reynolds’ house! I tripped Josh Wethers at school! I cheated on my fourth grade test! I…”

He went on and on and on.

When he was finally run down Sandy asked, “Tell us about your sexual crimes. Your bad habits. Nasty things you’ve done to yourself.”

He was afraid to lie. He stared at the big dingus hanging from Sandy’s junction and confessed.

I beat off every day! I wear women’s underwear all the time! I peek in the neighbor’s windows!”

After a while, when he started to run down, Sandy asked him another question.

“All right, Max, what have you put up your butt?”

Max froze. His deepest darkest secrets.

Sandy picked up on it instantly. “Aha! There we go. Max has been playing with poo poo alley! Come on, Max, confess!”

Out of sight of the camera she waggled her hips and the big dildo swung back and forth. Her meaning was clear. Confess all, or take it up the rump!

“I…uh…I have.”

She waited.

“I, uh…put my finger up there. I was young and I wanted to …I wanted to…”

Tears ran a bit of his mascara down his cheeks, but it wasn’t too bad. Sandy let him keep going.

“Then, uh…I…uh…”

“What was it, Max? A kitchen implement? A bottle? What?”

“It was a…Coke bottle.”

With that confession Max began to unclog. All the nasty, little sexual secrets of his perverted, little life began to pour out.

“I used my mother’s hairbrush for a long time. Then I went out and bought my own. Then I discovered that…”

He went on and on and on.

Sandy stood there, stoic, even-faced.

And, he ran down.

He looked down.

It was silent in the room, and not just the silence of a dark night. It was the silence of an illuminated soul. No secrets.

In a sense, he was cleansed.

Sandy nodded.

“I do believe you’ve told me the truth.”

Max nodded.

“So why are you so scared of my little toy?”

Max blinked, and it hit him. Yes? Why was he scared?

He had had all manner of things up his butt, so why should her dildo, just because it was a little more lifelike, scare him?

Sandy smiled. “Okay, have another sip, and let’s have a little snack.”

“A snack,” he repeated. His voice a broken monotone.

“Sure. A little protein, it’ll do you good.”

She walked into the kitchen, her dick swinging, her ass so sexy, and he could see her working over the stove. Putting strips of bacon in a frying pan. Soon the delicious aroma of pig wafted out to the garage, and shortly after that she walked back into the garage. Her dick was still swaying back and forth, and she was holding a big plate of bacon.

She stood in front of him. She offered him a piece of bacon.

He didn’t do anything.

She held it up to his lips, and he stared at it, then, because the night had exhausted him and because he did need nourishment, he ate a bite of bacon.

He felt it. The change in the atmosphere. Something was different.

“Have some more,” Sandy said.

He ate another piece. He chewed, and it was delicious. The grease was tasty and the bacon was chewy and—

“Have another.”

She fed him bacon, and with each slice things got…scarier.

Something was wrong.

She was studying him intently.

Finally, he asked, “What’s wrong?”

“I’ll tell you what’s wrong!” she screamed, grabbed the front of his bra and shaking it. His boobs quivered and his mouth opened in shock.

She was a fucking Jekyll and Hyde!

“What’s wrong is that you ate the bacon! You say you’re an Arab! but Arabs don’t eat bacon! It’s against their religion! You ate it! So you’re not an Arab.

She was shaking him fiercely now, and his voice stuttered, “I’m not! You said I was! I’m not!”

“KGB! Are you Russian? Are you Chinese? Who are you working for!”

She screamed out names and alphabet agencies and shook him so he couldn’t talk if he wanted to.

And he actually wanted to. He would have said anything to get her to let him go.

“Please…please…” his voice finally became understandable.

She backed up and glared at him.

“I’m the kid who lives down the street.”

“No more lies!” she shouted.

She pushed the stool in front of him.

She went behind him and pulled down his panties. His brown button was in plain view.

She reached up and released his hands.

He flopped forward, over the stool. He groaned, sore from falling on the edges of the stool, sore from being tied up all night, and then she moved forward.

“You said you liked this…let’s find out how much!”

She slapped a handful of bacon grease on his rectum, slathered it, inserted it, greased him thoroughly, then she thrust forward.

Max’s mouth opened in a big O. His eyes glazed over. He entered paradise.

This was what he had been wanting all those years of playing with his backside. This was fulfillment. This was his dream come true.

He had been fighting, and the harder he fought, the more he wanted, and now…now…

“Okay, you damned terrorist!”

She bent over him, sawed into him, cupped his big breasts, and had her way. All the way.

Max lay over the stool. Sandy sat on the other stool.

Sandy had screwed him until there was a puddle of cum on the floor under the stool.

The base of the dildo had stimulated her vagina until she had come.

And now, sexually depleted, she was trying to figure things out.

It was early in the morning. Almost sunrise.

But why had she interrogated this…Max. She remembered his name, and even that he lived down the street.

Why?

She was out of the Navy for a couple of years now. Yes, she had PTSD. Yes, she had an honorable discharge, and a full pension for medical.

But why had she…why…?

Max groaned. He felt empty. He was sated, but he wanted more. He looked up and saw Sandy sitting there, frowning.

He said, “Heysoos, Sandy. You must have been off your meds.”

Sandy started blinking.

The boy had just been talking, but what he had said…he had said…accidentally mentioned…her meds…

She leaped up from the stool and ran into the house.

She ran back to the back bathroom, unscrewed the cap of a bottle, and took a pill. She sipped from the sink, holding her hair out of the way. then she stood, hands braced on the sink, and stared at herself in the mirror.

Meds. She was supposed to have taken meds, and she had forgotten.

In the garage Max groaned and stood up. He was unbelievably tired. He just wanted to sleep.

In the bathroom Sandy came to her senses. The shadows of terrorists that had been running through her mind faded into a fog, and the fog disappeared.

She remembered what she had done to the kid. Oh, heysoos! Well, no way about it, she had to confront what she had done.

She straightened up and left the bathroom, walked back through the house and into the garage.

Max was standing, head bent, sighing.

She took his hand and led him into the house. Into the living room. She sat him down on the couch and sat next to him. She held his hand and with an emotion filled voice began to apologize.

“I’m sorry. I was off my meds. The things I did to you…I’m sorry. I don’t know what we can do about the breasts I gave you, but anything I can do I will. Anything. Please…please forgive me…”

She went on and on, and Max stared at her.

And he figured her out.

She had been a combat medic in the mid-east. She had been traumatized. And she had forgotten to take her medication.

She had thought she was back in a war zone, that he was a terrorist who had infiltrated, and…and all the things she had done to him, products of the twisted imaginings of her mind.

Then she was done. Head hanging, terribly sorry, and it was up to him.

“Uh, Sandy?”

“Yes?” she looked up at him, her eyes shiny with tears.

“Can we do it again tomorrow?”


Epilogue

He comes home in the wee hours of the morning. He feeds his granny, and she never notices that he is a girl, with boobs, and lingerie, and long hair and even make up.

She doesn't notice because she’s old. Her vision is failing and she has the early signs of Alzheimer’s.

After he feeds her she watches TV, and he goes to sleep.

When he wakes up, in the late afternoon, she is ready for dinner, then bed.

He puts her to sleep, then he waits.

The hours tick by, long seconds and short hours, until it is midnight.

At midnight he checks on his granny, then he walks out the door.

Out the door and up the street.

He slithers through the shadows, opens the gate, and waits.

He knows the alarm has sounded.

Then he walks to the back door and enters.

He is thrown to the floor, his hands are tied and he is hoisted up.

He stares at his captor.

Beautiful.

Breasts as big as his.

A face that is no nonsense and determined to break him.

“Okay, my fine, feathered Arab. You’re going to confess.”

And he does.

Night after night after night.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


He Who Comes Last Comes Best!

He succumbed to female led sex life!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

I yawned and blinked. I was barely awake, stumping around in Mother Nature’s overcoat and ready for breakfast, and Lisa wanted to talk?

My wife is a gorgeous blonde. She’s looks a little on the chubby side, at least you think so until you realize it is mostly boobs. Her breasts are (smile) ginormous. But she wears these loose outfits, and they hang, and you don’t see the svelte waist.

“Oh,” I stretched, then sat down at the kitchen table. “What about?”

Lisa has long, blonde hair, tight waist, big breasts, and a sweet, sweet face, so what could be wrong? Well, I don’t want to be insulting, so let’s just say that while she is bubbly bright and chipper and knock dead gorgeous, sometimes she’s a little bit, uh, ‘too’ blonde.

“Honey, you’ve had too many cums.”

I blinked and stared at my wife. Uh oh. This certainly sounded like she was having a bright idea.

Once she made me follow the Japanese custom of not wearing shoes in the house. Very irritating when  I had to go in and out constantly.

And then there was the time she insisted the inside of the car be washed for ‘health’ reasons. That was an irritating one. Especially because when she gets like this she tends to deny me until I fall in line.

Nothing makes her happier than getting her way.

“What did you say?”

“I’ve been reading, and it says that the average man has sex three times a week, and that he has a sexual lifespan of about 60 years.”

“So?”

“So do the math.”

Oh, God. Math. At my age. Which wasn’t very old, but, still… “Uh, 3 times 52 times 60…uh,” I pulled out my iphone and let Steve Jobs, bless his soul, do the heavy lifting. “9000 squirts.”

“That’s right. Now, how often do we do it.”

“Well, let’s see, every day, twice on Sunday, sometimes three times, and definitely three times on holidays, especially my birthday.”

The heavy lifting got heavier and I started feeding figured into my iphone.

Eleven holidays, call it twelve because of my birthday, is 36.

Then there are the unofficial holidays, things like Polar Bear Day, National Donut Day…God, I had no idea…let’s just say 20 unofficial days, plus 50 Sundays, so I came probably 140 times for those ‘double’ days.

That left 365 minus 82 left 283 days, or 283 single shots. So 36 plus 140 plus 283…um…um…

“459 squirts a year!” I pronounced happily.

“Exactly. And how long have we been married?”

“You’re not going to ask me when our anniversary is, are you?” I asked her suspiciously.

“No, no. Just for the sake of science, how many times have you cum during our marriage?

Uh oh. More heavy lifting. I took off my shoes so I could count and did the math. 459 times… “Can I round off to 460? I mean there must have been an extra cum in there sometimes.”

“I guess so.”

Okay. 460 times 12 equals 5520. “Five thousand five hundred twenty times!” I grinned.

And who wouldn’t grin? That’s a lot of times to enter paradise.

“And how many times have you masturbated?”

“Wait a minute…”

“Just for science. Give me a number.”

“Well, I haven’t masturbated much since I married you,” I smiled at her happily.

“But you became sexually active at, what…twelve?”

“Uh, eleven.”

“And we got married when you were twenty-one, so how many times a day did you masturbate for those nine years?”

“Oh, gosh…” I quickly did the figures. “Maybe once a day for 365 days times nine…but there were times I couldn’t, family vacations, that sort of thing”

“But then there were times you did it twice, or thrice…” she observed dourly.

“Well, yeah, but…we could probably round off at 3500times.”

“That’s probably on the low side,” she frowned.

“Well, it’s not like I kept a diary.”

“You should have, that would make this easier.”

“What?” I was actually getting confused now. First all the math, and now trying to figure out where this was going.

She leaned forward, which made her robe hang open and gave me a view of her delightful globes. Soft, pendulous, pink tipped. Curves that I loved to cuddle with. Mmm.

“Look, honey, you’ve cum over 9000 times in your life.”

I smiled.

“The Chinese say a man only has 9000 cums in him, then he dies.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“That’s right. 9000 times, and you’re already over that. Honey, you’re living on borrowed time!”

“But that’s dumb!”

She frowned.

“Okay, that’s…not scientific.”

“That’s VERY scientific. We’ve jus done the math.”

I didn’t really know why I was fighting with her. I mean, so what? So I backed off. “Look, I’m a horn dog, we both know that. And, truth, you’re sort of a horn doggie. You can’t tell me that 9,000 orgasms, more, if you count the multiples, has hurt you.”

“Women are different,” she sniffed. “Women are not bound by a certain amount of cums.”

“So neither should men! I mean—“

She leaned forward a little more, gripped my hands, flashed me more boob. I gulped, and she said, “You’re like a fellow who won’t quit smoking, and bam! One day he wakes up dead with lung cancer.”

I blinked. There was something inherently wrong about ‘waking up dead.’

“Let’s face it, you’ve been abusing your body, stressing it with too many orgasms, and it’s time to put you on an orgasm diet.”

“What?”

“We have to bring you back to full health. We have to reduce the effects of excessive cumming on your poor, weak body.”

Her eyes were sorrowful, her words were sad.

“Now wait a minute…”

“So we are starting a strict regimen. No more cums for you until I decide you’re healthy again.”

“Honey, this is ridiculous. I play basketball with the guys every weekend. I work out at the gym. I run every couple of days, or bike. I am not dropping dead because I unloaded my balls too much.”

“People drop dead all the time,” she countered. “They’re walking along and suddenly, phhht! They’re gone.”

“Come on! How many times have you heard of some fellow dropping dead because his balls were empty.”

“You can make fun of this if you wish,” she stated haughtily, “But I’ve made up my mind. No more nookie for you, at least until we have this sorted out.”

Then she read my mind. “And don’t you dare think about masturbating.”

Then she read my mind again. “And don’t think I’m going to give in and have sex because I get horny. I have no intention of getting horny.”

“What do you mean?” I asked suspiciously.

“Just because you can’t control yourself, just because you show no self control and abuse your body past what it can take…that’s no reason I have to suffer.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I have no intention of doing without.”

“But if I have to do without then so do you.”

“Sorry, Robert. That’s not the way this works. You’ve been bad. You have abused yourself too many times. You are now on an official diet, and don’t you dare try to break that diet!”

Oh, man, she hadn’t denied me, she had just told me she was going to deny me, but already I was desperate.

“Honey,” I whined, “I can’t do this.”

“You certainly can, and you shall!”

“But not squirting…my balls will fill up. I might explode. You don’t want that to happen, do you?”

She frowned. Then smiled. “I’ll do some research. We’ll find a way to relief the pressure without you…harming yourself.

“But…honey…”

But…it was settled. My fate was officially, by Chinese standards, sealed.

The day went slowly. Totally nonplussed by Lisa’s announcement, I had breakfast, then read the newspaper. It was Sunday. We had done the deed upon waking, then came the announcement, and normally we would have a little tryst after lunch, or maybe while swimming in the pool. It was fun for her to lay on the diving board and me do the bounce on her. Then, sated, we would simply roll into the pool.

So I brought her out a wine spritzer, and another one and another one, and I tried to loosen her up.

She got loose, but didn’t change her mind.

We wound up on the hammock, swinging back and forth, me naked, humping her in time to the swings, grinding my groin into hers.

But while I was naked…she wasn’t.

“Oh, God!” I groaned in frustration.

“Use your fingers,” she whispered to me.

Blind with horniness, I decided I should. I could take her to the edge, get her super horny, then she would give in and do me.

“Uh, oh…yes,” she moaned.

I kissed her, and Lisa knows how to kiss. Her soft lips slithered along mine, plump and moist and hungry.

I was fighting for balance now, kissing, fingering her, and trying not to roll out of the hammock.

“Oh, yeah…keep it up…!” Her humping added another element of confusion to our balancing act.

Wiggling, swaying, my focus was so much on not falling out of the hammock that…”OH…YES…YES!”

Lisa groaned and hugged me and I felt her inner muscles squeezing my fingers, trying to strangle them, the way she had often strangled my dick and pulled a cum out of it.

But my fingers wouldn’t cum. And my dick was harder than a rock. And hotter than a weenie roast. And leakier than a dripping faucet.

“Oh, thank you,” Lisa sighed and patted my cheek.

Her motion, just lifting her hand when I was befuddled by what had happened, was enough to upset the balance. The hammock flipped and I fell out, and she fell on me.

“OOF!”

She giggled and hugged me. “You’re so good.”

My ramrod penis was poking into her thigh. She reached down and held it for a second.

“And you’re going to be so healthy!”

Then she let go, right before I could squirt, and jumped into the swimming pool.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. I was on my back, and the empty hammock was still swinging lightly, and the material brushed the head of my cock.

I closed my eyes, I imagined the material brushing over me was her lips. Blowing, brushing with her tongue, and my balls started to tighten. I could feel ignition coming. If I could just…

“ROBERT!”

I jerked out of my daydream.

“Don’t you dare!”

She was the side of the pool watching me.

Oh, God. Just a few more strokes and…

“Robert?” she warned.

I wimpered, but stood up. My cock stood out, a flag in a stiff wind. A hurricane wind. I jumped into the pool and swam frantically. The cool water seemed to inflame my cock, rather than sooth it.It took a lot of swimming for me to go down.

Dinner time, and sometimes we would do third time, sometimes not.  Today we would not, as we were heading for a barbecue. Lisa dressed up, in a bikini, and I wore tight underpants under my swim suit. Not speedos for me, I wore some loose trunks. Between the tighty whiteys and the loose boxer style I hoped I could hide my hard.

“Oh, goody,” Lisa held my arm, her breasts brushing against my arm, as we walked over a couple of lawns to the Johnson’s.

Dick and Linda Johnson. Our besties in the neighborhood. We were of the same age, saucy in our joking, and liked to get together and just talk for hours. Slobber over ribs. Jump in the pool. Drink lots of bourbon and Coke.

So we crossed lawns, opened the front door and walked on in, and out to the pool.

And into a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Yum.

It was summer, hot, but I had been in my own pool all day, so we mostly just sat around and sipped and occasionally one of us would jump in and get wet, and jump out and drink some more.

But I had to jump in a little more often.

Aside from being horny for my own voluptuous wife, Linda was having an effect on me. She’s a touchy feely person and her hands would be placed on my biceps, or touch my chest, and Mt. Happy was feeling REALLY happy.

At one point I even caught Lia glancing down and then smirking.

Very funny, hardee har har, I fail to see the humor, and I jumped in the pool and swam around for a minute.

I came to the side and stayed there, my boner wasn’t quitting easily, and the girls went in to the kitchen and Dick jumped in next to me.

“Hey, good buddy, the girls were just talking about you.”

“Oh?” Uh oh.

“Yeah, they were noticing that you seem to be a little extra, shall we call it…excited?”

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered, my face turning red.

“So what is this orgasm diet Lisa is talking about.”

Crap. I wanted to jump out and run home right then. Maybe even shrieking a little. But Dick was a good friend, so I stifled my red face as best I could and explained.

“Lisa read some article that says a man only gets to cum a certain amount of times. Nine thousand was the number I believe. We did the math and I’m over that. Now she thinks I’m going to drop dead if i have another squirt.

Dick tried to hold it in, but he wasn’t successful. He started shaking with silent laughter. “Oh, you poor guy. How bad is it?”

“Well, you’ve seen my state,” I looked down as if towards my groin. “And she hasn’t even thought about it.”

Still, chuckling, Dick said, “Well, don’t tell Linda about that. She’d—“

He stopped talking and turned white. Then he burst out of the pool and headed for the kitchen. It was my turn to laugh.

Later that night, we were sauntering home, a bit wobbly but happy, and the other shoe dropped. It dropped with a clunk I had never expected. I thought things were as bad as they could get, but, no. There was worse.

Lisa said, “I was talking to Linda…”

I felt it. I felt underlying forces coming to trample me.

“Oh?” Please don’t say anymore. Please forget what you heard. Please.

“She said that men will always find a way. It’s in their DNA to cheat.”

“Honey, I would never—“

“She said you would find a way to, as you say, have a ‘squirt.’”

“But, baby, Lisa! I—“

“But she told me how I could curtail your nefarious activities.”

She actually used the word ‘nefarious.’ It was a good word for describing evil geniuses, but quite a bit lacking when describing a guy who just wants Mr. Happy to do a bit of yodeling. I opened my mouth, I wanted to say something, but she beat me to the punch. She said, “She suggested chastity.”

We went to bed shortly after we arrived at our house, and it was a difficult night for me. I was horny. I hadn’t had my second squirt of the day. I had gotten my wife off, and my dick had been hard all night, and…and I lay awake, victim of my boner.

Finally, I drifted off, and had dreams of my dick running down the street, away from me, magically growing hands and tossing daisy’s into the air and singing ‘la la la…’

And I awoke. Boner city. Balls full and no where to make a deposit.

I rolled over and nudged up against Lisa. I let me cock slide between her ass cheeks and cleared my throat.

“Oh,” she rolled onto her back, her glorious breasts thrusting upward, and stretched. “Good morning!” She pecked my cheek and jumped out of bed.

I waited for a while, and when she was down with her morning ablutions I went into the bathroom. I peed, but my hard on  stayed hard.

I stepped into the shower and stood under the water for a long minute. And started soaping. And…started soaping my penis.

Oh, yes. That felt good. Nine thousand cums. My ass. Fuck, my hand slithered up and down, slipping and sliding. I worked the head, swirling my hand around. Oh, yeah. I was ready, this was going to be good.

I felt that little trigger flip way down there in groin land. I felt my balls tighten up, and the sperm started to pulse, to creep up the shaft to—

“AH HA!”

I near jumped out of my skin. My eyes opened in shock.

Lisa held the door open and snapped picture after picture with her iphone.

“Lisa!”

“Don’t say my name.” Click, click. “I’m going to post this, just to let people know how out of control men are.” Click, click.

I struggled to reached door, but couldn’t get it, and then I slipped.

“WHOA!” I put out my hands and managed to slow my fall down a bit, but I landed on my ass, my legs spread, and, at that moment, my cock spewed.

“Oh, fuck!” I actually cried in frustration. It was the most terrible, the most ruined orgasm in the history of the world.

Lisa, of course, couldn’t stop laughing. And clicking.

Finally, she closed the door and left. I managed to get back on my feet. Crap. I was going to have a bruise on my butt. And I probably pulled a muscle.

I opened the door and went looking for her.

“Give me that phone.”

“Okay,” she handed me the phone with a big, smirky grin.

“You didn’t upload it! You couldn’t have! It’s still X rated!”

“Nope. You’re right. I didn’t upload it.”

“Good!” I deleted the film. I couldn’t believe…I looked at her. “Why are you smiling like that?”

“Because I have never seen anybody fall so funny in my life. And your cock was pointing straight out, and you looked so funny.”

I sighed. Good. She hadn’t uploaded it. She was just laughing because…because she had a sick sense of humor. I handed her phone back to her.

“Don’t you ever do that again.”

“Oh?” she didn’t like being told what she could and couldn’t do, and she really didn’t like my tone of voice. “And what will you do if I do?”

“I’ll spank you.”

I left her, and was unaware that I had sown the seeds of my own demise. First no squirts, then almost humiliated on the net, and finally, finally…she had the idea of spanking in her sexy noggin.

The morning went slowly. I did have a bruise, and I sat around and watched a football game on TV. Lisa went over to Linda’s and I sipped a beer—hair of the dog, you know—and thought about my weenie.

The game was tight, interceptions, crowds roaring, two guys punching each other, and I couldn't follow it all. Normally I would be locked to the screen, but now all I could think about was…my weenie.

My poor, neglected weenie.

My ever so hard hard on.

The bathroom episode had been so horrendous, and I might have squirted, but…but it was totally unsatisfying, and I wanted a real squirt.

I wanted to be in my wife, pumping in and out. I wanted to feel the big fellow crawling through her tunnel. I wanted…

SLAM!

I jerked awake. Oh, fuck! I lay on the couch, my dick out of my PJs, and my pajamas a mess of sperm. I had succumbed to temptation, and I had jacked off, and then I had gone to sleep. Oh, God! I had slept so poorly the night before…and…and…

“Honey!” Lisa came down the hall. I could hear her heels tapping, and I looked around frantically. If I pulled a pillow over myself it would look suspicious. I turned over and pretended to go to sleep. I would fake sleeping, and then I would sneak into the bedroom while she wasnt’ looking. Or, no I could go jump in the pool and—

“Honey? Honey?”

I gave a light snore. She always respected my sleep.

But she didn’t. She shook my shoulder. “Honey, I did something, and you’re gonna be mad, but if you promise not to get mad I’ll let you have a fuck!”

What? What the hell? I couldn’t ignore her shaking my shoulder. I rolled my head over and looked at her and pretended to be waking up.

“What? I…I need to sleep some more.”

“But you don’t understand. I did a bad thing.”

If it was so bad why was she giggling?

“But I’ll make it up to you. Right now. You can have me any way you want me.”

I tried to go back to my fake sleep. “I don’t feel well.”

“Look!” She held up the cell phone so I could see it. It was on Youtube. It was…IT WAS ME!

Me stroking myself, blurred out, but it was obvious what I was doing.

‘AH HA!’ came her voice. And the video played. Me turning and opening my eyes, going into shock, trying to cover myself, but my boner, even though blurred, was obvious. Then I tried to reach for her, and…disaster! My hands flailing! My body falling, landing on my ass with my legs spread—man, that blurring feature was worthless!

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled, and I rolled over and sat up. “What the fuck did you do!”

“What the fuck did you do?”

I looked at her. She was staring at my floppy dick, my gobs of semen all over my front.

“Don’t try to change the subject!”

“You jacked off!”

“You’ve humiliated me!”

“You said you wouldn’t masturbate!”

“I can’t show my face in this town!”

“You’re going to die!”

That was what stopped me. That was ‘You’re going to die’ statement. I stared at her.

It was a contest of you done who the most wrong, but she had won.

“I tried to save your life, and you…you…” she stood up, tears streaming from her eyes.

“But you posted that video!” I tried to regain some steam, but I was weak. Well, of course I was, she was using tears. All I had was righteous indignation.

“I was going to fuck you. I was going to let you in me, but it’s obvious you don’t want to be in me.”

“Lisa! Honey…” I was now pleading.

“I thought it would be funny. Nobody can see your face, and look, it’s already got over 300,000 likes! And what’s my thanks? You prefer your hand to…to…” she fled the room, sobbing, and I heard the bedroom door slam shut.

Oh, crap. I stared down at my sperm covered PJs. Double crap. What had I done?

She came out of the bedroom a couple of hours later, but she was colder than an ice cube in an eskimo’s refrigerator. I mean, she’d been mad at me before, but nothing like this.

We didn’t talk. Just co-existed for the rest of the day.

She made herself dinner, and I was left to make my own. Great. I went out to McDonalds. She hated it when I do that, but…fuck.

Finally, when I got home from Mickey D’s she was ready to talk. She was sitting at the kitchen table when I entered the house, and she pointed to the chair across from her. I sat.

“Robert,” she began. “You have betrayed me.”

“I’m sorry, but—“

She held up a finger. “Let me talk first. Then you can talk.”

Okay, that’s fair, I thought.

“You’re married. Your sperm is no longer your own, it is community property. I have a vested interest, especially as you have seen fit to waste it over the years, and to the point where your life is in danger.”

I waited. Prepared counter arguments.

“I have ordered one of those chastity things Linda told me about, and you will wear it.”

I started to open my mouth but she warned me by holding up her finger and shaking her head.

“You will wear this chastity thingie and you will become a better person. You will not waste your…our…sperm. You will not fritter your energy away by jacking off.

“You will wear the chastity device and I will hold the key and I will let you know when you can have an orgasm.”

She was done, so I tried. “Lisa, baby. You seem to have made this ‘Chinese orgasm decision’ all on your own. Even if my cock is community property, it is attached to my body. I have final say as to whether and when it will squirt. And if you are not willing, as much as I hate it, I will resort to my hand.”

I went on a bit longer, but that was the gist of my argument. I thought I made my points succinctly, but I was unprepared for what she said when I was done.

“Robert. If you do not wear that chastity device, if you do not allow me to save your life, I will invite my mother to live with us.”

My jaw dropped. The mother in law from hell. The end of my sanity…the end of life and all civilization. I shook my head helplessly.

“I will, so you will wear that chastity thingie, and I have spoken.”

She stood up and walked back to the bedroom.

I sat at the table in shock.

Then I stood up and poured a healthy shot of bourbon. No Coke. In one sentence she had reduced me from a man with a castle to a cringing mess.

Then, my mouth still open, the bourbon burning in my stomach, she came back.

“Furthermore, there are going to be some changes around her. I talked it over with Linda, and she’s in the same boat. Her husband is a slob who abuses himself when she’s not in the mood. Such disrespect is intolerable.”

“What kind…what changes?” I whispered. I was defeated, squashed. Rolled over by a steam roller.

“We’re going to start a ‘Female Led Relationships’ chapter. We’ve already had a few people on Facebook contact us. And by the time you’re in chastity we will be having our first meeting. And I expect you to be on your your very best behavior.”

She turned and left the room. And she didn’t come back. And there was nothing I could say. I had no rejoinders. I was conquered and enslaved and sent to the gallows.

Oh, my God. Yesterday I had woken up and rolled over and taken advantage of my soft, loving, beautiful wife.

Today I had woken up and been taken advantage of, made into a laughingstock, and was threatened with chastity or…I know you don’t think it can be worse, but it is…my mother in law.

My cock locked up, unable to stand up or squirt. I had read the stories, I would have to sit down to pee. And…and that was just the start. I had read the stories of what women did to their husbands after chastising them.

Dully, my world destroyed, I poured another drink. Straight. I sucked it down like I was a Hoover on a carpet littered with greenbacks.

Have my cock locked, or…my mother in law.

Heysoos went barefoot in a cow pasture. What the hell was I going to do?

So I did the only thing I could do. I poured another drink, then, the drink sitting in front of me, I put my head in my hands and began sobbing. My tears splashed in the bourbon like a storm in a rain forest.


PART TWO

The chastity device arrived a day later, and it was a glum day in mudville.

The Amazon truck drove up, Lisa answered the door, and I stared at the little box in her triumphant hands.

“Is that it?” I asked, waves of despair washing over me.

“This is it!” she crowed happily. “This little baby is going to save your life. No more excessive cumming. No more illegal cums…”

I was curious what law had been passed to make cumming illegal.

“With this little gadget we can control your out of controllness and give you a long life.”

Yeah, I thought, as I watched her sit at the kitchen table and open the box. A long life, but what’s the point?

She took a shiny box out fo the cardboard, she took a velvet bag out of the shiny box, and she took a bunch of rings, a tube, and a lock out of the bag. She laid them on the table. I stood next to her and looked down.

“Gee,” she said. “Sure is small.”

Oh, my God was it small. There was no way I was going to get my pecker in that thing, and I said so.

“Of course there is. I mean, this has got to be scientifically designed, right?”

“Why?” I countered.

She looked at me, confused. “This is probably as scientifically designed as the Chinese study that limits a man to 9000 cums.

She blinked, she frowned, then she smiled. “Of course! That proves it’s scientifically designed!”

I blinked and shook my head. Did I really hear that? Did she really take my lack of proof as proof? WTF?

“Now, take down your panties,” she giggled, “And let’s see about putting on your new rain coat.” She giggled again.

God, she was enjoying this wa-a-a-y too much.

I undid my pants and dropped my drawers. My dick, of course, was harder than a dragon’s tooth.

She frowned. “You’ll have to get soft.”

My turn to smilie. “Maybe a god squirt will soften it up?”

She looked up at me with anger on her face. “Don’t you try any of that, mister!”

She went to the refrigerator and got out a bag of frozen peas.

Why peas, I don’t know. I mean, I had read the stories—I stayed up all night the night before reading up on this chastity thing—so why not frozen carrots? Or frozen Corn?

But peas it was, and she slapped the bag on my dick and I howled and she snapped, “Don’t be a baby, Robert.”

“Shove an icecube up your pussy and see how you like it!”

My protestations had little effect on Linda, however, and she held the bag of peas to my cock.

But my penis wouldn’t go limp.

So she tried a bag of frozen carrots. Oh, God, had I been prescient?

And when that melted she tried a bag of frozen corn..I WAS prescient!

And finally, my cock was small.

Her mouth twisted into a little know with her tongue sticking out the side, looking a little cross-eyed, Linda shoved my cock into the tube.

“Oh! Hay!”

She just snickered and closed the ring, pushed the lock through the ring, and…

CLICK!

And it really was that loud. I swear it was.

Linda pushed me back from the table and stared at me in satisfaction.

“There!”

I looked down. I could see my penis, but it was all pushed up against the plastic, like a face at a window, if the face is a pecker and the window is a test tube.

“Great,” I muttered.

“It sure is!” Then she stood up and hugged me. In her robe. With her tits pressed up against my chest. And she kissed me. Her tongue in my mouth, her soft lips fused with mine. And my poor, squashed dick suddenly went ‘Yahoo!’ tried to erect, and died a quick death.

I bent over and held myself.

Oh, fuck! I thought Oh, fuck!

The day dragged slowly, and I could think of nothing but my dick.

Look, I usually do think about my dick, and that quite often. But nothing like this.

My penis was stuck in a grip. It was like a hand was squeezing me all the time. I couldn’t not think about my dick.

Pulsing, surging, only to get discouraged and weep pre-cum. And when I finally managed to get my mind off my cock, and the beast would relax a bit, it started all over again. Pulsing, surging, and weeping little tears of what could never be.

Linda didn’t help. She was so happy that she was saving my life that kept hugging me and kissing me, and she couldn’t stop herself from grabbing my prison with her hand and fondling and shaking it. All of which contributed to another round surge, and pulse, and drip.

That night I slept about as poor as a man could sleep. I tossed and turned until I felt like Tom Hanks on a raft in a storm.

Surge, pulse, drip.

I awoke with big circles under my eyes.

I dragged through the house and collapsed at the kitchen table.

“And how’s my handsome and long lived boy this morning?” Linda cooed and set a cup of coffee in front of me.

“Dead and rotting,” I answered.

She didn’t seem to hear me, or pick up on my death warmed over mood, She said, “I want you to come with me tonight to our first Female Led Relationships meeting.”

“I’m not,” I responded. But I was exhausted, I was tired, I was not ready for a battle.

Cheerfully, Linda quipped, “Nonsense. You’re the first husband to ever be administered to by our group, and all the girls are going to have questions.”

Well, I didn’t feel. like being an experiment, or a poster boy, so I just shook my head. “No.”

Linda turned to me with a smile. “Honey, I won’t force you to go, but I want you to think of something.”

Oh, God, I knew what was coming, and I groaned.

“Just think, if you come to the meeting and talk to the girls…I’m really going to be proud of you. And that is going to help me decide when you’re going to get your next orgasm.”

Oh, God! I put my head in my hands and wished that I could escape this terrible nightmare.

The day went like eating rotten cabbage. Thoroughly distasteful. But on the edge of that misery, poking its head up about as often as my other head tried to poke up and couldn’t, was the idea that maybe, if i showed up, maybe…I could get an orgasm. Or at least was closer to an orgasm.

Finally, after an hour of wallowing in self-misery, I struggled out of my condition and decided to take my mind off my situation.

I went out and mowed the lawn. And I found that if I concentrated hard enough, if I worked fast enough, I didn’t think about my dick as much.

Oh, I still thought about it, but time passed a little faster.

So, the lawn mowed, and even cross cut, I decided to trim the bushes. Trim, trim, trim. I even played with a bit of sculpting, making what I thought looked like a hippopotamus out of the bush next to our mail box.

Finally, Linda called me in to lunch.

“My Lord,” she exclaimed as she placed a ham sandwich in front of me. “You are working up a storm! What’s got into you?”

“I just want to take my mind off…off…” I looked down at my lap.

She giggled. “This chastity thing is really working. All the energy you would have wasted on sex is going into real production.”

Oh, God. She had mentioned the S word. Sex. And suddenly I became aware, and my dick became aware, and I felt the semi-pain of my penis trying to get bigger than its ‘britches.’

But my pain was only starting.

When I finished my sandwich Linda eyed me and smiled.

Oh, no. I knew what that smile meant.

“Come on, lover.”

“Oh, no! I have to wash the car. And I have to—“

“You have to do your husbandly duties,” she announced with a gleam in her eye.

“Okay, take me out of this torture device and I will screw you until your bow-legged.”

“Ew. i don’t want to be bow-legged. Now come on.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me, protestingly all the way, into the bedroom.

I mean, can you understand? For the first time in my horn dog life I didn’t want sex! BUT…at the same time I wanted it more than I had ever wanted it in my life.

Linda pushed me towards the bed and shimmied out of her shorts. Her long legs stretched out and my cock throbbed like a blood transfusion.

She unbuttoned her blouse and my eyes stared so hard they became oblong in the sockets.

She pulled off her bra and panties and I thought I was having open heart surgery…with the anesthetic!

“Come on, baby,” she said, laying on the bed and spreading her legs. “Use that mouth for something besides talking.”

Oh, fuck! I knelt quickly, diving my head into her V for vagina legs. I reached under her and cupped her buns and lifted, bringing that joyous bit of sustenance to my face.

I rubbed my face into her snatch as if it was a handkerchief trying to blot up a spill.

“Oh, yeah!” Linda moaned, putting her hands on my wrists, keeping my hands on her buns, and trying to push her vagina right down my throat.

Down below, Mr. Happy snarled and growled and tried to erect. I would have doubled over from the sensual pain, except that this snatch…I had never tasted anything so good in my life.

I sucked on the delicate inner skin. I treated her erect clitoris like it was a tiny cock. I made disgusting, slurpy noises, which just seemed to excite her all the more.

“Oh, God! Oh, yes! Please! Use your fingers!”

I pulled a hand out and, while supporting her ass with one hand, I drove several fingers into her. She made a gasping sound, like she was drawing her last breath, then began to shake and shudder.

Fuck! She had NEVER come to an orgasm this fast!

Encouraged, in spite of my struggling peeny, I jammed my fingers in and out, bruising the lip of her vagina with my knuckles.

She began making squealing noises, like I had never heard before, and her hips started bucking and my hand was actually ejected from her pussy.

“No! No!” She screamed, clutching bedsheets desperately. “Put it back in!”

I pushed my hand in again, and she kept bucking and making mewling sounds, and then…she squirted.

My God! My wife was actually squirting! I had never seen her squirt before, but now she was gushing big squirts of water. Again and again. And even slapping her pussy with one hand.

My hand fell out, and she was screaming, be it in a low, throaty voice, “Again! Put it in again!”

I did, in shock, I yet managed to function.

And, to tell the truth, seeing this totally unbridled orgasm, seeing her spasm so violently and happily, it turned me on even more. And my poor dick…my poor, poor dick…

An hour later I staggered out of the bedroom. I could hardly walk. My balls were so blue that just hanging between my legs, feeling my thighs brush against them, was like being hit over the head with a sex hammer.

I could hardly think. I was more exhausted than I had ever been in my life. Yet…I was also never more wired. It was like every orgasm she had was a direct charge to my heart, to my very being. I had never felt so alive. I now knew what Dracula liked about being dead.

Looking like death warmed over, feeling like death dead and popped into a microwave, I washed the car. I could hardly think. I had never been fucked like that, and I had never even gotten inside her.

I had just played with her pussy and suckled her breasts and…and my cock had revolted against the cruelty of prison…and, I was alive.

Dead tired, the colors of the world were brighter.

I felt my muscles as if they were strands of pure life itself, as I scrubbed the car, then rinsed it.

I found myself polishing the shine minutely, fascinated by the expanse of hood and fender. And while I prepared our steed for the night, my cock pounded inside its prison.

‘Let me out! Let me out!’

It was such a weird sensation. And…it actually, i hated to admit this…it felt good.

The more my cock  pounded on the walls of its prison…the more alive I felt.

There was a direct correlation, I could see for the first time, between horniness and aliveness.

And it. struck me. When I squirted I was giving away my life.

Of course I was. Sperm is for babies, and it takes a lot of life to create a life, and all the times I had been squirting willy nilly, loosing my semen on the walls and ceiling, and into girlfriends and…and even my wife…all those times I had been wasting my life essence.

And I began to actually think about what I was feeling.

Dinner time, and Linda called me in. And I loved her. God, she was ravishing. I had never seen her look so beautiful.

It was like, in the last day, she had become a glowing, sexy, incredibly wonderful creature, and all i wanted was to be with her, to rub up against her.

Yes, to put it crudely, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to put my dick in and wiggle it around and expend every ounce of semen I had ever had in my life.

And yet, it wasn’t just that. Under the sex, and threatening to come out and overwhelm the sexual desire, was…love.

I hugged her and kissed and told her how much I loved her.

She laughed and loved it, and finally pushed me away, “You must really like me saving your life.”

Without even thinking about what I was saying, I nodded. “I do, I do.” And I moved in to hug her again.

Dinner, and everything was extra special.

The hot dogs must have been specially plucked from the vine. They were succulent and tasty, and I experienced this profound sense of taste while keeping my eyes on Linda.

The mashed potatoes must have been from the sexiest potatoes alive. The spoonful of them on my plate looked like a boob, and the pat of butter like a nipple, and the taste, my God…the taste!

It was like spooning pure ambrosia down my starving gullet.

Even the peas, they were like drops of sweat oozing from her vagina. I ate every one, tasted every one, and they rolled down my throat like spurts of…you know.

Linda kept looking at me, at the expression on my face, and laughing.

“You really have it bad, don’t you?”

“I don’t know,” I reached across the table and picked up her hand and kissed it. “I just know,” I began acting like I was eating her hand with my lips, sucking the fingers and wishing she would have an orgasm, “that I love you with every atom of my iota.”

“Atom of your iota? What even is that?”

Her lips were perfection. Plump and juicy, waiting to be tasted. My cock was screaming and shrieking to get out, but, somehow, the pain felt…good. Really good.

“I don’t know,”  I admitted, “But that’s the way love is…sometimes indescribable.”

“Oh,” she said, Fanning her cleavage with one hand. “Honey, you’ve got me all flustered. You know what this means, don’t you.”

“I probably do.”

“Are you finished?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Then let’s take a little jaunt into the bedroom.”

“Oh, baby, I thought you’d never ask.

We stood up and I put my arm around her and we started walking to the bedroom. Suddenly I stopped. Linda looked up at me.

“Are you going to let me out?”

She thought about it. I have to give her that, she thought about it. But, “No.”

“Oh,” I nodded my head.

“Does that make you sad?” She touched my cheek tenderly.

“Oh, no…no.” And, oddly, it didn’t. Yes, I wanted to cum my brains out. But, truth, I felt like a God with my dick trying to get big, and this woman I was about to please, and…and we continued to the bedroom.

An hour later I sauntered out of the bedroom. I was awake, alert, alive, enthusiastic.

Behind me, Linda staggered. I had used my mouth, my tongue, my fingers, and every bit of imagination I had, and I had actually used her up.

I headed for the. kitchen, and she straggled after me, depleted, but extremely satisfied. Extremely.

“Pour me a drink, Robert.”

“Certainly,” I grinned. My cock was worming about, protesting its incarceration mightily, but it was…happy.

Everything was happy.

I mixed a couple of Coke Highs and placed one before my poor wife.

“Holy crap,” she muttered. “You’ve ruined me.”

“You save my life and you ruin me. Seems fair,” I quipped, as i downed half my drink and grinned.

Where had all this energy come from.

“Well, give me a second, and then we can get ready.”

“For your FLR meeting,” I frowned.

Her turn to frown. “Robert. You’ve got to. In just a couple of days you have reversed course. You’re healthier, more alive, more vibrant. People need to see proof.”

“Proof that the Chinese are right?” I raised an eyebrow at her. “Communism works? Wuhan is actually a city in New Mexico? What kind of proof.”

Then she said the magic words. “Do you want to cum? Ever?”

Oh, God, that did it.

No matter how alive and vibrant I was, no matter that I was actually enjoying my situation, I wanted to squirt, and in the worst possible way.

She came around the table and sat on my lap. She put her arms around my neck and spoke from inches away, her juicy lips becoming my whole world.

“Robert, we are now a Female Led Relationship, and I’m the female. You will do what i say, and with no argument.”

“I’m not arguing, it’s just that…” I trailed off.

The look on her face, she saw it, too. I was arguing.

“Now, let’s drink up, and if you want an extra cup or two I understand. This might be rough on you. But…I have spoken.

She went back to the bedroom and I sat and drank. And thought. And I knew I wasn’t going to get out of this. I simply wanted sex too badly.

the problem was that I knew just going to the meeting wasn’t going to get me sex. It was just going to get me the possibility of sex.

I had another drink…and cursed the Chinese soundly.

A half hour later Linda came out of the bedroom, and I almost sat up and howled. she was wearing a very businesslike pencil skirt, purple, and a shimmery blouse. Under the blouse it was obvious she was wearing a shelf bra. The lines of the blouse, a bit of fringy stuff, were enough to hide the nipples from all but the most observant eye.

My eye, in this instance, was about as observant as an eye could get.

She smiled at me, and rubbed a hand across her large breasts, her excited nipples. “God, you make me wet.”

“Well, don’t spring a leak, yet, baby.” I was on my feet and moving towards her. I had nothing on my mind but laying her down and making her scream.

The reality was that she saw me coming, laughed, and headed me off at the pass. She grabbed my hand and led me back towards the bedroom.

“Where we going?” I asked. I think my ability to actually have a solid thought had gone on hiatus.

“We have to do something about your eyes.”

“What’s wrong with my eyes?”

“Look,” she said, and she turned me towards the hall mirror.

A racoon looked back at me. The lack of sleep, the way I’d been working. No matter that I was wired, in fact being wired might actually contribute to the bandit effect. 

My eyes were black circles, like I’d been punched a few too many times right in the eyeballs, and a gleam, almost, because of the contrast, an insane gleam.

“I look like a sex maniac.”

“You are a sex maniac,” she giggled, and pulled me into the bedroom. “Now get dressed.”

I didn’t dress up, not like a tux or anything, but I wore fresh pressed cargo pants and a nice shirt. Linda helped me put on a pair of underwear, a little snug, and she allowed me to go without a tie, and even let me wear athletic sneakers.

Freshly shaved, my long hair combed back, I sat down at her make up table.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked.

“Just a little foundation. Your black eyes will be gone and you will look fresh and rested.”

“A good squirt will make me fresh and rested.”

“Ha!” Linda picked up a brush and prepared to attack my face.

For a long minute she worked, and then she frowned.

“You’ve got a clean spot.”

“What’s that mean?”

“You know. You clean something and the area around it looks dirty by comparison.”

“I’ve got a dirty face?”

“Comparatively.”

“I think I need to go get another drink.”

So I did, and I looked in the wall mirror on the way. She was right. You couldn’t really tell it was make up, but it did look lighter, and made the rest of my face darker.

I continue on to the kitchen. I poured myself another drink, a good strong one, and I popped a straw in it just for heck, and returned to my wife and her dreaded make up table.

“Maybe I should just go with black eyes.”

“Not a chance,” she said. Then she grabbed my caged cock, pulled it rudely up and said into it. “Not a chance! You hear me?”

“I do, I do.”

But it felt so-o-o good to be handled. Even though it was just a yank and crank, it felt good. Super good.

I kept my face still, turned sideways from the mirror and towards her, and sucked pure bourbon through a straw.

She kept dabbing and smoothing, brushing and using her fingers. Finally, she use a small brush. I figured she was just touching me up.

“The prettiest girl i ever saw,” I whispered. I couldn’t stop staring at her red lips. I wanted to kiss them worse than I ever had in my life.

“What?”

“It’s an old army marching song. ‘The prettiest girl I ever saw, was sipping bourbon through a straw.’”

She laughed and told me to close my eyes.

“Whoa,” I said, and held myself steady. It felt so weird, but sexy, to have her work on my eyelids.

Finally, she sat back and smiled. “Perfect.”

I started to turn to the mirror, but she pulled me up. “No time for that. We’re going to be late.”

“But…”

She rushed me down the hallway, and I didn’t even have time to check myself out in the mirror.

“Go, go,” she grinned, holding my arm and guiding me to the car.

I had managed to snag my bourbon and held it.

“Here, let me drive,” she pushed me towards the passenger side, then opened the door for me. Yeah, she better drive, I was starting to feel a little loopy.

A second later she was in the driver’s seat and starting up the car.

“Thank you for doing this,” she murmured as she backed the car out.

I held my bourbon up so it wouldn’t slosh, and she headed down the street.

“Think nothing of it, my dear,” I stated airily. I watched the street lights pass and enjoyed the moment. I was feeling so alive, so free. Maybe the stupid Chinese weren’t so stupid after all.

We parked in front of a large house and Lisa turned to me, inspected me. She frowned. “Close your eyes.”

I did, and she used her thumb to lightly rub my eyelids.

“This is Shiela Rose’s house. She volunteered her house for the meeting.”

“Okay.”

She rubbed my lips. “What’s that?”

“You have a speck on your lips. Let me get it off.”

I sat there and she rubbed my lips again.

“Funny,” I said.

“What?”

“Taste’s funny.”

“That’s the make up on my fingers.”

“Oh.”

She exited the car and came around to my side. She opened the door and helped me out.

I actually needed help. I was definitely feeling my whiskey. Drinking that whole glass on the way over was probably not the smartest thing I have ever done.

Still, I felt so good, and my cock felt so good, pushing and pulsing and trying to get out. And failing.

“That feels good,” I said.

“What?” she had her arm linked in mine and we walked up the walk.

“My penis. I can’t stop thinking about it, and feeling it.”

“That’s good. And who owns your penis?”

“Well,” I giggled, “Isn’t it community property?”

“That it is,” and she knocked on the door.

The door opened and we walked into a large foyer, then a large living room.

A half a dozen women were already there, sitting on the couch, standing and chatting, and they all froze and stared at me.

If I had been sober i would have run out screaming. The way they stared.

But, fortunately I wasn’t sober. I grinned, gave a wave and a big, cheerful, “Howdie, girls!”

Nobody said anything.

A few looks were passed back and forth. But they kept staring at me.

“Have I got face on my egg?” I whispered to Linda.

“No, honey. They’re just stunned by your beauty.”

“Oh, good.”

Linda said, “Girls, I would like you to meet my husband. He has been a willing participant in my…our…Female Led Revolution.”

I blinked, I wanted to ask her if she meant ‘relationship,’ and not ‘revolution,’ but she kept talking.

“Robert has agreed to have his manhood locked up, and to learn the discipline that is necessary to be a contributing member of our new society. You can see that he is also willing to experiment in other areas. Please feel free to talk to Robert, introduce yourselves and ask him any questions you wish.”

With that she turned me loose. Just took her arm out of mine and headed for the kitchen. i stood there, unsure of myself, but drunk enough not to care. And the ladies began to loosen up.

On gal, an older gal with pretty grey hair and a slender figure, came up and introduced herself. “I think you look so lovely tonight. Did you have second thoughts before coming to see us?”

“Oh, yeah. I even needed a few drinks.”

Another girl touched my arm. “And you really have a chastity device on?”

“Oh, yeah. Want to see it?”

That was the drunk me talking, no cares, no inhibitions, but the girls took it seriously.

“Surely,” blurted a cute redhead with a wide butt and wider boobs. “If you feel comfortable showing us.”

“Sure. Why not.” I undid my pants and let them drop.

“Oh!” the faces surrounding me opened up. one girl said, “Pretty panties.”

I looked down. I remembered. Linda had helped me put on my underwear, and she must have grabbed a pair of her own by mistake. I probably would have noticed if my nuts had fallen out the side, but with everything tucked into the chastity cage, and my nuts up tight, I hadn’t.

“Oh,” I said.

The older lady observed. “That’s very pretty. Isn’t it, ladies?”

They all agreed, and the older lady gently tugged my panties down.

I stood there and they all gasped in awe. My cock was pulsing obviously, trying to move, but was contained.

“Does it hurt?” asked a gal.

“Not really. Feels pretty good, once you get used to it.”

“Look! It’s dripping!”

Sure enough, I looked down and saw a bit of pre-cum oozing out the slit on the head.

“Can I feel it?”

But the red headed girl didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed my package and hefted it. I groaned. “Oh…”

“Careful, girls,” said the grey-haired lady wryly. “We don’t want any accidents.”

Then the girls took their turns fondling my tube, squeezing it, and holding balls.

“They feel so full.”

“They are,” I agreed.

Then the older lady reached up and held my chin with one hand. She turned my face one way, then the other. “And your make up is so tastefully done.”

I blinked a big blink. Make up? When had…and then I understood. She had not only blotted out the black eyes, but she had matched my skin color, and then, when I wasn’t expecting it, Linda had colored my eyelids. And in the car, there hadn’t been any speck on my lips. She had put lipstick on me!

For a moment I was lost. but the ladies were gushing, and they were so enthralled by my…my transition, that I relaxed almost before I panicked.

“And what is the division of labor in your household?”

“Well, I…” I bumbled through an explanation of what my chores were. Interestingly, knowing what direction these gals were going in, I fibbed a little. I told them I did some dusting and the dishes, because i had done them. Once.

And they asked more questions, and I looked up.

Linda was standing next to the sofa, half sitting on it, and watching me, and nodding. She was most pleased with me.

At home I looked at myself in the mirror.

Yep. I was fully made up. At least around the eyes. And my eyes sparkled and popped.

Also, I had on bright, red lipstick.

I touched my lips with a finger.

“So, what do you think?” asked Linda. She was unrolling nylons on the side of the bed.

I was still a little high. Not drunk, but sort of happy and stunned all at the same time.

“I’m not sure.”

“What do you think of the make up job I did on you?”

“It’s…it’s good.”

She stood up and came to me, her heavy breasts pressed against me. She had a tube of lipstick in her hand and she reached up and colored my lips.

“Just good?”

I was silent.

“I want to kiss your gorgeous lips.”

A while later, our lipsticks smeared, I asked, “How far is this going to go?”

She pulled me to the bed, pushed me back and sat on top of me. “I’ll let you know.”

But I couldn’t let it go. “Are you going to make me wear female underwear and everything? Bras and…and stuff?”

“Probably.” She leaned down with a grin and smeared my lipstick some more.

“And what about dresses?”

“Would you like to wear a dress?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Then I don’t know. Maybe.”

“And make up?”

“Oh, yes. And we’re going to trim your eyebrows and give you some nails. They can be clear during the week, but long and red on the weekends. And you need to shave your body. It’s going to feel so kinky when you start wearing garters and nylons, and we’re going to have to look into corsets, and your hair has to be styled, and…”

I listened. Somewhat in shock. My cock struggled down below.

I finally asked, “Can I cum?”

She sat up then, stopped kissing me and talking, and sat up and held my hands down. Her breasts hung and touched my chest. My cock pulsed against her pussy. Unable to erect, but the feel of my throbbing turning her on.

“Do you want to cum?”

“Well, yeah!”

“When?”

And that question stopped me. I was moved into a new level of thought. I considered that I had never been so happy as when she had tricked me, put make up on me, and let the girls handle my caged but impotent manhood.

“When?” she asked again. Staring at me, demanding.

I could say now, and she would do it. She would let me throw her down and insert my penis and…and was that what I really wanted?

Or did I want to be feminized, made to wear women’s clothes, maybe even spanked.

For that was all part of the potential of a Female Led Relationship.

As was the excitement in my groin. The excitement that would go away with a squirt. The thrill of giving myself over to another human being, of trusting in love.

“When?” She persisted, and I think she knew what was going on in my mind.

I opened my mouth, my red smeared mouth, and I whispered, “When you want me to.”

She smiled. kissed me again, and said, “Good answer.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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