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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What he asks for…that’s what he wants.” 
 
    Jan pursed her lips in thought. It sounded bizarre, but…why was it so appealing. 
 
    Next to her, her friend, Cat, was mesmerized.  
 
    On the stage stood Morton Sheffield. He was a handsome hunk with a knowing grin and he specialized in inspirational talks. 
 
    “Some of this is simple,” Morton said. “He asks for kinky sex…he wants kinky sex. But when you dig down a layer…aha! That’s when you find the truth.” 
 
    Cat was breathing harder. Her chest was rising and falling, and Jan suspected that Cat had the hots for Morton. That she had never met him didn’t matter. She had followed him on the internet, and she was acting like she was in heat. 
 
    “If he asks you to be a more beautiful woman, to take care of yourself, then he probably wants you to take care of him. He wants you to make him more beautiful. He wants to experience you on a profound and subtle level.” 
 
    Cat’s fists were clenched in her lap. 
 
    They were at a two hour motivational seminar, and Jan was thinking. Ben had wanted her to take this seminar. He wanted her to get motivated, but…motivated to do what? 
 
    “How about some real life experiences, ladies and gentlemen. Tell me of your life and I’ll help you interpret it.” 
 
    A few hands snuck up. 
 
    “Yes, the beautiful lady in the red dress.” 
 
    The lady was an old blonde with obviously fake breasts. She stood up, seemed a little breathy, and asked, “So if my husband wants to spank me…then he wants to be spanked.” 
 
    Morton nodded. “There is a very good chance that that is exactly what he wants.” 
 
    There were a few titters, and Jan suddenly had the thought that the lady was a plant. 
 
    “Anybody else?” 
 
    Jan found her own hand had risen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He pointed right at her. 
 
    She stood up, cleared her throat and said, “So it sounds like this is an alpha/beta thing.” 
 
    “An astute point,” he smiled at her, then looked out at the audience in general. “One person spends their day being in charge, ordering people about. Maybe he’s a cop directing traffic, in charge of thousands of tons of metal everyday. Or perhaps he is a CEO, making corporate decisions that can affect the lives of thousands. When he gets home he wants a break. He wants to give it up. He wants somebody to take charge of him. Or her. But he is so used to ‘directing traffic,’” a few chuckles in the audience, “That he doesn’t know how to give it up. So he tries to make it happen by ordering it, and the result is a sad bedroom for you both.” 
 
    A lady in the next row raised her hand, then stood up. “But what if a person is a…a homeless person.” 
 
    “Then he has no power, and he wants power, and given power he would likely act the bully. Studies have shown that homeless people have fantasies of control. CEOs have fantasies of being controlled. 
 
    Suddenly Kat raised her hand and was called on. She stood up, and to Jan there was a shiver of excitement to her friend. “What are your fantasies?” 
 
    A wave of laughter swept the crowd, and Morton smiled grandly. “Would you like to see the whip my wife uses on me?” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Then Jan raised her hand again. “What if your theories were enacted throughout a large company?” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “What if a worker’s reward was a chance to whip the boss. Would that improve production?” 
 
    There were a few titters over that, but Jan didn’t care.  
 
    Morton focused on her. “Once again we have an astute question. The interesting fact that has been proven over industry is that to a certain extent, and in certain situations, people like to be bullied. Soldiers like the structure of the military. Men and women like to have something to complain about. But they don’t want to revolt, that is the province of marriage.” 
 
    Nervous laughter and mumbles rose up. 
 
    “The captain of the ship must be a martinet, but it is the province of only one person to provide the reversal of roles for him. Or for her. Though you work with a thousand, there must be only one to provide that which he, or she, is putting out and therefore asking for.” 
 
    The talk went on for a while longer, and Jan considered what she was learning very carefully. 
 
    Ben wanted a clean house, was he asking to clean it himself? Ben wanted her to dress a certain way. So did he want her to make him dress a certain way? Should she be more assertive?  
 
    He was the Lord and Master at work. Should she be the Lord and Master at home? 
 
    Morton Sheffield seemed to think so. 
 
    After the meeting Cat and Jan dropped by a cafe for some coffee. 
 
    “He certainly is a dream hunk,” observed Cat. 
 
    Jan smiled. “The way you’re carrying on it looks like you want to make him do the dishes.” 
 
    “Mmm. Dishes. In a bright pink apron.” 
 
    The both giggled at the idea. 
 
    “He does have some interesting things to say about the balance of power, and men actually wanting to be controlled.” 
 
    “Sounds a bit sissy to me.” 
 
    “I wonder. Ben has a hundred people under him, and he injects himself into their lives. He micro manages them.” 
 
    “What? You think he wants to be micromanaged?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised,” mused Jan. “And what about the fact that a man might say one thing, and never pursue it. He brought it up, then it disappears, but maybe it hasn’t really disappeared. 
 
    “Maybe he’s still hiding it in his mind?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So what was Ben’s big secret? What was the one thing he said that he never spoke of again?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    But she did know. She just wasn’t willing to speak of it. 
 
    The same way that Ben might not be willing to speak of it. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And it all fit together. The thing he wants, the hidden desire he spoke of once but never again…what if…” And Jan smiled dreamily. 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, she sat with Ben. He was immersed in spreadsheets. She was thinking. 
 
    “Ben?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “What’s your secret, hidden desire?” 
 
    “To finish these spreadsheets.” 
 
    Ignoring her. That was not good. Yes, he had a lot of work to do, but this was her time. According to Morton Sheffield, that is. 
 
    She went into the bedroom and took off her clothes. She inspected her body. Yep. She still had it. Thin waist, full breasts. And her face was oval, with a pert nose and nice, arched eyebrows. 
 
    She brushed her hair, gave it a bit of gloss, then she put on some make up. Donning a translucent chemise she went back out to the living room. 
 
    Ben didn’t look up. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She took them back into the living room, placed one on a spread sheet, sat on his lap, and kissed him. 
 
    Ben was surprised. He kissed her back, then looked at her. 
 
    Looked at her. 
 
    This was supposed to be the moment he went medieval on her, ripped her chemise off and savaged her tits, stuck his dick in her. 
 
    He looked at her.  
 
    “I love you, babe, but…I’ve got to get this done.” 
 
    She stood up, looked down at him, then walked off. 
 
    “Hey, this weekend. Let’s go to a party or something.” 
 
    But she ignored him. 
 
    He ignored her, so she ignored him, and she thought about all the things that Morton Sheffield had spoken of that afternoon. 
 
    He was putting out what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted somebody to take charge of him, relieve him from his compulsive alpha-ism. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And, so thinking, she got out her vibrator and lay in bed. 
 
    Fantasizing. 
 
    Ben Cooper under her thumb. Ben Cooper licking her pussy. Ben Cooper laying on a bench and…and that was the key. That was the one thing he had spoken of way back when they first got married, and had never spoken of again. 
 
    She knew what he wanted. 
 
    And, if Morton Sheffield was right, she was the one to give it to him. 
 
      
 
    Jan spent a few days researching what she was going to do. She went online and read from chat rooms, Reddit, Quora, whatever. Some of the stuff she read was crazy. Some of it made total sense. Out of the countless facts she slowly began to form a plan. 
 
    On Friday she went shopping. She bought hand cuffs, chains, and…a paddle. 
 
    It was an oversized ping pong paddle, and she drilled a few holes in it. It was heavy, and she knew she was going to have to have it lighter to swing. Also, the holes would create less resistance, and she would be able to swing it faster. 
 
    Ben stayed out late. He called and said he had a customer he had to wine and dine. Don’t wait up for him. 
 
    Jan boiled. After her preparations she was anxious to get the show on the road. 
 
    And, a kernel of suspicion started up in her head. 
 
    Why didn’t he let her know earlier? 
 
    Which led to, was he really going out with a client? 
 
    Now irritated to the point of anger, Jan got in her car and parked down the street from her husband’s company. Five o’clock came and went. Traffic increased for a while, then dwindled. Still no Ben. 
 
    At seven o’clock his car exited the parking lot. He drove a Lexus with tinted windows so she couldn’t see inside. Still, it looked like there was somebody sitting next to him. Who, she couldn’t tell. 
 
    Jan pulled into the traffic and stayed a car behind him. She knew nothing about tailing somebody, but it seemed simple enough. Stay close enough to see, but far enough behind to not be seen. 
 
    She trailed the car through the streets. When the car between them turned right she dropped back. 
 
    She, too, drove a Lexus, and the truth was that if she couldn’t see inside his car, he couldn’t see inside hers. 
 
    He turned towards the Marriot, pulled into the parking area, and a valet whisked his car away. 
 
    He walked into the big hotel, and a blonde was clinging to his arm. 
 
    Jan suddenly felt sick. 
 
    Of course. If he would choose spread sheets over her…this was the reason. 
 
    Trembling, she pulled into the parking area and a valet took her car. She walked into the entrance and looked at the elevator. Ben and the woman were just getting on. They were laughing, engrossed in each other. Jan could have been standing ten feet away and he wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    The elevator started up, and Jan headed for the stairs. She kicked off her high heels and began running. People looked after her, and security might get notified, but she was on a mission now. 
 
    Her husband was cheating. Her life was destroyed. She had to find out. 
 
    To the second floor, a glance out of the landing door and she saw the elevator was already to the third floor. Ben and whoever hadn’t gotten off here. 
 
    She resumed her sprint up the stairs. 
 
    Third floor glimpse down the hallway, the elevator was almost to the fifth. 
 
    So it hadn’t stopped on the third or fourth, and she was falling behind. 
 
    She ran to the fifth, glanced out, and saw Ben opening the door for the woman. 
 
    The woman was attractive. Full bosomed. Red lipped. Just the way Ben liked them. 
 
    Jan walked slowly down the hallway to the room. Room 503. She tried the knob. It was locked. Of course. 
 
    Jan stood, stymied, discouraged, wondering what to do, and the answer came in the form of a maid.  
 
    The maid came out of the stairway at this end of the hall. She was holding an armful of towels. 
 
    Putting on her best face, Jan called to her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ve got to get my medicine. My husband has got the key. He’s waiting downstairs…please…” 
 
    Whatever the rules of the hotel, the maid din’t blink. Of course, maybe it was Jan’s performance, so trusting and desperate. She swiped her card and the lock clicked. 
 
    Jan grabbed the knob, pushed the door an inch and said, “That you so much. You’re a life saver.” 
 
    The maid continued on with her mission, and Jan opened the door and stepped through. 
 
    She was in a short hallway, a kitchenette on the right. The lights were on, so the opening of the door hadn’t caused a flash of light through the room. The click of the key and the opening of the door were not heard because other noise was coming from the room just ahead. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh! God! Please! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again, rhythmical. 
 
    For a moment Jan couldn’t figure out what it was, then…she thought. Is she spanking him? 
 
    She stepped into the kitchen. It was dark, and there was a shutter between it and the big room. The shutter was raised about an inch. Jan crept to the counter and looked under the shutter. 
 
    The woman was naked, and she was built. Her blonde hair was tousled and she was sweating with her efforts. She was holding a short whip, just a couple of feet long, but with a dozen little leather strips. 
 
    She lifted her arm and brought it down. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    The whip struck Ben’s bare ass. He was naked, and he grunted and arched his back, pressing his weenie into the mattress. 
 
    His weenie, pointing down from his groin, was huge, red, and pulsing. Jan could see the big veins on it, and he cried and pressed it harder into the mattress. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Her wielding that whip like a pro, and Jan wondered if she was a pro. 
 
    Him, crying and sobbing, his butt turning red. 
 
    Yet the woman was in careful control. He would walk out with a red butt, but it wouldn’t last long enough for Jan to see the proof. 
 
    Yes. She was a pro. A professional dominatrix. 
 
    Jan took out her cell phone and set it to record a video. She aimed it under the shutter, and it was perfect. Just enough room so see and record everything, not sound or bright light. 
 
    For a half hour Jan stood in the kitchenette, recording everything. 
 
    She whipped him, she spanked him. She grabbed his weenie and choked it. She spanked his balls. 
 
    She never kissed him, and she never put her pussy on his dick. 
 
    Jan was stunned to realize there wasn’t going to be any sexual intercourse. In her mind, somehow, that was what it was all about. But in the world of the pro dom it wasn’t. It was business. It was: whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. 
 
    Finally, the session came to a conclusion. The dom made him sit cross legged on the bed. She stood on the bed with one foot in front of his balls, and he jacked off. 
 
    Now he was desperate. Now he was dying to squirt. 
 
    Jan had never seen him look so desperate, so out of control. 
 
    “Unh!…Fuck!…YES!…” 
 
    Jan recorded every stream, every pearl necklace. She got close with the cell video. Then he was done. 
 
    The woman started getting dressed. She pulled on her slinky underwear, poured herself into her skintight dress. She sat and put on her high heels, then she checked herself in the mirror. 
 
    Ben struggled to move. He was totally whipped. Yet he made himself go to his pants and he took out his wallet. He counted out 10 one hundred dollar bills and handed it to the woman. 
 
    “Thank’s love. I’ll see you next week.” 
 
    “Same time, same place,” he muttered happily. 
 
    Jan suddenly realized that she was exposed. If the dom walked past the kitchenette she would see her.  
 
    she looked around and saw a pantry door. She scooted over to it, stepped in—it was a tight fit—and pulled the door as closed as she could. There was still a small crack, but she was hidden. 
 
    She listened as the woman walked down the hallway, her heels clicking loudly. The door opened and closed. 
 
    Ben sighed. The sound of the bed compressing. Nothing. 
 
    Nothing? Wasn’t Ben going to leave?” 
 
    Jan waited, and after a minute she heard the sound of a snore. 
 
    Jan opened the door and crept out. She peeked under the shutter. Ben was face down, spread eagled, naked, and snoring. 
 
    Jan couldn’t believe it. 
 
    She set her cell phone to take pictures then walked out of the kitchenette and into the bedroom. 
 
    Ben snored, picking up steam, louder and louder. 
 
    Jan stepped up to the. back of the bed. She took a picture which included his butt and his face. Then she took a close up of his butt, and finally a close up of his face. 
 
    His face was calm and peaceful. His butt was bright red, it had obviously been spanked. But it was also going to disappear in a few hours. Come the morning there wouldn’t be a mark on Ben’s poor, tortured butt. 
 
    Smiling grimly, Jan walked to the door, opened it, and left. 
 
      
 
    Jan thought about it all the way home. She had actually been prepared to do to Ben what the pro dom was doing. She had read up on it, she had a whip, and handcuffs and chains, and…and the dom had beaten her to it. 
 
    When she and Ben had been dating way back in the beginning, fresh out of college, Ben had made a remark. 
 
    “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to get spanked.” 
 
    But Jan had said nothing, and time had passed, and Ben had never brought it up again. 
 
    And now they were here. He was cheating…fucking or not he was having sex, of a sort, with another woman. 
 
    Should she divorce him? She had the evidence. Heck, if she threatened to expose the video he would give up and give her anything she wanted. 
 
    But did she want a divorce? 
 
    To start over again. Go through the dating ritual with men who were marginal, certainly not as successful as Ben. 
 
    And she did love him. In spite of all…she loved him. 
 
    Maybe she should just let him keep going to the dom. She could take on a lover or four. He wouldn’t care. 
 
    But then she had images of them growing old and bitter. Love waning, them trapped by their own lack of passion. 
 
    She could confront him…and that did have to happen sometime…but, what was the end game? 
 
    What was she supposed to do about a husband who lied and cheated, but whom she still loved? 
 
    She arrived home, went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
    She sucked down the bourbon and Coke and was mired in thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she picked up her cell phone and hit a number. 
 
    “Yo!” 
 
    “Cat.” 
 
    “Jan? What’s the haps, babe?” 
 
    “I’ve got a situation and I’d like to talk it over with you.” 
 
    “My place or yours?” 
 
    “I’ll come to you.” 
 
    “I’m mixing the drinks as we speak, so stop speaking.” 
 
    Jan hung up, and felt better. Friends, for a sticky situation. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door. 
 
      
 
    Ben slept until midnight, then his cell phone went off. He forced himself awake, touched his butt and winced, and got up. 
 
    He stepped into the shower. Cold at first, to wake himself up, then warm. He lathered and rinsed and grinned. Man, what a session. She had really whaled on him. And that cum was gangbusters. In fact, it was so hot that he was hard again. 
 
    That often happened. Getting a little ‘discipline’ seemed to make his cock extra big. And that was good. He could go home and boff Jan. 
 
    Thinking of Jan, he frowned. He knew he wasn’t being honest with her. Of course he wasn’t cheating on her, jacking off wasn’t cheating. Was it? 
 
    He stroked his dick as he thought about it, then shrugged. Whatever. When he got home and screwed Jan everything would be all right. It was like screwing her after being whipped was like getting married all over again. 
 
    Guilt at what he was, nervous that he would be found out, relief when she came without tumbling to the fact that he usually didn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t after these dominatrix sessions. 
 
    He arrived home and was surprised when her car wasn’t there. She must be out with her girlfriends. Well, that was okay, though he was feeling pretty damned horny. 
 
    He parked the car and went in and got ready for bed. 
 
      
 
    Cat and Jan talked for hours. They laid out plan after plan and considered every possibility. Finally, sometime after midnight, they went to Jan’s house. It was time to confront Ben over what he had been doing. 
 
    Jan parked in the driveway and they entered the house. Ben was home, but he must be sleeping, so they went to the bedroom and Jan turned on the light. 
 
    Ben was sound asleep. The light didn’t wake him. Jan opened her mouth to start yelling, but Cat pulled her arm and motioned her out of the bedroom. 
 
    In the kitchen she whispered to Jan, “A new plan.” She explained, and Jan started to giggle. 
 
    Silently, they walked into the bedroom. They didn’t turn on the light, but worked from a dim crack of light filtering down the hall from the living room. 
 
    They each put a handcuff around the head posts of the bed, then, synchronizing their movements carefully, they snapped the cuffs over Ben’s wrists. 
 
    Stunned at him not waking up, they realized this was too good an opportunity to waste. They tied scarves around the post at the foot of the bed, then tied them around his ankles. 
 
    Ben had room to wiggle, but there was no way he was going to get loose. 
 
    They left the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. Jan poured a couple of drinks and they discussed their next move in low voices. An hour later they set their plan into motion. 
 
      
 
    The lights went on and Cat stood at the bottom of the bed. She was wearing a black corset and nylons. Her breasts bulged over the top of the corset, and her nipples were visible. She was wearing a black Zorro mask, and she cracked a whip. 
 
    At the head of the bed Jan moved gently. She had a ski cap, and she suddenly pulled it down over Ben’s face. 
 
    Now he couldn’t see. What was even more surprising was that he still hadn’t woken up. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. They were prepared for Jan to hide in the event the ski cap came loose. Ben had never met Cat. But they didn’t have to worry about anything. Ben was still snoring. 
 
    “Well,” said Cat in her normal voice. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Jan pulled her out of the room. “Let him sleep.” We’ll start tomorrow morning. 
 
    So they headed for the spare bedroom and took off their clothes and climbed into bed. 
 
    They lay there, occasionally giggling, and waited to go to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, however, was slow in coming. 
 
    “Do you remember when we were in college?” 
 
    “Such fun times,” Jan replied. 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to laugh at Marsha and Teddy?” 
 
    “The Lesbians? You bet.” 
 
    Cat sighed. “We were dumb.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Silence for a long minute. 
 
    “Want to get off?” 
 
    Jan was quiet. Thinking. “Do you mean you’re going to get me off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    More thinking. 
 
    “It is an intriguing thought.” 
 
    “And, it is sort of justified. Get back at Ben for fucking on you.” 
 
    “I don’t have any proof that he was fucking around.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need any more proof. Whether he put his pecker in a strange pussy or not…he’s guilty.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. I’d like to get off. In fact, at this point…it’s almost compulsory. I have been sexually starved by that man. I have been lied to and cheated. I’m so fucking horny I can’t believe it, and I have no way to relieve myself except by myself. It’s just not fair. 
 
    They were lying under a sheet, naked, and Cat reached her hand down and cupped Jan’s mons. “You don’t have to get yourself off when I’m around.” 
 
    Jan jerked with sudden excitement. Cat was her best friend. She always trusted Cat. And now Cat was opening and closing her hand, teasing her pussy. 
 
    Cat pulled back the sheets and lowered her head. She took Jan’s breast in her mouth and sucked on the nipple. Jan arched her back and groaned. 
 
    It was as if Cat was unleashed. She went wild on Jan’s body. She twisted and writhed and stuck a finger in Jan’s hole. 
 
    Ripples of sensation went through Jan. Her nipples felt like twin points of fire. Her pussy turned to steam. 
 
    They kissed, and it was delicious. It was different than a man’s kiss. This was soft and respectful and hungry in a different way. 
 
    Cat slithered down Jan’s body, held on to her tits as she buried her face in Jan’s groin. 
 
    Jan had never felt anything so hot in her life. This was taboo. This was forbidden, and like cookies, there never was a more delicious cookie than a stolen one. 
 
    Jan reached down pulled her friend up. She turned her over and used her own fingers on Cat. Lots of fingers. 
 
    Cat was hot and wet, and Jan rammed her fingers in and out. 
 
    “You can fist me,” Cat said. “But get some lube.” 
 
    Jan jumped up and ran for the bathroom. She returned with a large tube of lube. She squirted it allover Cat’s pussy. She smoothed it into the other woman’s hole, then she put lube all over her own fingers. 
 
    Cat was laying sideways on the bed now, her legs up and over Jan’s shoulders. Jan pushed four fingers slowly into Cat’s pussy. 
 
    Cat groaned, and nodded. Her eyes were half shut with the intense pleasure of the moment. “Okay, honey. You’re going to have to push, but I can do this. I’ve done it before.” 
 
    Jan pushed, held her thumb in tight, and her knuckles were against the rim of Cat’s vagina. Cat grunted, Jan pushed harder, and…”AHHHH!” Cat moaned and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    Jan was up to her wrist. She could feel all of Cat’s insides, and she began to move her fist in and out. in and out. 
 
    Cat was now a rag doll. She didn’t move, she just made small squealing sounds, like the sounds a hungry kitten might make. 
 
    In and out, in and out. Cat’s legs up over her shoulders. Jan reached up and began tweaking Cat’s nipples. Back and forth she went, right to left. Right to left. 
 
    Cat began to make gurgling sounds. Her neck was bent against the wall, and suddenly her hips started trying to straighten out. 
 
    Jan held on, and realized that Cat was starting to cum. 
 
    The orgasm hit, and Cat started shaking and twisting. 
 
    Jan moved her hand around and around. 
 
    Then Cat’s orgasm became too strong, and she managed to push her legs down, and Jan was forced back. 
 
    Jan lay under the thrashing legs and kept fist fucking her friend, and after a minute of the most incredible orgasm Jan had ever seen, and likely that Cat had ever felt, it was done. 
 
    Cat lay dazed, unable to move, and Jan pulled her hand out of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” Cat wheezed. 
 
    The irony here was that Cat had said she would get Jan off, but Jan had gotten her off. 
 
    Jan wondered what that orgasm must have felt like, but she knew she was going to have to find out later. Cat just gave a few shivers and fell asleep. 
 
    Jan got out of bed and stood, looking down at her friend. She smiled. Then she went down the hallway to where Ben was sleeping. She frowned. 
 
    He was now officially a son of a bitch. But he was also her husband. 
 
    She knew she wasn’t going to divorce him. Divorce was messy and people ended up hurt. 
 
    Not that she wasn’t already hurt. 
 
    But if she really wanted revenge, the best way to get it would be to keep Ben. Keep her position in the community. And to administer her own brand of revenge. 
 
    Ben liked being spanked and abused? 
 
    She could do that. And probably a lot better than the woman who charged him a thousand bucks an hour. 
 
    So thinking, she went back to the spare bedroom, pushed Cat onto her own side, and crawled in and went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ben slept deeply. It was a dreamless sleep. A sleep of satisfaction. It was marred, in the end, by only one thing. His arms wouldn’t move. As he came out of the depths he tried to adjust his position. He tried to move his arms so he could roll onto his side, or his back, but…all he got was a frown on his face. 
 
    He was sleeping very lightly now, and sweat beaded his face. Why couldn’t he move? What was stopping his arms…and…he finally had a dream. Two alligators had his hands in their mouths. They tugged and pulled, tried to pull him apart, but…his eyes opened. 
 
    It was still dark, and he felt a weird sort of panic in him. How had he gone blind while sleeping? How…wait…that’s…there’s something over my eyes. 
 
    And his arms were held out. Something hard was holding his wrists, both wrists, and…               
 
    “AIIIIEEEE!” He screamed. 
 
    In the spare room the girls awoke. They were lying in each other’s arms now, and they looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like sleeping beauty is awake.” 
 
    “Yep,” then Cat frowned. “I didn’t get you off.” 
 
    “Getting you off got me off.” Jan kissed Cat lightly on the lips, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    Naked the two women padded down the hallway to the master bedroom. 
 
    Ben was struggling, shaking the whole bed, trying to get his hands loose. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    He froze. “Who’s that? Who’s there?” 
 
    Jan nudged Cat, and Cat managed to stop giggling. “I thought I’d make a little house call. 
 
    “Mistress Domina?” 
 
    The girls glanced at each other. Now they had a name. 
 
    “Our session last night was too short. I decided you really needed to get your money’s worth.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! That’s not you…not Mistress Domina! Who is it.” 
 
    “It is I.” Cat picked up the whip and stood to the side of the bed. 
 
    “It is not!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Cat apparently struck harder than Mistress Domina. That was provable by the red mark across Ben’s buns. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to hit me that hard! And who are you?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “I am one of the many Mistress Domina’s in our organization.” 
 
    Ben’s mind was totally flamboozled. An organization of Dominatrices? 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Please…please, stop. I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Nope. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jan snickered with her hand over her mouth. 
 
    Cat was going a little lighter, and the red marks were only pink. Still, it hurt, and Ben was struggling desperately. “This wasn’t part of our agreement!” 
 
    “Our agreement has been changed.” 
 
    “What? No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of that. What do you mean I can’t do something? I am the mistress, and I can do anything.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck! But…no! Wait.” 
 
    “You see, you measly, mortal worm, once we have you in our clutches we will never let go.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I can call the police!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “You certainly can. Would you like me to dial the number for you?” 
 
    “What? YES! Call the police!” 
 
    Jan held her hand up to her ear and ran for the kitchen. She heard Cat saying, “911,” as if she was tapping numbers into a cell. What she was really doing was tapping Jan’s number. 
 
    Jan picked up her cell, spoke in a lower register to disguise her voice. “Emergency services. What’s your emergency?” 
 
    In the bedroom Cat lay down next to Ben and held the phone to his ear. 
 
    “My name is Ben Cooper! A crazy lady has tied me up in my bedroom and is beating me.” 
 
    “Please stay on the line.” 
 
    In the kitchen Jan crinkled up a piece of paper, then spoke in a slightly different voice. “Yes?” 
 
    Cat held the phone so Ben could hear it and said, “This is Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan said, “Acknowledged. Is there a problem 432?” 
 
    Ben shouted, “I’m Ben Cooper! This crazy bitch has tied me down and is beating me!” 
 
    Jan said, “Mistress Domina 432, is there a problem?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “No problem. Just an idiot man who doesn’t know when to believe.” 
 
    “Acknowledged. Continue with your mission, Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan hung up. 
 
    Cat hung up. 
 
    “Well, Bozo Ben? Would you like to make another call?” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s…” 
 
    “We have made regular bribes to the police. In addition, our Mistresses have the police chief under control. He is regularly administered to.” 
 
    Jan returned to the bedroom, stifling laughter with one hand. 
 
    Cat, grinning, got off the bed. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk about my real reason for being here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Society of Dominatrices requires fees.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”
WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Be polite. Speak in a civil manner or I’ll put a dick up your ass.” 
 
    Jan almost lost it at that point. 
 
    Cat grinned. She was speaking off the top, but that gave her an idea. She raised her eyes in question, and Jan got it. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” sobbed Ben. 
 
    “We will require a payment of $10,000 per month.” 
 
    Jan very carefully slid the bottom drawer of the dresser open. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    Jan took out her vibrator. It was a big one, and it was shaped like a dick. 
 
    “You will write a check now.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Jan grabbed the check book off the dresser and put it under Ben’s right hand. 
 
    “Who’s that? Is there somebody else here?” 
 
    “That is Domina 528. She will put a pen in your hand and you will sign the check.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Five minutes later Ben was sobbing. “Okay! I will.” 
 
    Jan put the pen in his fingers and guided his hand to the right position. 
 
    Ben scribbled. 
 
    Jan looked at it and shook her head. She mouthed, ‘Doesn’t match.’ 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! what was that for?” 
 
    “Signatures must match. Try again.” 
 
    Ben signed another check, and this time Jan nodded. 
 
    “Very well, Bozo Ben.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    “That’s just to remind you.” 
 
    “Remind me of what?” 
 
    “Of what I like to do. I’m going to take a break now. Don’t go away.” 
 
    The girls stumbled out of the room, holding hands over their mouths, half doubled over from laughter. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    They ignored him and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    After a moment Ben was silent, doubtless worming and wiggling and trying to get loose. 
 
    Jan put together some bacon and eggs and Cat poured a couple of Pepsis. They sat down to go over their plan and figure out what was next. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to let him go eventually.” 
 
    “Yes, but we need him under our control when we do. Right now he’s still pretty resistive.” 
 
    “We need to whip him some more.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “And I’ve got the video of him getting whipped last night.” 
 
    They ate, chatted, and realized one interesting fact. They had everything they needed. 
 
    “What about the check?” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Jan. “The check. I’ll open an account, make it for. The Mistress Society, and deposit it.” 
 
    “Can he cover ten thousand dollars.” 
 
    “Easily.” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “So what now? We just let him go?” 
 
    “I think so. Well, maybe after a few hours of whippings. And we haven’t used the dildo yet.” 
 
    Cat snickered. “Man, is he going to be surprised.” 
 
    Jan grinned, “Think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Men always like taking it up the butt. Oh, there’s a few that say they don’t, but after a few pokes he’ll be begging for it. That will certainly end any ‘resistiveness.’” 
 
    Jan nodded. “Yes. I suppose it will.” 
 
    “There’s something about taking it up the butt. When a man fucks a woman he tends to think he owns her. But when a man is taken up the butt…he is owned. If you do this it will change him completely and irrevocably. Are you ready for that?”  
 
    “What? He’s going to become a sissy?” 
 
    “Absolutely. He’ll become imprinted. He’ll be afraid to do anything except what you tell him.” 
 
    “What if you did him?” 
 
    “Then he’d become imprinted to me.” 
 
    “What if we both do him?” 
 
    Cat shook her head. “It’s like Morton said. It’s not a whole company fucking the boss, it’s the one he has given himself to. He’s your husband, he’s committed to you, and when you fuck him that is going to be ten times more intense.” 
 
    “Wow,” observed Jan. “That’s why you were so excited listening to Morton.”  
 
    “That’s why. He was saying everything I believed in.” 
 
    Jan shook her head. “That’s so much power. Taking control of men like that.” 
 
    “Men do it to women all the time. Why shouldn’t women do it to men?”  
 
    Jan thought about that. It made sense. Still: “That’s going to upset the natural order of things.” 
 
    “Yes. The real question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Can I handle being the boss of my man?” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Okay. I brought a strap on with a big dildo. It’s in my car. I didn’t know if we would go that far, but I’ll go get it. Then we’re going to go back in there and you are going to fuck him. You’re going to let him know who you are…and take complete control of him. Can you do that?” 
 
    Jan nodded. she was thinking about how her husband had cheated on her. Somebody was going to have to take control of Ben. And if not her…who?” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    Jan washed the dishes and Cat went out for the strap on. She returned and showed Jan how to put it on. When she was done Jan stood in the kitchen, a big dick jutting from between her thighs. 
 
    They talked for a long while then, and Cat gave Jan complete instructions on how to take a man so he loved it. Then, because Jan was a little nervous, they went to the spare room. Cat got onto the bed and lay down. 
 
    “He’s going to push his hips forward, like this. You’re going to want to play with his cock—don’t let him cum—and get him to relax. You’re going to have to convince him that it’s all nice and natural. And, who knows, maybe it is. Maybe this is the way man was originally programmed. 
 
    Jan lay on top of her friend and put the dick in her. Cat groaned with pleasure and gripped the sheet with both hands. 
 
    They practiced for an hour, until Jan was confident and ready to go. 
 
    They smiled at each other, Jan a bit nervously, then they headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was waiting for them. He had almost managed to get his ski cap off, and the bed was messed from his struggles. The only progress he had made was to rub his wrists raw. 
 
    Cat put her outfit on, the corset and heels and Zorro mask. She held the whip at the ready. 
 
    “Who ’s that?” 
 
    “Shut up, Ben.” 
 
    Ben jerked. He recognized her voice. 
 
    Jan pulled his ski cap off and he stared at her. “What…what?” 
 
    Jan placed her cell phone in front of him. She turned it on. 
 
    For a half hour Ben watched as he was whipped. He listened to the Dominatrix belittle him. He heard himself begging. He saw himself jacking off. 
 
    Then he saw the stills of him, his striped ass, sleeping. 
 
    He licked his lips. “Honey, I…it’s not what you think.” 
 
    “You hire a dominatrix for a thousand bucks an hour and I see what she does to you with my own eyes and it’s not what I think? Better get a little more real, Ben.” 
 
    Ben crooked his head and looked back to where Cat was standing with folded arms, her tits exposed and the whip in one hand. 
 
    “Who’s she?” 
 
    “That’s Dominatrix 432.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “What? You don’t believe there can be a society of Dominatrices?” 
 
    Ben stared at her, and his whole world was coming undone. 
 
    “Ben. I joined the society. I was approached last month. They told me that you are one of their customers, and they offered me a chance to join. I am Dominatrix 528.” 
 
    “You…are?” 
 
    “I’m still in training. 432 here came out to teach me. She helped me record your activities.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “How do you think I found you in a big hotel in a town of a million people? Why do you think the kitchen shutter in your love nest was ajar just enough for me to take these pictures? This video?” 
 
    Ben was silent, absorbing, and things were clicking in his mind. They were made up things, but that didn’t lessen the impact and reality. 
 
    “There really is a secret society of dominatrices?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    Ben was calm now. In truth, his mind was blown. But he was calm. 
 
    “Now I make love to you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “But not the normal way. You don’t put your penis in me…I put my penis in you.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Jan sat up and Ben looked down at her groin. 
 
    A big penis was sticking out. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to love it. I’ve received special instruction on how to make a man fall in love with getting boned. In a short while you won’t want to make love in any other way.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” he whined. 
 
    “Honey, the day you received your first whipping you decided. Your path was set at that point, and you have finally reached the end of that path.” 
 
    Ben struggled a little, but Jan simply lay next to him and played with his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he groaned. “I don’t want this!” 
 
    “Of course you do. Look at you, you’re horny, your dick is hard. You want to learn how to take it like a woman.” 
 
    After about fifteen minutes Jan had her hand at his back door. She stroked his asshole until he admitted he liked it. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean I want a dick up my butt!” 
 
    “But that’s exactly what you mean!” 
 
    Jan put a finger into him and he clenched. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “Do.” 
 
    She stroked his butthole gently. She reamed him, and put lube into his asshole. 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember when you explained that no doesn’t always mean no? That some women say no but really want it?” 
 
    “I was wrong!” 
 
    “Honey, you weren’t wrong. And you’re finding that out right now.” 
 
    She had two fingers in him now, and she was going deeper and deeper. 
 
    And Ben, in spite of all his protests, was getting looser. His anal muscles were relaxing, and every once in a while a wiggle in protest actually went with her motions. 
 
    “Please, honey. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Hey, you fucked me, now I’m returning the favor.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll never fuck you again!” 
 
    Jan laughed. She was becoming more and more confident. “No, you probably won’t. You see, I’ve fallen in love with one of the other Dominatrices.” 
 
    She glanced at Cat, who smiled broadly. 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to make love to another woman, and, let’s face it, only a woman knows how to fuck a man.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to be gentle. Only a woman.” 
 
    “But…oh!” 
 
    Jan had three fingers in him now, he was stretching and perfectly capable of handling a dick. 
 
    Jan climbed on top of him. She looked down at his buttocks, so round and pure, then she glanced at Cat, who gave a nod and a thumbs up. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Remember to relax. It only hurts if you tense up.” 
 
    “But…Jan…I…” 
 
    She slid the head of her dildo into him. 
 
    Ben gasped. He couldn’t believe it. An ounce of pain, a pound of pleasure. 
 
    “I love you, honey, and this is the way it’s supposed to be.” 
 
    Ben made sounds like a fish, his body writhed, but in pleasure. 
 
    Jan pushed an inch into him. 
 
    Now Ben wasn’t thinking. Now he was responding. His ass tried to come up, to rise to meet her, but he wasn’t fully stretched out and accommodating. 
 
    Jan slid another inch into him. 
 
    He grunted, his face was up and she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. He went with it, and she pushed another inch into him. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He groaned. 
 
    Then Jan pushed the whole dildo into him. It was a big one, and he could feel the veins on the sides. He could feel the plastic balls slapping into him. 
 
    “UNH…UNH…” 
 
    She began to slide in and out. For a long minute Ben just lay there, taking it, then he began to move. His hips went up and down, just like a woman’s hips, but now he was on the receiving end. 
 
    He felt her breasts pressing against his back. His dick was pointed down and her balls pressed on his balls. 
 
    Then he felt another pair of hands. Cat had stepped up and was stroking his weenie. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…oh…fuck!” He whimpered in time to the dick plunging into him. 
 
    He was about to cum, but the hands on his penis backed off. 
 
    “No!” he sobbed, wanting that cum. 
 
    The hands started again. 
 
    Jan kept poking into him. The hands stroking him. His world became a jumble of sex and desperation. 
 
    He had to cum. He had to… 
 
    And, finally, he did. But not like a man. 
 
    Oh, his dick seeped out semen, but the orgasm itself, that wonderful explosion that stops all reality, it was different. It was like he was in a big, warm bathtub, and the bathtub was being lifted and shifted and he was sloshing back and forth, and the water got warmer and warmer, and then he just sort of disappeared in a white hot explosion that lifted him up and threw him away. 
 
    Afterwards, him laying in a stupefied daze, Jan withdrew her cock. She wiped it on his ass and smiled at the amount of semen that had leaked out of his cock. 
 
    Cat went around and loosened the handcuffs and the scarves. 
 
    Jan handed the strap on to Cat, who tossed it on the floor and took Jan’s hand. She led her down the hall to the spare room. Cat laid her down gently and took a position next to her. “See?” 
 
    “I do.” Jan yawned. 
 
    Cat grinned. “Not yet. I still owe you something.” 
 
    “What?” Jan was actually tired. 
 
    Cat grabbed her mons and squeezed and Jan came awake and grinned. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Never a better time,” Cat responded. 
 
    Jan lay there and let Cat do all the work. 
 
    Cat ate her pussy, stuck a finger in it, and moved up to suck Jan’s tits. 
 
    Jan luxuriated in the feeling of sex. 
 
    The weekend had started and she was horny. Then she saw Ben and the dominatrix, and that made her more horny. Then they had tied Ben up, and she had fisted Cat, and that had certainly added to the horniness. And now she had fucked her man. Actually fucked him to a grand and glorious orgasm. 
 
    Jan was tired, but she was definitely more horny than tired. 
 
    Cat used lube and reamed Jan’s hole, opening it, stretching it, entering it. 
 
    Cat had three fingers into Jan when they felt a presence. They looked up and Ben was standing at the door. He was naked, and sore, and drawn out…but he was also energized. He stared at his wife with three of Cat’s fingers inside her. 
 
    Cat snapped. “Lick her tits, stupid. Help her.” 
 
    Ben dove to his knees. He managed to get his head under Jan’s chest and he began to suck on her tits. 
 
    Normally, a man sucks on his tits to get something…pussy. 
 
    But Ben had been transformed. He was no longer interested in fucking his wife, he was interested in serving her. He took his time and suckled gently, bring her closer and closer. 
 
    Cat clamped her thumb down and began pushing her hand into Jan’s pussy. “Remember, relax.” 
 
    Jan was at the center, she relaxed, and the hand went into her. Not even any pain. Just…fullness. 
 
    Jan lowered herself a bit, half smothering Ben, but he didn’t care. He was a dedicated man now, and he kept sucking on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. Sweet heysoos,” blubbered Jan, then she burst into a magnificent orgasm. Her body tensed, her legs tried to close, her back arched, and she sailed away on the orgasm express. She flew into the misty clouds of pure pleasure. And she cried for joy. 
 
      
 
    Jan and Cat sat on the patio, naked but for chemises, and sipped wine spritzers. Jan was totally satisfied. In her mind she thought she wouldn’t need sex again. Ever. 
 
    But she knew she would. A day or two and the eternal itch would make itself felt. 
 
    Inside the kitchen Ben was wearing a pink apron and washing dishes. He seemed quite happy to be doing this simple, menial labor. 
 
    “So, 528, are you ready for your next assignment? 
 
    “Assignment?” Jan asked. 
 
    “There’s a world of men out there, and they need a lot of converting.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then, “Almost makes a girl wish she had a dick.” 
 
    And both women laughed. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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