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A Note from the Author!

Sometimes a woman has just had enough.

Maybe her man is a slob, a bully, a wimp, doesn’t do enough around the house, and…DOESN’T SATISFY HER IN BED!

Well, that’s sure got to stop, and what better way than to find a stud, an alpha, a bull.

Why shuld you suffer just because your man isn’t living up to expectations! right?

So here you go, five stories of men who didn’t cut it, and women who decided to take matters into their own hands.

It’s about time, right?

And if you like these stories, and want more, just google ‘Gropper Press.’

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Cheating Husband Punished!

Chastity, feminization,

emasculation and cuckoldry!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What the hell did you do!”

Jenny stared over Myles shoulder at the computer screen.

Myles near fainted with shock. He hadn’t heard Jenny come into the computer room. He was on his favorite site, Takemywife, and he had just posted a picture of her.

He lurched up and turned, trying to block her view of the picture on the screen. “Jenny!”

She grabbed his arm and pulled. “Get the fuck out of my way!”

He could have resisted, he was stronger than her, but she was stronger in personality than him.

She pushed him and plopped down in the swivel and stared at the screen.

There she was. Round ass, large breasts, a sweet face with full, red lips and bedroom eyes. “You fucking uploaded this?”

“Honey! It was a joke! Nobody knows who you are and…well—“

“Is this the only one?”

“Yes!” he lied. “I just uploaded one because nobody believed me when I told them how beautiful you are!”

“Just one,” she snarled, stared at her image.

“Yes,” Myles said. Now if she just didn’t look at his folder on the site.

“Look, I’m sorry. Let me get in there and I’ll take it down. Nobody’s looked at it yet, so let me…”

“What’s this?”

He tried to reach across her and grab the mouse, but she pushed his arm away and moved the cursor up to the files.

“Who’s ‘Horndog?’”

“Nobody….it’s a screen name. It’s—“

“You put my picture on a site named ‘Take my wife?’ What kind of a sicko are you?”

“I’m not it’s just that you’re so incredibly beautiful and—“

“Here’s Horndog’s folder. Let’s see what’s in it…”

“No! No!”

She clicked on the folder.

Myles took a step back, turned eighteen shades of red, and couldn’t breath. The screen turned into a list of pictures. Photo after photo of Jenny. Some with clothes, some without.

“Holy shit!” she blurted.

Her large breasts were shown in many pictures, with erect nipples and a big grin. Sometimes she had spread legs and her snatch was open for anybody who cared to look.

The number of visitors on the site indicated that many people liked to look at her.

“You said these were for you, that nobody would ever see them,” she pointed at several pictures of her in the buff. One showed her smiling in a most sultry fashion with her finger up her snatch.

“Honey, I—“

“Shut up.”

Myles knew he was in for it now.

Jenny began going through the pictures. One at a time. Looking at each one, studying herself.

“My God!” she whispered. “You can see everything.”

“Nobody ever goes on this site…it’s sort of like a cloud, private viewing and that’s all.”

At that moment a green dot in the top right of the screen flickered on. She looked at the rectangle in which the green dot was. There was a series of dots, eight colors from white to red. The green one was just to the left of red, the highest color.

She moved the cursor over the green light and a little box flared up. Congrats! 100,000 people have viewed your picture.’

Jenny spun to Myles and glared. “A hundred thousand people? One picture? Nobody sees…you fucking liar!”

“Oh, God.” Myles put his face in a hand. “I’m sorry.”

She continued going through the pictures. Most of the naked ones were green, and probably half of them were red. One million views.

Her voice lowered and she whispered, “How long have you been doing this…”

“Only a couple of months.”

She saw his profile and clicked on it.

Horndog ranking = Hot wife.

“What is a hotwife?”

“Nothing. Let me erase everything. Please, honey.”

“Get back. Don’t you…” she clicked on a little star in his profile. It explained that there were half a dozen different rankings.

Hot Wife

Cuckold

Maid

Chastised

Wannabe

Loser

“What do these rankings mean?” Then she saw how long he had been a member, over five years. Her jaw dropped. “You’ve been posting my pictures for five years?” She turned and stared at him.

“Please, honey, let me explain?”

She ignored him and turned back to the screen. If she clicked on each of the rankings little boxes popped up which explained them.

‘Loser’ ~ doesn’t know about this site.

‘Wannabe’ ~ all talk.

‘Chastised’ ~ wears a chastity belt and kisses his wife’s asshole.

‘Maid’ ~ chastised and under wife’s thumb. Cleans house and eats out of a dog dish.

‘Cuckold’ ~ Wife has been fucked by another man.

‘Hot Wife’ ~ Wife fucks other men at will. Husband eats cum out of her hole.

Jenny’s eyes went wide. She was officially speechless. But that didn’t last long.

She turned to Myles and the look in her eyes demoted him to dried dog shit about to be scraped off her heels.

“So you’re a Hot Wife. Everybody thinks that I go fuck everybody…and then you lick the cum out of me.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. This is all a fantasy. It’s just a big game…”

“But in reality you’re just a Wannabe. You fantasize this stuff, and it never happens.”

“Well, like I say. It’s just a bunch of guys fantasizing. nobody gets hurt, and—“

“But you want it to happen. Otherwise you wouldn’t fantasize about it.

“No! No!”

“Then why’s your cock so hard?”

He looked down, though he didn’t really need to. That last picture he had put up and done the deed, and even her being mad at him couldn't dent his dinger.

“So you put up pictures of me. Naked pictures. Slutty pictures that were just for you and you promised never to show anybody, and then you tell everybody that I’m out letting all sorts of men put their dicks in me.”

At that moment, though she was mad, furious, there was one other thing. She was glad she didn’t have a dick because it would have revealed her excitement. In truth, she was so moist she was dripping. Seeing the pictures of herself, learning that men fantasized to her, probably were jacking off to her right at this moment…it was making her horny.

But she didn’t dare let Myles know that. Myles had broken his word. He had lied. Even when directly confronted he tried to prevaricate snd evade.

And, feeling her excitement, feeling her heart pound behind her large bosoms, she experienced the thrill of control. She had Myles by the balls. The look on his face, he was humiliated and ashamed, and that was exciting her.

“Honey, you’ve got to understand that—“

“Be quiet,” and she turned back to the computer. She left his profile, figured out the menu and went to a chat room. One of the first chat rooms she saw, one which was crowded with visitors, was apparently the most popular of all the chat rooms. It was ‘Do you want Horndog’s wife?

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. She had to stop herself from reaching down and squeezing her mons, the thrill through her pussy was so great.

She began ready the messages.

Yes! I would fuck her in a New York minute!

Have you ever seen such beautiful tits.

I would make her fuck everybody.

Horndog’s a lucky licker. How often do you eat cum out of her?

Horndog wrote: Five times last night.

Jenny stared at him. His face was bright red. She turned back to the screen and more messages.

I dream of her holding the key to my chastity cage.

I loved the bent over pic. I came all over myself.

Where you live, Horndog?

Horndog’s the man. He’s no Wannabe.

I just filled my panties.

Heysoos…I want her to pee on me!

The messages went on and on, hundreds of pages, thousands of messages. She couldn’t even count the number of individual threads.

Jenny sighed. Her nipples were erect and tingling. God, she needed to cum. This was the hottest thing she had ever experienced in her horny life.

She turned to Myles. “You betrayed me. You’re going to pay, mister.”

“But you haven’t heard my side of it!” he was begging.

She turned to the computer and started typing. She started a new thread. It was called Horndog’s Wife Tells Truth!

Myles groaned.

She snapped, “Go get me a bourbon and Coke. I have some typing to do.”

“What are you going to say?”

“None of your fucking business…Wannabe.”

Being called a Wannabe shamed him. “Don’t tell anybody…”

“Go get the drink. Now.”

Head hanging, Myles headed for the kitchen. He was totally crushed, and he slowly made the drink. He stumbled back to the computer room and handed the drink to Jenny. He looked at the screen.

This is Jenny.

I’m married to Horndog.

He’s a Wannabe.

“Oh…no!”

She felt heat in her junction. He was so deeply into this fantasy stuff….he was reacting like it was real, as if these strangers on the net were actually real and important to him.

“As you can see, hubby, I haven’t sent this message yet, which would open this string. I can send it with a tap on the return key. Would you like me to do that?”

“No! God….No! Please don’t do that!”

“Why not? You like men to see my body. They’re all your friends. Are you afraid you’ll lose their respect?”

“Please don’t!” he blubbered.

“Total strangers, but you reveal secrets to them that you had promised to keep.”

“Please…I’ll do anything. Just don’t…don’t call me a Wannabe not in front of them.”

Jenny sat back in the swivel and sipped her drink. She had never felt such power in her life. She was really enjoying this, and she decided she was going to take this as far as she could.

“Okay, lover,” she said ‘lover’ like it was a curse word. “Here’s what’s going to go down. You’re going to do everything I say. You hesitate or balk and this message goes out. As long as you follow my instructions you’re safe.”

“But what are you going to do?”

“For starters, I’m going to cruise the net. I want to know more about things like chastity and ‘Hot Wives.’ Then I will come up with a program that will teach you a lesson you’ll never forget.

“But I—“

Her finger hovered over the return key.

“NO!”

“Agree.”

“Okay,” he mumbled, looking down. “I agree.”

“Good. First thing, go lay a blanket at the foot of the bed. I’ll be sleeping alone tonight.”

“But, honey…”

She looked at him with one raised eyebrow and he quickly capitulated.

“Okay.”

He stood up and shuffled from the room. She heard him getting a blanket out of the hall closet and she smiled. She closed the door to the computer room and locked it, and she began to surf.

Jenny went to bed late that night. She heard Myles shuffling around, but she ignored him. What she was reading was far more fascinating than Mr. Horndog Wannabe.

She had never read about such things as hot wives and cuckolds, and that thing with the chastity tube was beyond insane. A guy actually wanted to lock up his junk and be denied? Wow!

So she ordered a tube. And a few other things. Mr. Horndog Wannabe was about to get a severe reality adjustment.

She spent a lot of time on the Takemywife website. On one hand some of the things those men said were sicko disgusting. On the other hand, she had admirers. There was no doubt that her pictures were the most popular. The number of visitors boggled her. The number of men who were watching her body and masturbating at any one time was amazing.

What woman doesn’t like a compliment? Even if it’s a little sicko disgusting? So she read the compliments and got a look inside the mind of a man whacking on the net.

Finally, three in the morning, Jenny shut the computer down and unlocked the door. The house was quiet and the lights were off. She went into the kitchen and prepared a piece of toast with butter and honey. And thought.

Her husband wasn’t a bad person. Heck, from what she had just read he was the same as most men. Horny.

The toaster popped and she buttered the hot slice of cinnamon raisin bread.

Apparently Myles liked to peruse the internet, looking at porn, and that was where he spent his sexual attentions. He had been less than amorous as time went by, and now she knew why. And that was a pretty sobering thought.

He enjoyed playing with himself more than he enjoyed playing with her.

Of course, he could have her any time he wanted, so why not lust for something he couldn’t have?

Those days were over, however. He was not going to get her for the asking. And he wouldn’t be able to squirt in his hand from here on out.

Oh, she wouldn’t stop him from looking at porn. Let him look all he wanted. But she was going to put his little Willie under lock and key. The days of unauthorized cumming were over.

She munched on her piece of toast, poured a bit of apple juice to wash it down.

The trick, of course, was not to be mean. Yes, she was going to have to lay down the law, but she couldn’t just beat him over the head. She had to encourage him. She would have to find out what turned him on.

Funny, if she had just picked on him, nagged at him, it would hurt their marriage, but by treating it like a game, by keeping it light but firm, this was going to really work out.

She washed her hands, then went back to the bedroom. Myles was laying on the blanket at the bottom of the bed, curled up like a little doggie. She smiled. Handsome. Worked hard. Well, he was going to get his just reward.

She brushed her teeth and got ready for bed.

Just as she was about to slip under the covers she had a thought. Grinning, she opened her dresser drawer and took out a vibrator, then she got into bed.

She lay there in the darkness. She knew he was awake. She could feel his awareness at the bottom of the bed. She also knew he had to have a hard on. Now that she had read all about men and men like him, she knew he had a hard on from being denied. She spread her legs and began rubbing her mons with the vibrator.

Oh, that felt good. Her little button was ready. She flicked the switch and a light hum filled the room.

She thought she heard a small gasp from the bottom of the bed.

She began to move the vibrator over her clit. It felt so good. She gave a light moan and inserted the tip of the vibrator. She began to jack herself. Or, more properly, to Jill herself. Small in and out movements that made her sexual apparatus sing.

“Fuck,” she whimpered. Her arm moved faster, then she felt it coming. That little wave that started out small and ended up big. She forced herself to relax and let it happen. She knew that some women had to work it, push themselves, her method was to relax and just let the wave happen.

Her core began to hum and her hips started to give little jerks.

She moved the vibrator with one hand and tickled her pussy at the top of her hole with the other.

Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…OHHHHHH!

“FUUUUCK!” she wasn’t too quiet about her orgasm, but she didn’t care.

She wanted him to know what he was missing.

As she turned the vibrator off she thought she heard a small whimper from the bottom of the bed.

Now tired, no longer wired, she slipped into a deep and happy sleep.

She didn’t sleep late. She thought she would, but when she awoke she was just too excited. She needed to set her plans in motion. She wanted to horn up Mr. Horndog. It was time to start the ball rolling.

She spent some luxury time taking care of herself. She made sure she was shaved, and that her pussy was bare. She put on a half bra and her big nips peeked over the shelf most salaciously.

She pulled a flimsy nightgown on and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Myles was there, dressed and sitting at the table and thinking. Lord, she could feel him thinking. His head jerked up when she entered, and he gulped at how beautiful she was.

Funny, seeing herself on the net had really given her a jolt of confidence.

“Honey? Jenny? Can we talk?”

“Hmmm. Mr. Horndog Wannabe wants to talk. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather write a book about our love life and publish it on the net for everybody to read?”

“Honey, I know I was wrong, and I want to make it up to you.”

“Oh, you’ll make it up to me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there are several routes I could go. One would be to call a lawyer. Posting naked pictures of your wife must be grounds for something, right?”

“Oh, no. Please, I’ve said I’m sorry.”

“I could take the house and the car, maybe let you keep a towel or something.”

“Jenny! I don’t want a divorce.”

“I am going to go on the net, you know. I’ve got a few things to tell the perverts on your website.”

“But you said you wouldn’t.”

“No, I said I wouldn’t put out that message. Yet. But there are other things I would like to say. After all, I’ve got admirers. I’ve got fans. I think those fans would like to hear from me direct. Now if you’re good boy I might not tell everybody what a Horndog Wannabe you are.”

He was a curious mix of dread and excitement then, and she watched him closely. She was already picking up clues as to what turned him on, and what she should avoid.

Be firm, but not mean. Laugh a lot, lightly, and deride him. Humiliation, but in measured doses until she could figure out how much he could take.

“Now then, our life is going to change. I’m not sure if I’ll let you inside me after this.”

SPROING! He boner rose up so hard, she could see it throbbing under his shorts, that she was shocked.

“After all, you jack off, that’s your pleasure, so why shouldn’t it be mine. I jacked off last night, you know.”

“I know,” he whispered. “I heard you.”

“I had a tremendously good cum. Really rocked me. And, tell the truth, it was better than when I cum on your dick.”

His face was red, and his pants were bulging and pulsing. She was on the right track.

“I’m sort of curious now. Having read that website, and finding out that I’ve fucked a thousand different men or so…how does your dick stand up? Are you average? I doubt if you’re big. Or are you small?”

Myles’ face turned a crimson shade of red, but a little spot of wetness appeared on his shorts. He was actually dripping from this!

“Oh, and I suppose you should jack off as much as you can for the next day or two. I’ve ordered a couple of chastity devices.”

“What…what for?”

“It’s obvious I can’t trust you, so I must lock you up. That was one of the stages on the Takemywife site, right? I actually read back quite a while. A couple of years. I read about how I put you in chastity, how I teased you. How I used to ridicule your short dick and spank you just because you weren’t big like real men.”

Now he protested, “But I was just making that stuff up!”

“Making it up? Last night you said it was a fantasy, but a fantasy indicates that that’s what you want.”

“But I don’t! Not really.”

She sat down then and reached for his crotch. He started to back away, but there was nowhere to go.

She grabbed his package. Yep. That sucker was H-A-R-D!

“Honey, this is telling me the truth. This little lie detector, it turns out, is good for something other than pleasing your palm.”

He made a strangled sound in his throat, but didn’t move. It was like he was paralyzed, hypnotized, totally under her control.

She let go and sat back, and he gave a curious sigh. Relief, but desire. He wanted more.

She grabbed him again, squeezed and manipulated him. “You like this?”

He nodded, gulped, and she let him go.

Yep. It excited him, but it excited him more when she let go. He liked being denied.

“Well, that’s about all I have to say. Except that I left a pair of panties on your blanket. Since the size of your dick is in doubt you should be wearing women’s underwear, not men’s underwear. I’m going to eat breakfast now, so go make the bed and clean up the bedroom.”

“But…but…”

“Now!” she snapped.

The combination of her acting both soft and hard was too much for him. He stood up and left the room. And he walked funny.

She stared at him. He walked like he had no coordination. Was sex doing that to him? And she realized it was.

She turned back to the kitchen and began making a bowl of oatmeal.

Myles was subdued the rest of the day. And he would be subdued in the days to come. And if Jenny had anything to do with it, he would be subdued for the rest of his life.

And he would be horny for the rest of his life.

Oh, she would have to make sure that he got cleaned out every once in a while, and she would need an occasional dicking, but his days of being a dick swinging, manly man were over.

Unless, of course, he didn’t respond to her new methods.

But he was responding, and if she was careful there was no reason he wouldn't keep responding.

At any rate, he didn’t get on the computer, he didn’t look at any porn and jack off that day because she was on the computer.

Smiling, she began to work on the perverts on the Takemywife site. she titled her thread,

Mrs. Horn Dog

‘Hi Guys. Mrs. Horndog here. I’ve been reading your comments, and Mr. Horndog wants me to fuck all of you. Tell me what you want.

The internet site exploded with comments.

Oh, baby! I want you. Your tits are incredible. Do you lactate?

MHD (Mr. Horndog) name the time and place. I’m yours.

MHD, you’re my wet dream cum true!

Some of the comments were a little over the top, but that was okay. She wrote,

Would you like me to spank HD?

Or would you like him to spank me?

Spank him!

Spank him and don’t let him cum!

Spank me!

She chuckled, then was struck by inspiration. She wrote,

You guys are too much.

But I require a big dick with lots of cum.

Jack off, measure it, post it.

Five minutes later, just long enough for the viewers to masturbate and measure, the responses started coming in.

Two tablespoons.

A half a gallon for you.

I can’t stop cumming!

She laughed outright at that. She typed,

Mr. Half Gallon,

Seriously?

I just talked to your wife

and she said you can’t even get it up.

The responses to her attempt to humiliate were quick.

HG! Too short and too little!

HG is a midget!

Reduced to a Wannabe! The truth is out!

HG was quiet after that. So she wrote,

What’s your real size, HG?

He answered quickly.

Bigger than your mouth.

So he didn’t like humiliation. She wrote,

You’ve got balls, HG.

I like that.

I’ve got my vibrator out and I’m thinking of you.

He wrote,

It better be a big vibrator.

She wrote,

It is. It’s giant…it’s huge.

It’s…it’s…OH…OH!

FUCK! I’M CUMMING!

HG relaxed after that, and she answered a bunch of other comments, and she realized that she was getting horny.

She wrote,

I’m off for now,

talk to you later,

studs.

She pushed the swivel back and put her feet up and stared at the computer.

Crap. She had just Jilled off the night before, and she was horny all over again. Maybe this internet sex stuff wasn’t all that bad.

“Uh?”

She turned to see Myles standing in the doorway.

“What you want Horndog?”

“I…uh…”

She saw it then. He didn’t want anything; he wanted to be be turned on. He needed more humiliation and aborted hand jobs.

She rolled the swivel chair over to him and took his crotch in hand. She rubbed him, and he sighed and relaxed.

Funny, he looked like he was ready to cry.

“How long have you been a perverted, little horn dog?”

“I, uh…”

“Come on. It’s just you, me and your cock here. Just tell me.”

His face was bright red when he mumbled, “I’ve, uh…sort of always been…horny.”

She unzipped his pants and his cock popped up, almost slapped her in the face. “Yeah, but this idea of passing me around like a party favor. When did you start thinking about that?”

She took his cock in her mouth, stroked him as she nibbled on the head.

“I, uh…well…”

“Long time, eh?” She sucked some more.

He nodded.

She stopped sucking and fondled his balls as she stroked him. She could feel that he was already getting close.

“Right from when we were first married?”

For a second she thought he wouldn’t fess up, but he did. He nodded and his eyes were closed and moisture squeezed out of the corners.

“Wow. So I’ve got a lot of fucking to do, to live up to your fantasy.”

He panicked. “It was just a fantasy!”

“Yeah, but if it turned you on, then think what the real think would be like.”

“I don’t…I don’t want to share you.”

She tucked him back into his pants, and that was hard. Cause it was hard. She felt her panties on him and grinned. “Ooh. Sexy. You like?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good. I’ve ordered you some special clothes off Amazon.”

“Special?”

Funny, his eyes actually looked a little haunted.

“Real special. Now, I’m going to fix some lunch. Why don’t you check out your website, then come in.”

She left the room, left him with his hips making little lurching motions, and went into the kitchen.

He sat down and pulled up the site. He started to read, and his eyes opened. the things his wife was saying! He never thought she…how could she…and his hard on got even harder.

Five minutes later he was in the kitchen.

“I fixed you a tofu burger. Mushrooms, pickles and smegma.”

“What?”

She placed a hamburger on the table and grinned. “You’re such an asshole. What do you think of Mrs. Horndog?”

“I…uh…”

“Pour some Coke for us. And what do you really think?”

He poured the Coke, and she kept badgering him, and he finally blurted, “It was hot.”

She nodded. “Hot, eh?”

“It was sexy.”

“It was sexy thinking of all those men pumping their cocks into me? Depositing their big loads of semen until the stuff ran down my legs?”

“Well, uh…I….”

She laughed.

“I never realized how easy you were, HD. I’m sort of glad this happened.”

“You are?”

“Oh, you’re in trouble, don’t mistake me, but now I know what kind of a man I married. Now I know what you really want.

His eyes were on her nipples. She realized that he was totally out of control. Nothing but sex, and he was going crazy inside.

“I think, after lunch, we need to work on your oral skills.”

He stared at her.

“You’ve been rather lacking in that department.” Which was true, he was ambivalent about eating a woman’s vagina. Always had been. “but practice makes perfect, so…” she shrugged.

He tried then. “Honey. Can’t you just sort of…back off? You know how sorry I am. And just because I have a physical reaction to some of the things you said on the net…I really want to go back to the way things were.”

“Back to me wishing I had some sex while my husband posts naked pictures of me for everybody to see?”

“Well, not that. I won’t do that again.”

“Oh, yes. You will.”

“What?” he stared at her.

“Believe me, honey, you have only begun to post. We’ve got a lot of work to do before we completely fulfill your fantasy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, we have to take you through the ranks. You need to stop being a Wannabe. You need to get chastised and be a maid. We need to cuckold you, and then I need to go dogging.”

“Go dogging,” he spoke hesitantly, as if his mind had stopped functioning.

“Yes. I just read about that. That’s where a woman goes to public places and fucks all the men. Beaches, park benches, rest areas on the freeway…won’t that be exciting?”

“But I don’t…you shouldn’t…it was just a…”

“A fantasy, I know. But won’t it be fun making your fantasy a reality? Just think, we’ll be making your dreams come true! You’re going to be so happy. You’ll be deserving of that ‘Hot Wife,’ ranking on your website.”

He tried to object, but he had actually lost the power of speech.

Suddenly Jenny stood up. “Oh, my God! It’s here! that was fast!?”

Myles turned and looked out the window. It was an Amazon delivery.


PART TWO

The driver of the Amazon truck sauntered up the walk to their front door. He rang the bell and stooped to put the box on the stoop, but Jenny opened the door.

The driver was a young man, maybe 25, and his jaw dropped. He slowly straightened up and stared at Jenny.

He stared at her lingerie, the half bra underneath the see through material, the big, erect nipples pointing at him.

Behind Jenny Myles was trying to get past, but she held the door firm and all he could do was jump and reach and mumble things.

“Jenny! Get back in here!”

“Is that for me?”

Dazed, stupefied, the delivery man moved his head up and down.

“Oh, goody.” She held out her hand.

Not taking his eyes off her charms, the driver handed her the box.

“It’s got my husband’s butt plug. Are you married?”

“What?” The word fell out of his mouth.

“Are you married?”

“Yes. Uh…yes.”

“Too bad. You look like you’ve got a big cock, but I don’t fuck married men. Good bye.”

She backed up, the door was closed, and the delivery man turned and stumbled back to his truck. Peeking through the side window Jenny could see that he was walking the same way Myles had walked. The boner walk. Heh.

“Jenny!” Myles babbled. “You can’t do that!”

“Why?”

“The neighbors! What if he’s a stalker! It’s dangerous!

She handled the points one by one. You suddenly care what the neighbors think? After posting me in the buff for five years? I would be more worried about one of your internet pervs being a stalker. Dangerous for who? How? The worst that could happen is that he might fuck me. Put his big penis in my tight cunt. And isn’t that what you’ve been wanting?”

“Oh….God…no. You can’t do this! Think of our marriage!”

Jenny chuckled. “Seems like you’ve already thought about our marriage. And betrayed it.”

She sat down at the kitchen table and opened the box. There were four items in it.

A chastity tube. A small one with a catheter.

Two butt pugs. One large and one larger. Well, maybe it was small and smaller, but to Myles’ eyes they were huge!

A bottle of lube.

“Now why the heck did I bother with this?” Jenny said, holding up the lube.

“Jenny. You can’t do this. You can’t force me to wear this…this…stuff!”

She pushed the chastity tube towards him. “Put it on.”

He started to open his mouth.

“Now.”

He looked at the devilish device. A tube, a ring, a lock. Fuck!

“I can’t.”

“I will go in there right now and tell the world that you’re not even a Wannabe. you may have discovered that site, but lying to everybody makes you a loser.”

They stared at each other. For a moment Jenny thought he wouldn't do it, that he would stand up to her, but he didn’t. He just suddenly broke, shriveled, and reached for the chastity tube. He took it apart and looked down at his groin. “I can’t. I meant that. I’m…I’m too hard.”

He pulled down his pants and his cock was like a steel bar. A red steel bar that dripped.

She looked up at him. “You’re going to get that on in five minutes or I’m going to the net.”

“No!”

“Use ice. Get that cock down. Now!”

Resigned, he went to the refrigerator and got out a bag of frozen peas. He sat down, shivered, then placed the bag of peas on his cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined. “That’s cold!”

She smiled.

Five minutes later he had the tube on his cock. He put the ring around his package and locked the two parts together. CLICK!

She really smiled.

She reached down and took his caged cock in hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“You like this?” She shook his prison.

“Oh, no! I’m trying to get hard!”

His cock was wiggling like a worm inside its prison. It pushed against the plastic, flesh bulged in little ports, and his cock stretched out , pushing on the chastity device and pulling on his balls until he groaned and bent forward.

Jenny laughed and let go. She turned to the box. “We’ll start with the small one.” She held up the little butt plug, or, to his eyes, the less large butt plug.

“I can’t put that up my asshole!”

“You can and will. Stand up and bend over.”

Groaning, finding it difficult to move with his cock being pulled out of shape and squashed at the same time, he stood up and bent over.

Jenny poured a drop of lube on the butt plug and swirled it around. She put it to his rectum and pushed.

“Ah! Ow! No!”

For a second she thought it wasn’t going in, then it suddenly popped through the ring.

He slowly straightened up, one hand to his ass, but afraid to touch the thing in him.

“Take it out!” he whispered, his face pale.

“We aren’t done here, Mr. Horndog Wannabe.”

“What?” his voice was less than a whisper. And it was a croak. A breathy croak.

She held up a little tube that had been in the box. He hadn’t noticed it, but now he looked at it, realized what it was, and almost fainted.

“You can’t.

“Come here.”

He stumbled a step, close enough for her to grab his cock and pull him the rest of the way.

She lubed up the catheter and put it to a little hole in the tip of the chastity tube. She moved the chastity tube, with the cock inside, and the catheter, until everything lined up, then she gently and slowly pushed the catheter into his penis.

He felt it surging through his most tender parts. Surprisingly, it went easily, but the sensations it caused were massive. It was like cumming backwards, if that makes sense.

The tube inside, she screwed the base to his chastity device and let him go.

He was shivering, shaking, and his legs were trembling. he was holding on to the table.

“I can’t…I can’t…” his voice was just a breath.

“Sit down and relax for a while. Get used to it.”

“I’m afraid to move,” he admitted.

“I’ll wait.”

It took him a full minute to bend his legs and lower his weight. He moved as if afraid the catheter in his cock would explode.

“I can’t take it,” he said when he was finally seated.

Jenny took pity on him to the point of making him a drink. She placed it in front of him and he grabbed it and gulped it in about ten seconds.

She made him another one.

He drank it and held his glass out.

“Nope. You’ve had enough. Now sit there and get used to it.”

He sat, his ass felt like somebody was fucking it. His penis felt like something was fucking it. Yet he was incapable of fuck. It was the most delicious torture anybody could ever dream of.

He sat, and sensations buffeted his body. He gave little whimpers every once in a while.

Jenny started laughing. “You look so funny sitting there like that.”

“Not funny.”

“Oh, yes. It is.”

“What are you doing to me?” He was out of his mind, not understanding because of all the powerful feelings he was having.

“Fulfilling your dreams. Making your fantasies come true. Are you having fun, yet?”

He groaned and put his head in his hands.

“Well, now that we’ve put our minds to it, we’ve come a long way. Yesterday you were a Wannabe. Maybe even a loser. Today, for the first time, you are actually in chastity.”

“You’re not going to make me…make…”

“Yep. You’re going to clean my house.”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Now just sit there for a minute. I need to do something.”

He put his head down on the table and closed his eyes.

She went and returned with her cell phone. She began clicking pictures of him. Naked. With chastity device. And it looked like he was crying at the table.

She put the phone away and said, “Let’s go get you ready.”

He didn’t want to get up. He wanted his dick free. He wanted his butt to not feel so good.

She took his hand and pulled him and he found himself moving faster than he wanted to.

“OH!” he gasped as his body felt the butt plug shift inside him.

She led him back to the bedroom.  “Hope in the shower and use my Nair. I want you body bald in 20.”

He took the Nair and went into the bathroom. While he was slathering his body and waiting for the chemicals to take effect Jenny put her cell phone on the dresser, and set it to record video. He came out of the shower and she was ready for him, and the world was about to see his transformation.

“Okay, honey. Time for your daily duties. First, let me check your equipment.”

Normally, that would have been a reference to cock and balls. But now it  referred to his chastity and his plug.

She stood him up and, moving so the video was easy to see, shook his chastity cage.

Myles groaned.

Then she turned him over and and bent him across the bed. The video showed her wiggling his butt plug, and facing the camera and giving a big, grinning, thumbs up to the audience.

She turned him back around and said, “We don’t have a full maid’s outfit, but if you dress in lingerie and do your maidly duties…”

“Please, honey,” he begged. “Don’t make me do this!”

If she had scripted that statement, and he had been an Oscar winning actor, he couldn’t have done better. The audience really saw his whimpering maid-like personality.

“Okay, honey, try this on.” She handed him a corset.

Defeated, but oddly excited, he managed to get the thing on, and she  fastened the ties in the rear. He gasped, and she pushed him on the bed and put a knee on his back.

“Okay, now let’s paint your pretty nails. You want red or pink this time?”

This time? he wondered.

“I don’t want—“ he started, but she cut him off.

“I think bright red will do well. It will match your lipstick.”

“Lipstick?”

She sat cross legged on the floor and painted his toe nails. He watched, and his almost boner kept bouncing madly inside the cage.

She slapped it playfully. “Oh, honey, I know how this turns you on, but try not to drip over everything.”

She finished his toes and stood up, leering at the camera when he wasn’t looking, and fitted him with fake nails. She glued them and began painting them red.

“The boys are just going to love your long, sexy nails,” she said.

“What are you…”

She cut him off by bumping her hand against his cage. The catheter wiggled inside him and he almost fell over from the pleasure.

Finished with his fingers, she rolled nylons up his legs and attached them to the straps hanging from his corset.

He actually looked very female. The corset pushed his chest up giving him cleavage. His legs were long and sleek. She marveled at how feminine is body appeared.

“Okay, let’s get your face made up, and put a wig on you.”

She cleansed him and primed him and began to add color to his face. She worked quickly, and soon his face was soft and gentle. She put red lipstick on his lips, to match his fake nails, and he was almost done.

She put a skull cap on his head and put glue on the front strip, then she slipped a wig on his scalp.

Now he was so feminine, except for the cock cage, that he could have walked the streets. Jenny stepped back and nodded. “Yep. You are now a babe.”

“Honey, do we have to do this? Can’t I go back to being a man?”

“And give up all your housekeeping chores?” She laughed. “But you always love prancing around and…oh, yes. High heels!”

He groaned, and she got out a pair of high heels. He stretched them a bit, and he would probably bust the seams, but they looked good. She had him walk back and forth a few times, then said, “Okay, honey. The vacuuming awaits you.”

A few minutes later she heard him running the vacuum. She quickly turned off her cell phone and ran into the computer room. She uploaded the video to her computer, then set her phone to recharge.

She went to the Takemywife site and grinned. Responses to Mrs. Horndog were voluminous. The answers were in the hundreds, and it was obvious that the men were drooling and beating their meat. Heh.

She answered comments for a while, then checked her phone. Half charge. Good for what she had in mind.

First, she went to the hall and secretly recorded a short sequence of Myles pushing the vacuum. Perfect. He was revealed in all his glamour and lingerie.

She then went to the bedroom and set the phone to record. She went back to the living room and called to Myles. “Hey! Horndog! Come!”

She trotted back to the bedroom and sat on the bed, facing the cell phone, her legs spread and her big tits pointing right at the device.

Myles entered the room, walking awkwardly in his high heels. He stopped next to the bed, perfect positioning so the cell phone could capture everything, and he gawked at her.

She pulled her negligee apart, heft her boobs, and said, “Horndog, get down there and show me what your mouth is good for.”

It was like he was mesmerized. He just folded at the knees and crawled across the bed. The camera caught every nuance as he put his mouth to her pussy.

Oh, it felt good. His tongue was like silk sandpaper, rubbing her sex and exciting her nerves.

She smiled at the camera and leered.

His head moved and he made small gobbling sounds.

She pushed his head down and thrust her hips up.

“That’s it you little cunt sucker,” she moaned. “Do me right.”

His ass was pointed at the camera now, and his chastity tube was perfectly exposed between his cheeks, and when he moved the camera picked up the butt plug.

It took about five minutes, five, lovely, enjoyable minutes, and she began to cum. She forgot about the camera and pulled on her tits and pushed her pelvis into his mouth.

“Oh…fuck! Yes…yes!”

He ate her right through that massive explosion, and then she pushed him back. “Okay. You’re done. Go clean the house. The grin on her face was for the camera.

“But…honey. Couldn’t you take off the chastity tube?”

She stood up, straightened her negligee, and turned her head so it was facing the camera. “He wants to fuck me. Ha! I’m saving that pussy for men with big cocks. Now go do your house cleaning. And do it well or I’ll spank you.”

Shattered, Myles turned and left the room. The vacuum cleaner started up again, and Jenny ran for the phone.

It only took a little time to edit a few rough spots out of the video, then she signed in to the Takemywife site and began uploading the video.              She started a new folder in the video section and titled the segments, ‘HD gets ready,’ ‘HD cleans house,’ and HD has a meal.’

While the video was uploading she went into the living room. “Okay, Myles. Time to do some dusting.”

“When am I going to be done?”

She laughed and went to him. “You need to fix your make up. My lipstick is in my purse. And you’ll be done when the house is clean. What’s the matter? I thought you were an accomplished maid. You went through that ranking, didn’t you?”

“That was a fantasy,” he repeated sadly. His feet were hurting and he wanted to stop.

“Tell you what. Go make yourself a drink or two. You can have an official break.”

So he did, and she returned to check on the upload.

The upload was done, she checked the three segments, then she checked the photos she had uploaded. Perfect. Pleased with herself, she headed out for the kitchen and a drink for herself.

Myles was just finishing making himself a drink, so she took that and he made another one. “I’ll be out on the patio.”

She sat next to the pool in her lingerie and enjoyed the fresh air. She had just had a glorious cum, and yet…she wanted another one. Man, this stuff was too good to be true. And it was true!

Myles came out and sat next to her. He sighed. He was beautiful in his lingerie.

She opened her eyes and turned her head towards him. “How’s it going, Horndog?”

“I’m sorry.”

You say sorry, dick say weee!” she looked at his cock, struggling in the cage.

He groaned. “Honey, it hurts. I never knew it would be like this.”

“And did you imagine my embarrassment when I found out that pictures of my naked body had been uploaded for the world to see?”

“Oh, God. How often do I have to say I’m sorry?”

“So you don’t like being a little sissy maid in chastity, what should your punishment be?”

I don’t know. Spank me. Whip me. But…please…I can’t take much more of this.”

“But this was your fantasy. And we haven’t even gotten around to the part where uncounted men fuck my tight, little pussy.

“I don’t want you to do that. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?”

“Says the man who didn’t exactly protect me when it came to posting pictures.”

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

The odd thing was that for all his protestations he was still trying to get har din his chastity tube.

While Myles finished dusting and then cleaned the kitchen, Jenny worked on the computer. The response to the videos was amazing. Now it wasn’t five years before a picture hit a million views. Now it was a couple of hours and a million views. This thing was going virile, and she watched as the little ‘members’ box on the top right of the screen added numbers. Lots of numbers. The site had never grown so fast.

She checked comments, answered a few specifically, then asked, “Which one of you perverts lives in Rancho Cucamonga? I want a picture and an email and and a phone number.”

While she was waiting for responses she typed,

Would you rather see me fucked?

Or would you like to see me fuck HD?

The thread start filling with responses, and she left it to check messages.

Ten men lived in Rancho Cucamonga, and she sorted through their pictures. Only three of them were studly and handsome. She sent them all messages to tell her what they were like.

Then she checked her question on the thread. The response was overwhelming, and split right down the middle. Half the men wanted to see her fuck, half the men wanted to see her fuck HD. And all the men wanted her to fuck them.

Interesting. They didn’t want to fuck her, they wanted to be fucked by her.

Men. Strange creatures. She shook her head and smiled.

She went out to the kitchen, and it was looking good. The cabinets had been polished with Pledge. The sink was sparkling bright. The dishes were all done and dried and in the proper place.

“Not bad, Horndog. You’re a pretty good maid. Would you like to graduate to the next phase?”

“You mean…somebody fucking you?”

She smiled.

“I don’t want anybody to fuck you.”

She sat down and called him over. She put her mouth over his chastity tube. She used a couple of fingers to wiggle the butt plug and he groaned. With her tongue she pressed on the chastity tube and the catheter tube moved inside his dick.

“Oh….oh…” he was shocked by how good it felt.

She looked up at him. “You don’t like this? You don’t want me to do this every day? All day?”

“But, honey, we’re married!”

“Okay. I’ll give you a choice. Would you like to to see me fuck some stud? Or would you like me to fuck you?”

“What do you mean by ‘fuck me?’” his eyes were suspicious.

“Just that. I’ve got a strap on, we screw a dildo into it and…I screw you.”

“I don’t…but…”

“You’ve seen it on the net. I’ve read your Takemywife comments and you’ve fantasized about it. You’ve even bragged about it. I’m offering to make this a reality. No more Horndog Wannabe, but a real stud, able to really make love to his wife…in the way that she wants.”

She was holding his cage, pressing on the butt plug, and he was breaking down. He hadn’t cum in a few days, and now, all his fantasies being inflicted on him, he was hornier than he had ever been.

Still, to take it up the butt…

Jenny stood up and kissed him softly. “Honey, why do you think people talk about it unless it’s so good? Stop denying yourself. Let me pop your brown cherry.”

“Well, I…I don’t…”

“Come on, I’m all ready for you in the bedroom.”

She led him to the bedroom.

The cell phone was recording as they walked in.

She had him bend over the bed and she used silk scarves to tie his hands to the posters. Then she tied his ankles to the feet of the bed. He stood there, bent over, his ass exposed, his chastity hanging and wiggling as his dick tried to get hard.

She grinned at the cell phone as she put on the strap on. She had chosen a nice, big dick and she waggled it and aimed it towards his butt.

He looked over his shoulder and gulped. “That’s awfully big.”

“That’s what all the virgins say,” she snickered, and she took out his butt plug. It made him feel empty.

She took her time, lubed him up good, swirled her fingers in him and he began to moan. “This does feel good.”

She went to two fingers and circled his rim, stretching it, making it nice and slick. Then three fingers, and she started pushing in and out of him.

He groaned and began to hump back, to fuck her four fingers with his asshole.

He was ready, and she stepped in behind him and inserted her penis.

“Oh….oh….fuck!” The sound coming out of him was somewhere between desperate and overjoyed. He began twisting his rump and screwing back at her right from the first inch.

She pushed in, deeper and deeper, corkscrewing, swirling the tip of the dick deeper and deeper into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck me!” he cried in a low voice. “God! I needed this! I wanted this!”

She reamed him with her big penis. She flattened out against his balls and felt the chastity device against the top of her thigh. For a long five minutes she screwed him, and he was in heaven. He had never felt anything so good.

DING DONG!

“What? What’s that!” he screeched, his head popping up.

“Oh, that’s the boys.”

“What? Who? You said you wouldn’t fuck anybody!”

“No, I said I would let you see anybody fuck me.” She unsnapped the penis and left it in his butt. He wiggled, but he couldn’t dislodge the thing.

She took a long, black scarf and wrapped it around his head and tied it off. When she was done it might as well have been midnight in a coal mine.

Then she brought out a penis gag and strapped it on his head. The little penis stuck right into his throat and all he could do was mumble.

He listened as she trotted down the hallway, then the front door opened and he heard voices.

Never in his life had he felt so vulnerable. Tied down, his asshole gaping, and his wife…his wife…

“Hey Horndog. Nice to meet you.” The voice was baritone, tinged with humor.

“Horndog! Been talking to you for years. This voice was deeper, and belonged to a black man.

“So nice of you to let us screw your wife. Those pictures you posted don’t do her justice.”

“Well, boys, how do you want to work this?” Jenny asked.

“Can we use part of the bed?”

“Sure. Horndog won’t mind, will you, Horny?”

Myles objected, but the penis in his mouth was like duc tape. ‘No, no, no’ sounded like ‘Mmm, mmm, mmm.”

Myles felt them get on the bed.

“He doesn’t…you don’t want to watch?”

“Oh, Lord, no. He doesn’t want to see my beautiful pussy violated by three big cocks.” The men laughed. “He likes to use his mind and imagine things.”

“Well, too bad. Here’s my cock. It’s seven inches and dripping.”

Myles felt the bed shift and the springs compress as Jenny climbed onto the bed. She was right over Myles, and her big tits fell on each side of his blindfolded head.

“Oh…fuck!” She gasped as the man pressed his dong into her.

Then the black man said, “I’m next.”

The third man said, “Can you blow me while you fuck him?”

“Absolutely!” Jenny was breathless. The bed was jouncing and she was getting a good dicking.

The man placed his feet on the sideboard and balanced over Myles. Then Myles heard the sound of gobbling. “Mmmm.”

“God! Lady, this is the best pussy I’ve ever had in my life!”

“Sure I can’t fuck Horndog’s ass while I’m waiting? asked the black man.

“Oh, no. Sorry. But he’s a great person for people making choices, and he hasn’t made that choice yet. Maybe next time.”

“You know there’s a lot of guys on Takemywife that would love to meet you.”

“I know, and I’ll get around to them. Maybe we can have a big group orgy. Fifty men at once, or something like that.”

“Yeah, baby.”

Then the talking stopped and was replaced by grunts and groans. Myles heard the slither and slap of flesh as somebody penetrated his wife, slammed it into her. He could hear her sucking cock right above his face. The black man murmured little things like, “Man, that’s fucking. I can’t wait. Oh, baby.”

Then the man getting sucked off gasped. “I’m going to cum!”

“Mmmm mmm!” Jenny murmured through a mouthful of dick, and she was telling him to go ahead.

“Oh….yes! Fuck! Uh….unh…unh…unh…”

Hot semen splattered on the back of Myle’s head. He was crying, but his dick was pushing madly against the walls of the chastity device.

Then the black man said, “let her suck me until her pussy is free.”

One man got off the sideboards, his dick falling and slapping and being dragged across Myles’ back. The black man climbed up on the sideboards, and his dick draggled across Myles’ back.

“That’s too big!” gasped Jenny.

“Just the tip, mama. Just the tip.”

Again, the sounds of sucking.

“Geez, horndog. I can see why you share the wealth. Your wife is incredible. I’m sure glad she’s not married to some selfish bastard who keeps her all to himself.”

Horndog grunted something, but it was impossible to tell what.

“Oh, fuck! I’m going to shoot!”

The bed began to bounce as the man pumped into Jennny and filled her with sperm. It was a long cum, maybe ten or twelve squirts, then he sagged back and got off the bed.

The black man pulled back, the top of his cock dragged over Myles back again. He walked around the bed. “I’ll be gentle, mama, you just tell me if it gets to be too much.”

“Okay,” Jenny moved a little, and her tits moved against the side of Myles’ head. She giggled. “Look, you spermed his hair.”

They all laughed, then the bed bounced as the black man climbed between Jennys legs.

“Oh!” Jenny sucked in breath.

“It’s okay. You can take it.”

“I…can…I…oh!”

“That’s it. Just a few more inches.”

“It feels like a yard already.”

“Naw. But…here’s a little more.”

Finally, the man’s whole cock was in her. Jenny collapsed her arms and her face was next to Myles. She spoke into his ear. “God. You should feel this. He’s like fucking King Kong.”

“I prefer Godzilla, ma’am. You ready for the big show?”

“Oh, yes. Fuck me, Bigfoot.”

The black man chuckled, then began sliding his big hog in and out.

Jenny tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed. She kissed the side of Myles’ face.

“Baby. You have a world class pussy.”

“Stop talking and fuck it!”

“Will do.”

The black man picked up speed. Now that Jenny was okay, he pummeled her pussy with his giant love stick. For long minutes he ground away at her. The other two men made lewd comments.

“Man, look at that pussy work!”

“Geez, I’d hate to have a cock like that in me.”

The black man grunted, said, “Don’t knock it till…till…oh shit, I’m gonna…I’m gonna…FUCK!”

Jenny jerked and twitched as what seemed like gallons of baby batter spewed into her innards. It was probably only three or four table spoon fulls, but it felt like a cow pissing on a flat rock.

A half hour later Jenny had said good bye to the three men. She came back into the bedroom where Myles was still laying over the bed. The fake penis was still lodged in his ass. She undid his blindfold and his gag. “Would you like me to take the dick out of your ass?”

He nodded. He didn’t say anything. His eyes were closed and he just gulped and sniffled.

She pulled the big weenie out of him and said, “I’ll be back in a half. I’ve got something to do. She left him laying over the bed and took the cellphone into the computer room. A half hour later everything was edited and uploaded.

She went to the bathroom. She had been walking around with a towel under her pussy to catch the gravy, and she tossed it into the hamper, then undressed and took a quick shower. Then she got dressed. Regular clothes, she was tired of looking sexy. She sat on the bed and ran her fingers through his hair. On the side of his head where there wasn’t much sperm.

“Honey, are you mad?”

He shook his head. He was still speechless, and she couldn’t read him.

“I recorded everything and posted it on your site. You are now at official ‘Hot Wife’ ranking for the world to see. Nobody can ever call you a Wannabe.”

“Okay,” his voice was muffled in the mattress.

“I said you didn’t have to see me fuck other men, but it is on the site. Whether you watch it or not is up to you.”

“Okay.”

“Are you going to be all right if I let you go?”

He nodded.

She undid the scarves and he struggled to stand up. He looked at her, and his eyes were not just haunted, they had the ‘thousand yard stare’ in them.

Jenny waited.

Myles went into the computer room and sat down, gingerly, and pulled up the video files. He watched himself being made up, being made to be a maid, and finally have his butt fucked with plastic dick.

He didn’t say anything.

Then he watched as the three men entered the room. He watched as Jenny took them all, mouth and pussy, and they squirted gobs of squirt all over her.

And him.

He sighed.

Jenny was sitting in the next chair, watching him. He still hadn’t spoken, and she was starting to worry.

She said, “I guess you’ve been punished. We can take that chastity device off you.”

He turned to her and asked, “Why?”

She stared at him.

“And next time I don’t want to be blindfolded.”

Slowly, he began to smile, as did she.

END
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PART ONE

She was tired. She was tired of doing the dishes and picking up the clothes, doing the laundry and vacuuming, fixing the meals and following her husband around. Then one day, it finally got to her and…she snapped.

“Samantha!” John called out. “Did you pack my extra shirt?”

“Yes,” she yelled back. She was irritated. She was upset. She was tired of being a maid.

“What about socks! Did you put socks in my luggage?”

“You’ve got socks!” she stomped down the hall and into the bedroom. “Honestly! Why don’t you pack for yourself? Don’t you know what you need? Why do I have to pack for you all the time?”

“Hey, babe, don’t have a tizzy fit.”

Which statement, of course, caused her to have a tizzy fit.

“It’s just that I’m awfully busy. I work all day and half the night. If I need a little help—“

“And I have to do all the laundry and the vacuuming and I cook all your meals.”

“Of course you do,” he seemed surprised. He finished tying his shoes—thank God he didn’t ask her to tie his shoes—and stood up and stomped his feet. “You’re my wife.”

“To work and slave for you.”

“Oh, honey, you know better. It’s just that I’m busy and…that’s why I’ve got a wife.”

Bingo. Instant rage. In fact, it was more than rage, Sam slid right out the top, blew her stack so bad she was speechless, and then…calm. The calm in the eye of a storm.

“I’ve got to go. I’ll be back next week.” He kissed her a peck on the cheek, picked up his bag and strode out of the room.

He ignored what she had said, or, rather, he thought he had handled it. A moment later she heard his car start up and he was gone.

She stood and experienced a frightening moment of clarity.

She was a wife. He had married her expecting her to wait on him hand and foot. That’s how he saw a wife. Somebody who picked up after him and was happy with that.

Well, that was over. Boy, was that over.

Having suffered her epiphany, in a new frame of mind, she walked into the kitchen. She walked like a man, clomping, letting the rage come out in her stomping. She opened the cupboard and reached for the bourbon, and cursed. When John had put the bottle up there he had shoved it to the back and now she couldn’t reach it.

She pulled a kitchen chair around and climbed up on it, and she thought about how the world was built for men. Cupboards too high, steering wheels too far, everything was built for a man.

Well, that was over. She was not going to be the happy, little wifey anymore. John was going to have to be the wife. He was going to have to clean up after her. He was going to wait on her hand and foot. She had had all she could stand and she could stand no more.

She held a glass to the ice maker and the clattering cubes half filled the glass. She filled the glass halfway with bourbon, the other half with Coke,  and swirled it around.

John liked bourbon and Coke. Now she did, and he was going to have to drink wine.

She walked into the bedroom, sipping the nectar, and stood in his closet. Clothes. Suits. White shirts. Ties. Fuck that. She put her drink down and grabbed an armful of clothes off his rack and walked back into the bedroom and put them on the bed. Armful after armful, until the closet was emptied.

She moved his shoes out, and his underwear, his cufflinks, everything and anything. She packed everything in a box, then took a hand truck and moved the box out to the garage. She pushed it in behind a bunch of other boxes. He never came out here, he would never find them. He wouldn’t even think of looking out here.

She hopped into her car and headed for the Goodwill. She dug through bins for underwear, took dresses off racks, selected shoes—lots of high heels—and, bonus of all bonuses, she found a corset!

She smiled.

Next she headed downtown. John worked at Spencer’s Financial. He was the Indian and the chief in his own department, which, to describe it loosely, checked contracts.

She walked into Chuck Browers office.

Chuck looked up in surprise. “Sam! Hi! Did we have a meeting or something? John is out of town and…you knew that.”

“I knew that,” She closed the door and locked it. She walked over to his desk, put her hands down and leaned forward.

Sam had a world class set of breasts. She was proud of them. They were big, lots of cleavage, and some wicked, pointy nipples.

Chuck swallowed and had to rip his eyes off her cleavage and nipples.

“So what can I do for you?”

“Assign John to work from home.”

“Well, I can’t, really.”

“Bullshit. John doesn’t have to do these out of town gigs. He just likes to travel and play golf so he volunteers. But that’s done. No more. John is now working at home.”

“What’s does John have to say about that?”

“John loves his job and he’ll do what you, the boss, tell him. And you’re going to do what I tell you. John is working at home. Period.”

“Well, I don’t think that would be…”

Sam ripped her top button off. It didn’t expose any more flesh because it wasn’t buttoned, but it was a slight dishevelment of her person. “Rape,” she whispered.

Chuck blinked.

About ten seconds passed, then she ripped another button off. “Rape,” she said.

“Hey! Wait! you can’t do this! I could lose my job! My wife—“

Sam ripped the third button off. She was down to the bottom of her cleavage now. Another button and her bra wold be visible. “Rape,” she said in a louder voice.

“Fuck! Stop this! We’re friends! You can’t do this!”

She grabbed a button hole and said, “I’m going to rip this next, and that will rips this dress. I will be exposed. By the time you get the door open I can throw everything off your desk, slap my face so hard I’m crying.

“Sam! For God’s sake! Okay! John’s going to work at home.”

“Thank you, Chuck. Now, one other thing.”

“What?” His eyes were wild, he was upset, nothing was making sense.

She came around the desk and sat on it and slid her ass so she was right in front of him. She reached under her dress and pulled her panties down. She pulled them over her high heels and tossed them then spread her legs.

“Wait a minute! I agreed!”

“Yes, you did. And good boys should be rewarded.”

“But…but…”

She grabbed his hair and pulled him as she leaned back.

He was a man. He couldn’t resist her. No man can resist a woman if that woman  takes control, and Sam was taking control.

Chuck found his face enmeshed in pussy, and he did the only thing he could do, he began to lick. He slurped his tongue up her labia and found the clitoris. He sucked hard, and Sam moaned.

Chuck didn’t think of John. Or of his wife. He couldn’t think with his mouth full of pussy pie. All he could see, his whole universe, was focused on her moist pinkness.

She held his head down and moaned, “Take your dick out, Chuck.”

Keeping his mouth working, Chuck reached down and unbuckled, then unzipped. His cock sprang out and throbbed. Twenty seconds ago he had been limp and terrified, now he was gasping and hungry and desperate for this juicy pussy.

“Come on up, little girl,” she pulled his head and he moved up. She pulled her dress to the side and a tit popped out, and right into his mouth. His cock was at her front door, begging entry.

“What are you waiting for?”

Nothing. He slid into her like she was greased and so was she.

She threw her head back and arched. She wrapped her legs around his body. She fucked him.

He was on fire. He had not a thought in his head. He was just intent on sliding his cock back and forth.

She groaned and matched his thrusts. Their pubics meshed and parted, meshed and parted.

“Oh, God,” he mumbled over a mouth full of nipple.

She scratched his back and made a small wail of pleasure.

With such violence it was only a matter of a minute until he began to squirt. His hips bucked and his eyes rolled up a little.

Sam smiled.

She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was the fact that she now owned Chuck.

When men and women have sexual intercourse one always owns the other. The man becomes enthralled, or the woman. One becomes dominant in the relationship. And since Sam was now determined that her husband was goin to be her wife, that made all men into wives.

She owned him. She was dominant in their relationship.

She slapped his face and he backed off, dazed. His dick flopped out  of her pussy and his semen oozed out of her quim and drooled down between her legs and over her asshole.

“What?” He was confused.

“You came in me, you moron. Now lick it up.”

“But, I…you—“

She slapped his face again and whispered, “Rape.”

That was it for Chuck. He wasn’t about to go through that again. Though it disgusted him, he bent his head down and began licking.

Sam leaned back and enjoyed his lapping tongue. She loved the way it worked into the button of her asshole, how he licked up the crevices to her pussy. And she really liked it when he put his lips on her pussy and sucked. Oh, that felt good.

Sex is power, she thought.

Done with him, and his mouth having cleaned her up, she pulled her panties up and said, “You better figure out what to tell John. I don’t want to have to come here and get raped again.”

“But…I didn’t rape you!”

“Oh, honey,” she smiled and patted his flushed cheek. “Every fuck is a rape if you know what you’re doing.”

With that oblique and convoluted statement she walked out of his office.

She stopped at the mall on the way home and bought John’s make up. She had a piercing kit at home, so she bought him some earrings.

Finally, she headed for home. And another bourbon and Coke.

She smiled and congratulated herself. All the things she had done today…she was going to have a wife. A real and honest to goodness wife. To pick up after her and do the dishes and…and do all the things a wife was supposed to do.

The only thing left to do now was to prepare John for his homecoming. After all, just because she knew he was going to be her wife didn’t mean that he knew it.

That boy had a few things to learn, and he was going to have to start now!

“John,” she spoke low, sultry, dripping with sex, “How did you like my picture?”

On the other end of the line John was breathing hard and gulping. He looked at the text message again. The JPEG showed Sam laying on the bed frigging herself with the end of a rolling pin. It was so fucking hot he wondered why the phone didn’t burst into flames.

“Uh, honey…” his throat was dry and his voice cracked. “I…uh…”

“Would you like me to send you another one.”

“Yu…yu…yes.” His cock was slammed up against his zipper. Good thing he was in his hotel room. If he went out on the street with that bump he’d be arrested.

“Oh, I’d like to, too.”

“Uh…”

“But there’s something stopping me.”

“What?”

“I need a picture from you.”

“I can do that.”

He dropped his pants and his cock sprang out the fly of his boxers. He snapped a picture and sent it to her.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so nasty! But…I want something more.”

“What?” He could hardly speak.

“I want you to go buy a pair of panties.”

“What?” Now his voice did rise up.

“I want you to go to a store and buy some panties and put them on and take your picture. I want to see your panty clad penis, all stiff and happy and dripping.”

“Uh, but…that’s…that’s…”

“That’s like buying Kotex. No man wants to do that, but buying panties and sexting me will prove how much you love me. If you can overcome yourself…if you can show me that big, hard cock, inside a pair of girl panties…then I’ll know you love me.”

John didn’t even think about how, exactly, that would prove he loved her. He just nodded and gulped some more. He was already trying to figure out ways he could get panties without going into a store.

He could steal them off a clothes line, go stalk a laundromat, mail order them…wait, he couldn’t mail order them, that would take too long. He needed those panties now!

“Okay.” He sounded like he was gargling.

“Oh, goodie. In the meantime, while you’re doing that, I’m going to do really nasty things to my pussy.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe jack off with the vacuum cleaner. Maybe sit on a bedpost, or, I know, I’ll go sit on the ball hitch on our SUV.”

John was leaking now, and he was having trouble standing up. He had no idea what had made his wife act like this, but like any man with a hard dick he wasn’t thinking. He was just intent on getting panties.

“And, by the way, Mr. Big Penis?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t you dare jack off. You can play with yourself all you like, but…don’t…jack…off.”

“Oh…okay.”

“And when you get home I’m going to do all these wonderful, dirty things to you…”

Some time later, John dazed and staggering, Sam hung up. John zipped and buttoned up, pulled on his jacket, and headed out into the sunlight. He had a couple of hours before he had to meet with the customer, and he had to get a pair of panties. He opened his cell phone and typed in ‘panties.’  Good old Google, he knew exactly where to go when his Uber arrived.

Back on the home front Sam had hung up because she had heard the doorbell.

She was naked because she had just been making love to a kitchen implement, and she ran, tits flopping through the house. She opened the front door to see a Fedex delivery man walking down the walk towards his truck.

“Hey!” she yelled.

He turned around.

She opened the door to reveal herself in all her natural splendor. “You need to bring this box into the house for me.”

The Fedex man gawped. His eyes opened up and he stared.

“Well? Come on!”

His legs moved like they had no knees. Just stiff sticks of wood that staggered back towards the house.

He arrived in front of the doormat and Sam pointed down at the mat. The box was six inches cubed and she said, “It’s way too heavy for little, old me. Bring it in.”

Still stunned, looking like an ox trying to figure out what TV was, he bent and picked up the package.

“Back this way,” Sam moved down the hallway.

The Fedex man stumbled over the threshold and followed her.

Sam grinned. She walked backwards so he could see her proud boobs. She beckoned with a finger.

He followed her into the bedroom, and she stopped at the bed. “Put it here.” She pointed at the bed.

The Fedex man, gasping for breath, red-faced and pants bulging, put the little box on the bed, and Sam pushed him down, began stripping his clothes off him.

In a second he was naked, his own package ready for delivery.

Sam pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him. She squatted over his meat and began to descend.

The tip of his dick slid into her snatch. She was juicy, his cock was big, and their pubics met and began to grind.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. This is the delivery I’ve been waiting for!”

His balls were big and they bounced under her wild gyrations.

He reached up and grabbed her tits and she groaned and lowered her chest to him. “Suck them, big boy. Suck them good.”

He did. He took her nipple in mouth and began to suck it hard.

She groaned and swiveled her ass around on his cock.

It wasn’t but a couple of minutes before he felt himself triggering.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Well, hurry up!” She grabbed his ears and held them while she fucked him, and he began to spurt his white fluid deep inside her.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” she grunted. “That’s the way.” then she said something that made no sense to him. “Now I own you.”

“What?”

“Want to be my wife? Want me to take you away from all this?”

But he was done. His dick was limp and it slipped out of her, along with a big gloop of sperm.

He pushed her off and stood up.

She lay on the bed and grinned at him.

“Are we married?”

“Uh, lady, uh, I…I’ve got deliveries to make.”

He staggered out of the bedroom, pulling his clothes on. He didn’t know what had happened to him. He had never had a woman do that to him, and what was that business about them now being married?”

He ran to his truck, tucking his shirt in and pulling up his fly. He got in and drove down the street. The truck veered back and forth, but he made it and turned on the next street and was gone.

Sam lay back and sighed. She hadn’t cum. But that wasn’t what was important. What was important was that she had fucked another man. She owned him. She was gaining in power.

She thought about taking a picture of the semen oozing out of her and sexting John, but she didn’t. She knew it was too soon for that. She might own men, but he was the one man who she had to change, make more amenable. He was the one she had to make like a wife.

John picked up the panties and his face was redder than a rose painted red. He was standing in a department store in the (choke) women’s section. Women walking past him. Did they see the panties in his hand?

He didn’t know, but he could see himself, and he was having a rough time. This was worse than buying Kotex. Holding the panties low so they wouldn’t be noticeable, he headed for the check out counter.

He stood in line. A woman with three kids was behind him. They overflowed her shopping cart and chattered and the youngest one was exploring the taste of boogers. A woman holding drapery and rods was in front of him.

The line moved slowly. The girl at the counter seemed a bit lame brained. She looked like she couldn’t chew gum and work the register at the same time, and she was chewing gum.

The lady in front of him paid, moved forward, and stopped at the exit to the line. She started fumbling with her purse and wallet and mumbled, “I know it was here a second ago.”

John put the panties on the counter and the girl ran the tag under the light.

“Dang!” she chewed. “This ain’t…hey, mister, the price tag is obliterated.” She actually used the word ‘obliterated’ and she showed him how the price was rubbed out.

She grabbed her mike and said, “Price check on women’s panties.”

John felt himself shrinking.

The girl turned to John spoke in a shrill voice. “You sure you want these mister? They’re lady’s panties.”

He nodded, his face pounding with blood and embarrassment.

“Hey, Mommy!” blurted one of the booger eaters behind him. “That man is buying panties!”

He felt one inch tall, like even the babies were giants, and his face felt like it was glowing, which it was.

“Do ya?” the girl persisted.

“They’re for my wife,” he whispered.

“Oh, they’re for your wife. Why dint you say so.” She turned to the lady with the booger eater babies and said, “They’re for his wife.”

The lady in front of John turned to look at him. She snorted. “Yeah, right.”

John stood there, wanting to run for his life. Five minutes later a supervisor showed up and okayed the price.

John didn’t care. He just wanted to get out of there. Jamming the panties into his pocket he ran from the store.

Sam went on the net and ordered things. Sissy clothes for John, a remote controlled chastity device, chains and padlocks. She ordered them for overnight delivery, which would leave her lots of time to get the house ready.

And she smiled. Overnight delivery. Amazon drivers. She was going to own more men.

John burst into his hotel room. He had forgotten about Uber and run all the way back, shamed and mortified by his experiences.

And, yet, he was trembling. He ripped open the package and took out the panties. They were white and looked a bit small, but he was so horny he didn’t care.

He stripped his clothes off and began pulling the panties up.

Oh, man, they really were small. The legs got so tight, he couldn’t get them over his thighs. He lay back on the bed and tugged and pulled, and turned his face and finally read the wrapper.

‘Teens.’

“Oh, fuck!” he cried.

Then, frustrated but driven, he grabbed the waist band and pulled.

The panties slid up and over his hips. They were stretched and so damned tight…his package, which had gone down from his efforts, was crammed inside the space reserved for a teenagers mons.

He stood up, his balls hurting, his cock squashed, and grabbed his cell phone. He snapped a picture, then groaned and fell on the bed. He began ripping the fabric, which was now so stretched out it was starting to come apart on its own. In a second he was holding bits of thin fabric. His cock, of course, was now gigantic. He almost sobbed with relief. He quickly sexted Sam the picture.

Sam was laying on the bed. She was using the handle of a flashlight and groaning and pulling on her nipples.

She hadn’t cum, twice, three times if you counted John before he left, and…she wanted to cum.

“Fuck! Fuck!” She groaned, her arm moving back and forth in a blur.

DING!

“Oh, fuck!” she screamed, and she leaned over and picked up her cell phone.

There was John’s package. She could see the outline and bits of skin through the stretched mesh of panties. It was small and wrinkled and looked like it might if it was squashed between two panes of glass.

She frowned.

She texted back: “I want to see your whole body! And those panties are too small! And where is the matching bra?”

John was crushed. He had suffered, and this was all he got?

DING!

He looked at his cell. It was a video, a selfie, and it showed his wife’s large tits in the background, and a flashlight in the foreground. The flashlight was blinking, and between the picture obscuring blasts of light he could see where the flashlight was.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. Suddenly he was no longer crushed. Now he was…HORNY! He stared at the video. He was willing to go blind for those glimpses of labia surrounding the fluted barrel of the flashlight. He could see her clitoris above the flashlight.

She began moving the flashlight in and out and he could hear her gasping.

Then the video stopped and a message came through: Bra and panties! Or else!

John looked at the clock. He had a meeting. He was conflicted. Go to a dry, old meeting and talk about stocks and interest points, or follow his ramrod cock into the women’s section of a store where he would be humiliated and his cock would get even harder.

He looked down. He was dripping.

He called an Uber and ran out the door.

John asked the Uber driver where a cheap department store was with not too many people.

The Uber driver asked him what he wanted to buy.

John fumbled the words out. “I want to buy a bra and pantie set for my wife.”

The Uber driver nodded and headed across town.

Halfway there the Uber driver, who was female, looked in the rear view mirror and asked, “Is this really for you?”

John wanted to jump out and run away, but he was in luck this time.

“Hey, it’s okay. My brother is a cross dresser. You pay me extra and I’ll even go in and get the stuff for you.”

Finally finding his voice, John squeaked out, “Really?”

“Oh, sure. You should probably get some extra things, though.”

“Like what? Why?”

“For why is because if you’re like my brother it’s addictive. You’re going to want nylons and garters, maybe some lipstick, something nice to sleep in.”

John didn’t like the word ‘addictive,’ but in his mind he denied it, even chuckled a little. He was no addict.

“How much should I give you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Give me your credit card and forty bucks. Or maybe a hundred and forty. Whatever floats your boat.”

They arrived at the department store. It was in a rundown part of town and it was decorated with for sale signs, going out of business signs, snd the like.

John handed over his credit card and said, “Ask for forty cash.”

“If you want to come in I can show you stuff. You can make sure I don’t overcharge you, too. We can pretend we’re husband and wife and I’m buying for myself.”

John didn’t care about being overcharged. He was in a frenzy and wouldn’t care if somebody chopped off his toes.

But the idea of being able to walk through the store without being mortified…it was good. He needed to learn some of this stuff, and this girl was willing.

They got out of the car and entered the store. It was not busy. In fact, if it was any less busy it would be a graveyard. The girl at the counter was actually nodding off as she leaned against the register.

The Uber driver, whose name was Sandy, took John back to the women’s section. She held up panties and asked his opinion, and he found that, after the first few muttered responses, he was capable of talking.

“Different color,” he stated, as he imagined himself in a chemise.

“Can the cups be flatter? I don’t have any tits.”

“We could get you breast forms?” She answered.

“We can?”

“Sure.”

“Then get me a flat cup and a couple of big cups.”

“You want shoes? High heels?”

He did, and he wondered if there was something to this addiction. thing, but he shook his head.

His cock was throbbing this whole time, and at one point Sandy actually grabbed him and said, “That’s not going to fit in these panties. We better get you bigger ones that have stretch.”

He was holding his breath, stunned, and Sandy laughed.

“Haven’t you ever had anybody grab your cock before?”

He was looking around, making sure no store detective wasn’t going to arrest him. He had seen porn where women were arrested by store detectives and taken into a room and fucked. He didn’t want that to happen to him.

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Well here’s something to remember me by.” She held him with one hand and unzipped him with the other. She fished his cock out and went to her knees and began sucking him. Her lips were soft, plump, and magical. He started grunting, moving his hips. She unbuckled him and his pants half fell. She reached around and began playing with his asshole.

He grabbed a clothes rack and his eyes were trying to look everywhere. He could see the headlines.

Uber Driver Gives Man Head in a Store!

Then he felt the switch being flicked. His cock started to surge and she giggled and pulled her mouth away. She squeezed the base of his cock and only a few drops of cum escaped.

“Please! Please!” He begged.

“Nah. I don’t want to taste cum in my mouth all night.”

She backed away, picked up the items she had picked out, and headed for the counter.

Flustered, red-faced, John followed along, tucking in his shirt and zipping up his trousers.

DING!

Sam was almost asleep, but she woke up and looked at her cell phone and smiled. It had taken him long enough. When she opened up her cell, however, her eyes near fell out and rolled across the floor.

John was wearing panties and bra. Matching. And his cups were filled.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.

He had on garters and nylons.

And he was wearing lipstick.

His face, of course, was red.

DING!

A second picture, he was shooting himself in a mirror, and he was turned sideways, his big fake tits stuck out and he looked so proud.

She tapped fingers and sent him a message.

I just came!

But you better not.

Good wives save themselves for their husbands.

John blinked at the text.

‘Good wives…’ What?”

Then he sort of transformed the message in his head. She was saving herself for him.

And he put thought of the blow job that had resulted in a couple of drops of squirtem out of his mind.

So horny he couldn’t think straight, he went to bed, and he tossed and turned and played with himself and he fantasized of being a woman. Taken out dancing. Long walks in the park. Going to movies and theaters and stuff. And the weird thing was that he imagined himself being squired by…Sam.


PART Two

It was a long week of frustration for John. Endless sexting. Dirty whispers over the phone. And not being allowed to cum. By the time he got on the plane he was barely able to walk.

He floated through the clouds, his cock pounding in his pants while people watched TV and slept around him.

He walked off the plane and was still hard.

He found his car in the parking lot and headed for the office. He had to drop off a couple of things before he went home to…to…to whatever Sam was going to do to him.

“Hey, John,” Chuck said when John entered his office.

Oddly, Chuck looked a little embarrassed, maybe even a little scared.

John was too horny to really take note, however. He placed the folder On Chuck’s desk. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I got sick and couldn’t meet the client. I just stayed in bed the whole time.” Except for when I was prancing around in women’s underwear.

“That’s okay,” Chuck looked a little distracted, at least he was having trouble looking John in the eye. Not that John was aware enough to be able to notice it. “Uh, John?”

“Yeah?”

“The company is making some changes. You’re going to be working at home from now on.”

“I…what?” John didn’t want to work from home, but he was having trouble processing Chuck’s words. “Why?”

Because your wife came and fucked me senseless! “It just seems more efficient.”

“Oh.”

John was confused. He wanted to object, but he didn’t. He was in too much of a hurry to object. He had to get home and find out what his wife was going to do to him.

“Well, thanks, John. Welcome home.”

John nodded and backed out of the office. He mumbled greetings to people who welcomed him home, and rushed out of the office. His fellow workers looked at each other and shrugged.

John was having a hard time concentrating on the road. He drifted in his lane and suddenly his rear view mirror was filled with blinking lights. A siren sounded, and John turned at a corner and pulled over.

The cop lowered the kickstand on his bike and sauntered towards john.

John had enough presence of mind to get out his insurance and license. His pants were actually rising and falling slightly, his dick was pounding so hard.

The cop took his license and insurance and walked back to his motorcycle. He picked up his mike and checked for warrants, and stopped. Same last name as that babe he had pulled over earlier in the week. Man, he remembered that. She had sucked her way out of a ticket, and…he looked at the address. Damn! Same one! This guy must be her husband.

Suddenly, the cop felt a little embarrassed. He had filled the guy’s wife’s mouth with gism, and now he was going to give the guy a ticket? He frowned, then walked back to John.

“Here you go, sir.”

John took his ID and insurance back, and was vaguely aware that the cop’s face was a little red, like he was embarrassed or something.

“Drive safely, sir.”

“I will.”

And the cop left.

John blinked. First time he ever got out of a ticket in his life, and he wondered why. He pulled out on the road and headed for home.

He pulled into his street and stopped a house away from his house. There was an Amazon delivery van blocking his driveway.

He waited.

The driver never came out.

Frowning, John got out of his car and walked up the drive to the front door. He let himself in, stood in the foyer and listened.

“Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Harder! Faster!”

“I’m doing the best I can, lady. Let go of my balls!”

“Fuck me!”

“Oh…OH!…OH!” The man yelled.

John was confused. That was his wife. And somebody had just come inside her. What the fuck?

And he would have been mad, normally. But he was no longer normal. Now he was hornier than a priest in a whorehouse, and his mind wasn’t working properly, and…his dick got harder.

He was listening to his wife fuck, and he was so horny that it just made him hornier.

He stood there, in the foyer, looking down the hall, and listened as the springs on the bed stopped squeaking.

A moment later an Amazon delivery man backed out of the room. Sam was saying things to him but John couldn’t tell what.

Then the Amazon man turned around and walked towards John. He was buckling his belt as he walked and he wasn’t put off at all by John’s presence. As he got closer John heard him mumble, “Her wife? What the fuck? I ain’t nobody’s wife.” Then he said to John, “She’s all yours, man.”

The Amazon man went out the front door and a half minute later he heard the delivery truck drive away.

He stared down the hallway. Something was wrong, but he didn’t know what.

He heard the bed make sounds as Sam rolled off it, then, before she could come to the door, he turned and went out the door. He was shaken, and horny, and didn’t know what to do. He felt like crying, and yet was numb. He walked down the street to his car, got in and drove it into the driveway.

He slammed the car door loudly, so it could be heard inside the house. He got out his suitcase and walked up to the front door. He stepped into his house and banged the door shut.

“I’m home!”

“Honey! wonderful!” Sam came down the hallway. She was wearing a robe and she hugged him and kissed him.

He wondered if the Amazon man had kissed her.

He wondered who else had kissed her.

The Amazon man had seemed pretty disgruntled when he came out of the bedroom.

She linked her arm with his and guided him into the kitchen. “Why don’t you make us a couple of drinks.”

She was done making drinks. Her wife was home.

John complied. He was okay with making drinks, and he had no idea of what was going on in Sam’s mind.

He put a drink in front of her and sat down opposite her.

“How was your week?” She asked, a randy smile on her face.

“It was…good. I…uh…”

“Are you wearing your underwear?

He nodded, and gulped. This was so weird.

“Excellent. I’ve put some clothes in your closet to replace those silly suits.”

“You…what?”

“I’ll expect you to be dressed up when you make dinner. You can call me when you need help with make up.”

“I…what?” He was honestly confused. He was horny, conflicted, didn’t know what was going on, and now…what was she really saying?

She slugged her drink back, belched, then stood up and sat on his lap. She kissed him. With lips that had kissed somebody else. And ground her buttocks onto his package.

He groaned. He was so horny he was starting to leave wet spots on his panties.

“Uh, honey?”

She snuggled against him. “Oh, it’s going to be so wonderful. I’ll be the best husband you ever had, and I know you’ll be the best wife a man ever had.”

“What are you saying?”

She looked at him. “We’re married, honey. And you’re my wife.”

“I’m not your wife.”

She chuckled. “Honey, what’s wrong with your head? Of course you’re my wife.”

“No, wait…”

“Aren’t you wearing a wife’s underwear?”

She ran her fingers over his shoulder, found his bra strap and pulled it and let it snap back.

“But that doesn’t…”

She pulled her robe apart and revealed that she wasn’t wearing a bra…and she had on a pair of boxer shorts.

He stared.

“I’m the man. I wear manly underwear. You’re the woman. You wear womanly underwear.”

“Now wait a minute! This has gone far enough! I am not your wife! And who was that Amazon driver?”

She leaned past him and picked up a knife from the kitchen counter. She placed the tip to the side of his neck.

He gulped and suddenly realized he was mortal.

“Honey, I decided to be the husband, and what the husband decides is what is. I am the lord of the manor The king of the castle. What I say goes, and I say you are my wife. Do you wish to disagree?”

She smiled sweetly, and he managed to mumble, “Okay.”

She put the knife down and stood up. Now that we have that settled, I want you to go get dressed. In fact, I’ll help you. Come along. She put out her hand and grabbed his. She dragged him down the hallway, and all he wanted to do was go screaming out the doorway. Something was really wrong with his wife.

“And that man was a delivery driver. He delivered a package.” She looked back at him and giggled. “He delivered it right to my box.”

They entered the bedroom and she pushed him in front of her into his closet.

His suits were gone. His shirts and ties were gone. He didn’t even have any shoes. He looked at the rack of dresses, the high heels under them.

“What…what? Where are my clothes.”

“I gave them to the Goodwill. You have so much prettier things to wear now.”

She took a dress down and held it to his frame. “Oh, yes.” Then she frowned. “Where’s your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Yes, your tits! Are you deaf? Like you had in your texts.”

“They’re in my suitcase.”

“Oh, you silly boy. I don’t want to see you without tits ever again.” She walked past him and into the bedroom. she called back, “We’ll get you some implants. I’ll make an appointment tomorrow for a consultation.”

He stood in the closet, dazed, dizzy, not understanding…and with a monster dick pounding in his pants. He looked at the woman’s dresses, the nylons and the bras and…and a corset. What the hell had gone on here?

Sam re-entered the closet. She was carrying his breast forms. “Off with the shirt, honey. Let’s get you squared away.

She unbuttoned him and pulled his shirt off. “I don’t want to see you in these man clothes ever again.” She slipped his breast forms into his cups, and stopped. He had worn the flat bra, the training bra, and she said, “Why are you…here. Put this on.” She handed him a frilly bra with big cups.

John wanted to object, but he was seriously befuddled. She had held a knife on him. She seemed to believe this fantasy she had, of him being the wife.

She had his flat bra off and helped him put the frilly one on. She slipped his forms into the cups and smiled. “There we go.”

She pulled him out of the closet and pushed him onto the bed. “And you’ll never guess what I bought you.”

She was holding the corset behind her back and he could easily see it.

“Uh, no.”

“This!” She held the corset up with a big grin.

“I don’t think I can wear that.”

“Oh, nonsense. I want to see you with your skinny waist and your big tits, so wear it you will.”

She unbuckled his pants and pulled them off. He was wearing panties and his cock was big and dripping in them.

She giggled. “Oh, that’s so pretty. Every woman should have a big cock.”

She pushed him back on the bed and put the corset around his mid-section. She fastened the snaps in the front, then turned him over and started pulling the ties on the back.

He grunted with each pull. “I…can’t…breath!”

“Take shallow breaths. You’ll be fine.”

She went up his back and he could feel the garment pushing his fake tits up. They would have popped out the top if it wasn’t for the frilly bra.

He gasped, and she slapped his ass and helped him to stand up.

“Huh…huh…huh…” he breathed.

“Now that’s what we’re talking about.” She pulled him in front of the full size mirror and examined his body.

His waist was less than 25 inches, and shrinking. His boobs had to be 40 double Ds. Or maybe Fs. His butt flared out from under the corset.

“That’s how a wife should look!”

He decided to try something. “How come you didn’t wear clothes like this when you were the wife?”

“Because I wasn’t a very good wife,” she smiled. “But you’re going to be a lot better! You’re going to be a perfect wife!”

He would have run out of the house but he couldn’t breath properly. but even if he had, he would have collapsed from lack of oxygen before he got to his car, and she would just drag him back.

She held up a pair of nylons. “I am so glad you shaved your legs.” She said.

“I Naired my whole body,” he answered. “You said to.”

“Well, wasn’t I the smarty pants?”

She looked at his feet then, and frowned.

“What?”

He was exhausted.

“Sit down at my vanity table.”

He was glad to sit down, though his back was kept ram rod rigid. “What are you doing?”

“We have to do your nails. You don’t want to be caught without pretty red nails, do you?”

Of course he did. He opened his mouth to object, but he had no sooner opened his mouth and said, ‘I,’ then she placed her hand on a pair of scissors on the vanity table and held them right in front of his eyes.

He gulped and looked at the sharp and shiny points. “Do you?”

“Uh, no.”

“Good. Then just sit there and be quiet while I pretty you up.”

He sat, and thought about jumping up and running for it. But she placed the scissors on the floor, right next to her hand.

She took down her nail kit and began shaping his nails. She pushed the cuticles back and sanded and prepared them, then she got out the bright, red polish and began painting them.

John kept looking at the door. He wanted to get out of here. He wanted to run screaming down the street, but Sam kept looking up at him with that fixed grin.

She did three coats, admonishing him not to move an inch. She brushed down, from cuticle to tip, evenly. When she was done she looked up at him, her chin on her hand which was on her knee. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered.

She sat up, then knelt and put her hand behind his head. She pressed her lips to his, and he suddenly felt like he was in a deep pool, drowning, and…and it felt good.

He opened his eyes. She was back at his toes, coating them with lacquer.

His cock was raging inside his corset. She had pushed it up and it was trapped, and that made it even harder.

She took his hand and spread it on the vanity table. She began preparing his fingernails.

He was so totally mixed up. On one hand he wanted to run screaming…on the other hand his cock was pulsing so hard he was faint, and he didn’t want to run away.

She wasn’t going to stab him with knife or scissors, he thought. That was just his imagination.

Not very slowly, his mind, driven by his penis, transformed the events of the day to more amenable conclusions.

He watched as she chose long stilettos and glued them to his fingers. Then she painted them, long strokes, and they were red. Red, red, red. They matched his toes.

She applied the lacquer and they were sealed.

She smiled. “Now you have real claws. Not like me.” She held up her own fingers. When he had left last week they were sexy long ovals. Now they were blunt, chewed spatulas. Male nails. What had she been doing?

“All right, sit on the bed and let’s get these nylons on you.”

She rolled up the sleek material and he marveled as his legs became sexy stems. His red toes showed through the material.

“Oh, baby. I can’t wait to put you in some high heels.”

She pulled a yellow dress over his head. He wiggled and struggled, but because of the corset he was able to get it on.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. In the mirror his body was decidedly feminine. “Sit down here.”

He sat, and she moved things around on her vanity table, selected a bottle, and started working his face with little sponges. “We’re cleaning your face now. This will clean out your pores.” She showed him the blackened sponges and he blinked.

“That came from me?”

“Nobody else. But now you’re clean. This next thing is called primer.”

Step by step she made him up. She put on the foundation, then added color. His face went from male colorful to female pale to female colorful. She began working on his eyes, and he suddenly found that his fear had evaporated and he was becoming interested.

His cock, of course, was totally interested. At one point he pressed on his pulsing cock and groaned.

“Don’t be masturbating on me now,” she warned. “Good, little wives don’t go jacking off. Or jilling off.” She giggled.

“When are we going to have sex?” he asked.

“You leave that up to me. Although, I have to admit. I have been getting so much sex with all my affairs that it may be awhile.”

“About those affairs…”

“Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about that. It’s okay if husbands go out and get a little.”

“And what about wives?”

“Wives stay home and do the cooking,” her voice became rough  and even threatening.

He groaned. His cock really needed attention.

She finished with his eyes. They were grey, little caves and his eyes sparkled from within. She smiled at her work, then took out the lipstick. She rolled it on his lips and he was startled, though he shouldn’t have been, by the fact that the color matched his nails.

“This has a plumping agent in it, so your lips will get nice and plump. They are going to be so kissable.”

Something was happening to John. The feeling of being in a dress, of having boobs. The gentle and intimate way she had touched his face, and, of course, his raging hard on, he was feeling sexy. He was actually starting to like this. It was like the feeling when you hair stands up, but it was his whole body, and he felt really cool.

She placed a wig on his head, glued it onto a little skullcap, and he suddenly had long, wavy, feminine hair.

She grabbed his hand and helped him stand up. She pulled him in front of the mirror and posed with her cell phone, thens topped. “Oh, my gosh! We forgot the shoes!”

She ran into the closet and rummaged through the shoes she had bought him.

This was the moment. This was the time he could escape. She was in the closet. He could run out of the house! He could call the police, the men with the nets, whoever, and…and…she came out of the closet and he was still there. His mind was running, but his body was staying, and his thoughts were confused but turning…her way.

The feminine way.

She knelt at his feet and put one high heel on him, then the other.

He stood and was taller. He towered over her, but she didn’t care. After all, in her mind she was the husband.

Now she held the cell phone up and clicked their image in the mirror.

Him so tall, with magnificent calves popping out because of the heels. With his butt flaring out, so round and perfect. His waist slender and yet flaring out at the bottom and top. His tits…incredible mountains.

She took more pictures. And, unbeknownst to him, she uploaded them and put them on Facebutt. He would find out the next day, but right then he was lost in the image of himself.

She walked him out to the kitchen and once again she sat down at the table and told him to get the drinks.

He walked to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. He marveled at his long fingernails. They looked so sexy as he held they bottle. He tried to get the top off, but couldn’t.

“Could you open this?” he asked.

She smiled and pried the cork out easily. But then she didn’t have long, glorious fingernails.

He put ice in two glasses, poured in the bourbon, then had to have her open two cans of Coke.

Again, she smiled. Men were so superior in the things they could do.

John filled the glasses and placed her glass in front of her.

She sat back and gulped a big gulp and grinned. Then she belched.

He sipped, ladylike, and marveled at how it felt. He liked it. He liked being dressed up and acting elegant.

“Well, John, how’s the day going?”

She wore no make up, long pants and a flannel shirt. Yet he was fascinated by her.

“Pretty good,” he said, touching an earlobe.

“Oh, no! I forgot to do your ears! We have to pierce your ears!”

She jumped up and ran into the back room.

Again, John could have stood up and left. Of course, now she would really catch him. Running on high heels he would likely break his ankle before he made it to the street. He smiled. He suddenly understood why men liked women in high heels; they couldn’t get away.

She came back and within a minute he had pierced ears and hoops through his lobes.

He felt them, and they felt so cool. He turned his head and could feel them touching him, caressing his neck.

Again, she sat, male like, and watched him.

He said, “I really am going to need some sexual attention.”

She waved her hand. Wives aren’t expected to have lots of orgasms. You just put out for me, honey, and we’ll be fine.”

Not what he wanted to hear.

“Sam. I know that I’m not supposed to have sex, but I’m horny. Underneath all this femininity is a cock and balls.”

Sam leaned forward, “About that. There are several things we can do about that.”

“What?”

“We can give you a chemical castrator, or even lop everything off.”

John started to panic. “No! I don’t think I want that!”

“But why not? We could have that done when we get your breast implants.”

“I’m sorry, Sam, but I want to hold on to what I’ve got.”

“And if I, the husband, tell you that you must?” Her voice lowered into a warning growl.

John was getting a little worried, but, female like, he was starting to understand how to get around somebody who was overbearing.

“Then…then…” he blustered, “Then we could do that, but from then I might suffer an awful lot of headaches.”

Sam frowned. “You’d be having our period all month long?”

“You used to do that.”

Sam’s lips pursed and twisted in thought. She thought, I finally make the breakthrough, and she pulls this on me. Damned woman!

“But if you let me keep my, uh, self intact…then maybe I won’t have so many headaches.

Sam felt like she had been outmaneuvered, but what could she do? These nefarious women had all the answers. Bitches!

“Well, okay. But…I need som relief right now. Do you have a headache now?”

Now John was caught. After what he had just pulled he couldn’t pretend to have a headache.

Besides, he wasn’t quite sure how sex with Sam as the husband would work. In the back of his mind he thought maybe they could loosen his dick and he could fuck her.

“No.”

“Then let’s go fuck, baby.” She took his red finger nailed hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Up on the bed, honey. Get ready for papa.”

Puzzled, still hoping, John sat on the bed and watched.

Sam opened her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She put it around her hips. A big cock suddenly pocked out from her groin.

“Wait a minute!”

“For what, honey?” Sam seemed honestly puzzled.

“I…you…I thought I was going to put my dick in you!”

She laughed. “Come on, get real. Housewives don’t have dicks.”

“But…but…” John was about to say he did have a dick, and pull his penis out from under the tight corset. Except the corset was under the dress and there was no way he could reach his dick.

And, to make matters worse, Sam had picked up the pair of scissors.

John scooted back a little, his eyes wide. “What are you doing?”

“Opening up some lube,” said Sam, and she snipped the seal off a jar of lube. She came to the bed, still holding the scissors but now with a big glob of lube in her other hand. “Get on all fours.”

John was frightened. His heart was pounding, and he felt he had no choice. He got on all fours.

Sam stepped between his legs and John could feel the big cock laying on his calf. She lifted his dress and pulled his panties up. She  started slathering lube into his back hole.

“Oh!” blurted Sam. Her fingers felt good on his asshole.

She rubbed the lube in, pushed some into him, and used her fingers around the rim, slowly working her fingers deeper and deeper into him.

He groaned. This wasn’t supposed to feel so good. But it did. He found himself pushing his ass at her fingers.

Sam chuckled and went to three fingers. She began running her fingers in and out of him.

John moaned and wiggled his butt.

“Are you ready, honey?”

Was John ready? He didn’t think so, but he pushed his butt up and Sam guided her cock into it.

John felt a guttural moan of pleasure erupt from deep down inside. He felt incredible. He felt like the world had opened up. He had never felt anything so good as this.

Sam worked her cock back and forth, in and out. She sawed and wiggled and corkscrewed, and the more she moved the more John moved, and the more John groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, heysoos!” John blurted, pushing his butt back as hard as he could.

Sam moved back an inch, then, like a man, she rammed forward.

John felt his ass being pushed and his arms couldn’t support her weight and he fell forward. Sam stayed with him, climbing on the bed and pushing her dick deep inside of him.

Now John couldn’t give way, and the dick went to the hilt in him.

“OH…OH…OH…!”

John felt like he was peeing, but he was so dazed he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t care. He had been officially fucked into stupidland, and he was happy there.

Slowly, Sam pulled her dick out of him.

She saw the semen oozing in his panties, and she knew that John had cum. Of course, he probably didn’t know it, for he hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was what was really important.

Good housewives were for fucking, and it didn’t matter if they came or not. All that mattered was that they stayed horny. And Samantha was determined that John would stay good and horny. That’s what made them good housewives, after all
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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.
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The Sex Battery!

Feminization, emasculation and cuckolding

results in the ultimate femdom resource!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Damned party,” Harry muttered. “Meet a bunch of idiots, put up with their idiocy. I’d rather  stay home and drink beer and…”

Harry kept muttering, and Louise knew that wasn’t a good sign. When Harry started talking to himself he was on the edge of being not nice.

“Honey, it’s okay It’s just a neighborhood mixer, welcome us to the neighborhood, that sort of thing.”

Harry spun and glared at his wife. His eyes were fixed and glittering with anger. His lip was curled back and he looked like he was ready to fight.

Louise moved back and took in her breath.

Harry grabbed her arm, “Where you going?”

“Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything.”

“A neighborhood mixer, eh? And how did we get invited to that stupidity?”

“Please, honey,” she tried to twist out from under his strong grip. She was afraid she would have bruises where his fingers tightened on her flesh. “I was just talking to Helen Swanson and she said it was what they did, have a mixer. Can’t you—“

He shook her. “I don’t like mixers!”

Louise was desperate now. Her voice went up a bit as she went into a sort of begging mode. “You don’t have to go. I’ll just tell them you’re a little tired and—“

“Make me look weak, eh? Great. Get dressed.” He flung her arm towards her and she almost fell down.

She rubbed her arm and looked at it. Yes, she was going to have bruises.

Harry walked into his closet and picked out slacks and a shirt. He was muttering the whole while.

When Louise first married Harry he was a charmer. He treated her like she was a princess, and she loved him.

But over time he changed. He stopped being so affectionate. He started muttering a lot. He said mean things to her.

Cow. He liked to refer to her as a cow.

And bitch. Bitch was one of his favorite words for her.

He didn’t say such words loudly, just loud enough for her to hear, just loud enough to hurt her feelings and make her unsure of herself.

Not saying a word, afraid to draw attention to herself, Louise got dressed. She put on the corset and pulled it tight. She hated the thing, but Harry wanted her to wear it. He said her belly looked like she was fat and ugly if she didn’t wear it.

She rolled on nylons, and listened to him in the closet.

“Stupid cow. Always embarrassing me.”

Little tears welled in her eyes, but she continued getting dressed. She tried to adjust the corset so her tits didn’t look so big. She hated how tight the feeling was. It actually hurt after a while, but if she didn’t have her boobs bulging Harry would get mad. A couple of times he had actually slapped her tits. With his bare hands. And called her a fat cow.

She stepped into her dress. She felt ridiculous, showing off that much flesh. She wanted to just wear a summer dress, feel free and not be so bound up, but Harry…

Harry walked out of the closet. He glanced at her, and his eyes were pig mean.

“Aren’t you ready, yet?”

“Almost, honey. Just a couple of more minutes.”

Harry sneered. “Make me late. They throw us a damned party and you make us late. Disrespectful.”

Louise sat down and quickly put on her make up. Bright, red lipstick. Blush. False eyelashes.

Why Harry made her wear extra mascara and thick eyelashes she had no idea, and she hated it, but what was she supposed to do?

If she refused he’d squeeze her arms, and insult her. Once he had even slapped her. Knocked her to the bed.

Oh, he was sorry, said he’d never do it again, but she had a feeling he would. He was just turning into that kind of man.

The mixer was three houses over, and they walked it quickly. It was a beautiful morning, but Harry muttered the whole way, and he held her hand too tight.

“Please, Harry, I can’t walk fast in these heels.”

He slowed down, but he didn’t like it. He muttered something about her being a bitch, then they were walking up the walk.

“Louise! Harry! Welcome to the neighborhood!” Nancy Cardigan gave  Louise an air hug and shook hands with Harry, and suddenly Harry was on best behavior.

“Hey, great of you to have us, Wonderful house you have here.”

Nancy’s husband, Jim, took Harry in hand, got him a drink and introduced him to the other neighbors. And Harry was charming.

Nancy didn’t seem to notice that Louise looked a bit overly made up, or that her tits were bulging  over the corset. She did notice, however, the red marks in the shape of a hand on her upper arm. She had quick eyes, and she frowned, but didn’t say anything.

It was a wonderful neighborhood. Everybody took care of their houses, everybody knew each other, if somebody needed a refrigerator moved, or a little help painting a room, there were plenty of people to help.

Louise loved the neighborhood, it was a step up from their old area.

In the kitchen Nancy introduced her to other ladies, who glanced at her arm and said nothing, and who greeted her warmly. Shortly she had a wine spritzer in her hand and was being treated like she was part of the family.

Out back Harry chatted with Jim and other husbands. Talk of who did what for a living turned into chuckles and jokes, and the party was going along quite well.

At one point Harry came in to get another bourbon and Coke. He frowned when he saw the wine glass in Louise’s hand. He pulled her a side.

“What are you drinking?”

“I’m sorry, Harry, it’s just a wine spritzer.”

He was squeezing her arm, hard, and she tried to push his hand away. Little tears were creeping out of her eyes.

“You know I don’t want you drinking!” he hissed, then he grinned and changed his whole demeanor. “It’s a wonderful party, honey, I’m so glad we came…”

He had caught a glimpse of Nancy in the mirror. She was frowning behind him.

He massaged Louise’s arm briefly. She was going to have a second set of marks.

“Well, I’m going to head back outside.”

He smiled at Nancy as he passed her.

Nancy wasn’t smiling.

Nancy put her arm around Louise’s waist and walked her into the back.

Louise glanced over her shoulder, afraid that Harry wouldn’t approve, but he was gone.

Nancy took Louise into her bedroom and sat her down. She put make up on Louise’s arm, hid the marks, all without saying a word.

“That was an accident,” she explained. “I was falling and he caught me.”

Nancy didn’t say anything. She capped the little bottle of make up and sat on the edge of her vanity table.

“How often does he beat you?”

Louise began to cry.

Nancy waited. She handed Louise a tissue and Louise dabbed at her eyes and managed to stop crying.

Then Nancy reached into her jewelry box and took out a pair of earrings.

“You’ll have to wear these all the time for a month, and then be careful. Some men take a little longer. I would say two months if you want to be sure, and even three months if you want to be positive.”

“What are you…thank you, but…”

“These earrings are made of rare metals, and they enhance your brain waves.”

“Brain waves?”

“I know, sounds ridiculous, but it’s true. You’ll notice that a lot of women wear them in the neighborhood. You’ll be able to control any man while wearing these. They just increase your mental power until it is significantly greater than men’s.”

“But I…I…”

Nancy shushed her. “Eventually you’ll be able to make men do whatever you want to, but it starts with sex. If you make your man erect, or limp, he will quickly come to look upon you as his only hope for an erection and an orgasm. At that point he will become quite compliant. But don’t take them off, and if you wish to control men other than your husband then certainly don’t take them off. Your husband will become trained to respond to you even without the earrings; your mind will be that strong. And eventually other men will respond to you the same way. But it takes time, and patience, and you have to learn some tricks.”

“I can stop him from…from…”

“You can. And it’ll be fun. And don’t worry if you experience a couple of mean streaks. Women who have been battered often turn into temporary bullies. But you’ll get over it. Once your man starts acting a little more human everything will turn out all right.”

Nancy kept talking for an hour. She explained all sorts of things about how to overtly, or covertly, control men.

Louise was a bit surprised by all that she was being told, but she didn’t stand up and walk out because Nancy was treating her so kindly.

So what if this idea of having a stronger brain than a man was silly?

After an hour the two women walked back into the front of house, arm in arm, now great friends.

The party was winding down now, and it was time to go. Louise knew, when Harry saw her, that he was pissed. He hadn’t wanted to come to the party, he wanted to go home, and it was all her fault.

Nancy saw his anger, too, and she whispered, “Remember how to use your hands, it’ll be fine. Try it now. Give him a boner.

Harry was trying to hide his glare, and Louise made a fist and stuck out her finger. She did this while keeping her hand low, but the effect was like a shout in a church.

Harry’s eyes bulged and so did his pants.

He looked down.

“Not so hard,” Nancy whispered with a giggle.

Louise was a quick study. All the things Nancy had been telling her…and she started raising and lowering her finger.

Harry groaned, then clamped his lips shut. Sweat burst out on his forehead. His pants were doing a rhumba.

A couple of the women noticed, and they turned away and hid smirks.

The men noticed, and they had no expression on their faces. Of course, they were already well trained.

“Okay, honey, I’ll come over in a couple of days to see how you’re doing. But you can always give me a call, or any of the ladies, if you need advice.”

Nancy air kissed and hugged Louise.

Several other women similarly bid her good bye, and she noticed that almost all of them were wearing earrings similar to hers.

Harry and Louise walked out of the house, Harry a little stunned by what was happening in his pants, Louise glad that he wasn’t grabbing her arm and squeezing.

“That was a nice party,” she said, linking her arm in his.

Harry lurched a bit in walking, she was still making him hard, soft, hard, soft.

Louise pointed her finger more rigidly and he groaned.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Uh, nothing.” He tripped as his dick pushed against his zipper.

“You’re acting funny.”

“No…no…” he gulped.

Nancy had given Louise a whole bunch of finger positions to help her control Harry. Eventually she wouldn’t need her fingers, but having an idea of what she wanted to happen to Harry in her mind, re-enforced by her fingers, and she was having great affect.

She began crooking her finger gently, and Harry felt like her finger was gently stroking the underside of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Louise was sure that Nancy had been telling her the truth now. The way Harry was lurching and weaving, the bulge in his pants, he was experiencing whatever she wanted.

And she was wanting a lot.

After being struck by him, putting up with his hands on her arm. The way he pushed her around, she wanted a little back.

She squeezed her fist and Harry felt his balls tighten up and semen rose up in his shaft. She relaxed her hand before he could squirt, though, and he moaned.

They entered the house and Harry put a hand on a wall and just leaned against it.

Louise left him holding the wall up and headed for the back bedroom. She slipped out of her dress, the corset, and scrubbed her face. She then put on a summer dress and a light bit of make up.

Harry walked into the room.

“Hey, I want you in that corset.”

She swiveled around on her vanity chair and looked at him. “Why?”

“Because I’m horny. Time to fuck, baby.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

Harry blinked and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t think you understand…”

Louise stood up and glared at him. The first time in her life that she had ever stood up to Harry. “I said I’m not in the mood, and I don’t care how hard you are.”

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. His hand was out to grab her arm, and she put her hands behind herself and made a fist. She squeezed the fist with her other hand.

Harry felt to his knees. It felt like his balls were exploding. He had never felt so much pain, and he put his hands on the floor and breathed like a dog, gasping.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Something’s wrong.”

“I’ll say. What’s wrong is that a man should never hit a woman.”

“I wasn’t going to…I wasn’t…”

She squeezed her fist harder.

Harry collapsed. He lay on the floor and groaned, and he started to ripple. He was going to puke, and Louise backed off very slightly.

She let go of her fist, opened her hand, and Harry stopped feeling pain. He blinked and got up on his hands and knees. He shook his head and looked around. What the fuck?

Louise crooked her finger, and he felt the underside of his cock being stroked.

“What’s going on?” he cried.

Louise circled a finger and he felt that finger going around the head of his cock. Now his penis was in full erection.

“Stand up, Harry.”

Harry stood up, not because she told him to, but because he felt a little silly on all fours in front of her.

“What is happening?” Tears were leaking out of his eyes.

“It’s the apocalypse, Harry.”

She made a circle of her lips and blew.

Harry fell back and landed on the bed. He was suddenly receiving the best blow job he had ever gotten in his life.

Louise opened and closed her hands and he felt her gentle fingers stroking his testicles.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want. Now you just stay here and enjoy yourself. I’m going to go read a book.”

She walked out of the room and Harry lay on the bed. He felt lips on his cock and his balls were massaged by invisible hands.

“Wait!” he called out.

Louise glanced back at him, a slight smile on her face.

“I need to get off!”

She tilted her head, “You do? Hunh. Well, if you can, go ahead. But don’t touch yourself.”

She walked out and Harry was actually sobbing with frustration. He wanted to grab his cock and stroke himself off, but she had told him he couldn’t touch himself.

The blow job he was receiving wasn’t enough to get him off, the sensations of his balls being massaged wasn’t enough, and all he could do was lay there on the bed and suffer.

Louise went into the living room and picked up a magazine. Then she put it down and frowned. She read fashion magazines because Harry wanted her to. What she really wanted to do was watch Seinfeld and eat chocolates.

Chocolates. Hmmm. Harry could go get her chocolates. but….no, better give him a good lesson first.

She turned on the TV, and the funny thing was that she could sort of feel, like a wispy shadow, Harry’s frustration. It made her smile.

In the bedroom Harry struggled with his zipper. It was hard to do anything with the constant stimulation, but he managed to pull his zipper down, then he wiggled out of his pants. He lay on the bed and groaned. His cock was iron hard and his balls were getting extra sensitive. But he couldn’t touch himself. And Louise seemed to have done something that wouldn’t let him cum.

He lay on the bed, his hips fucking slowly but manically. He reached up and grabbed his nipples. He could touch those, and maybe he could get himself off that way. Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of his wife. He was too caught up in his own reproductive apparatus. He just wanted to cum, and there was no room for any other thought in his universe. So he pulled his nipples, even reached around and poked a finger up his asshole. He was desperate. He had to cum. He had to—

“Oh, my God!”

Harry looked to the side. Louise was leaning against the door, grinning.

“I have never seen you so horny and hard. How’s it feel?”

“I…I need to…cum…”

“I’ll bet you do. But…too bad, so sad. Men who abuse their wives don’t get to cum.”

Harry’s mind wasn’t fully functioning. Or, rather, it was fully functioning on his cock, which didn’t leave much room for other thoughts.

“Please…please…please…” he stuttered. He didn’t understand it, but she was doing this to him. She was making him hard, blowing his cock, sucking it without touching it, and… “Get….me off!”

Louise sauntered into the room and sat down next to him.

“Harry, you’re a bully. I could go on for days on how badly you’re treated me. Which means that I don’t really feel like giving you pleasure.”

Of course she was giving him pleasure, more pleasure than he could stand, but that was beside the point.

“But…I love…you!”

“Sure. You love to squeeze my arm, and you hit me and knocked me down. Well, onto the bed. But I would have fallen to the floor if I hadn’t happened to hit the bed.”

“But I didn’t…mean to…”

His hips were rising and falling and his muscles were trying to push the cum out of his balls.

“Harry, freeze.”

Harry froze. His mind was subject to her stronger mind, and he lay there, his cock pounding in the air, his semen boiling in his balls, and he couldn’t move.

Louise reached out and grabbed his cock. She took the blow job off him and stopped massaging his nuts. “Does this feel better?” She stroked him.

He grunted and tried to squirt.

“Or this?” She let go of his cock and gave him the phantom blow job.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He couldn’t move, but she could see his muscles tightening, trying to move.

“Or does it matter?” She bit her nail and considered his red, straining face. “Is it six of one half a dozen of the other?”

“I…I…”

Suddenly she stood up and wiggled out of her dress. She pulled her panties down and got on top of him.

“Okay, Harry, you need a fuck, and, well, seeing you having so much fun, I guess I need one, too. But don’t you dare cum.”

She smiled and closed her eyes as she slid down his pole.

Harry grunted with the sheer heaven of having his cock fucked. He felt her soft tissue slide over his veins and then she was impaled, squashing his balls with her butt.

He started to cry.

“Oh, is it that good?”

He nodded, and hated himself. If only he could…if only…

Louise went up and down on him. She could feel his frustration, she could feel the tension in his balls as he tried to squirt. It was a mental connection, and the more she felt his frustration the hornier it made him. It was a contact high, but only she could cum.

Suddenly she began turning on him.

He felt his dick being twisted, then she was facing away from him, and she had the perfect position to spank his balls.

“No!” he squeaked, divining her intention.

SMACK!

He lurched, the pleasure transmuted into a weird sort of pleasure pain.

“Oh!” Louise grunted. She turned her head and smiled at him. “That felt good!”

SMACK!

He lurched again, driving his cock into her depths.

She bucked and put her hands down as the sensation of sheer pleasure drove through her. “Oh, yeah!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She spanked his balls, and every smack caused him to lift up and shove his dick into her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He writhed and twisted and humped up, and Louise began to cum.

“Oh, shit!” She wailed. She put her hands on his knees and stopped herself from falling over. The orgasm wormed up through her pussy and spread out through her body. It was like a sheet of hot lightening pulled through her.             

Harry felt her pleasure. He felt how her mind just sort of whited out and her body pulsed.

For a second he thought he might be able to cum. He tried, he groaned, he thrust up, but…the semen just…stopped. It only went so far, to the trigger point, then it stopped.

Louise lay there for a minute, then she fell to the side, fell off him.

“That was good, Harry. Thank you.”

“Please…” His teeth were actually chattering.

“Yes, it pleased me. But you’ll have to please me a lot more before I’m willing for you to have an orgasm.”

Tears slid down his cheeks. His hips humped the air slowly. His balls were swollen form his spanking and his dick was big and purple.

Louise sat down next to him again.

“Wow, and I don’t even have a mess to clean up. What an unexpected bonus.”

She put her hand over his cock and began stroking it. “Now, Harry, I’m going to leave you alone for a while. I want to go to the store and do some shopping. You’ll be all right all alone, won’t you?”

His eyes begged for release, but she ignored them.

“But, the question is…what little gift do I want to leave you?”

Harry twisted his hips and tried to grab his cock.

“Oh, stop that, you silly,” Louise giggled and slapped his hand. Then she said, “I know, I’ll give you an invisible pussy to fuck. It’s on the bed, underneath you. Now turn around and fuck, but no cumming.”

With a strangled sound Harry found himself turning over. He began driving his purple cock into the mattress. His mind was filled with images of women underneath him. From far away he heard Louise say, “Excellent. Okay, you have fun, Harry. And I’ll see you in a while.”

Dimly, he heard Louise get dressed, then she walked out of the room.

How long is long?

For Harry it was long indeed.

When you have a distasteful job to do it seems to last forever.

When you are engaged in something pleasant time flies and you are done before you know it.

Harry liked fucking. He loved the feeling of plumbing his cock into a pussy. When he was fucking time seemed to pass too fast.

Except that now he wanted to cum, and he couldn’t and it was becoming unpleasant. So time that should have zipped by suddenly stretched out.

His hips went up and down.

His cock pressed into the mattress, like he was fucking a hole, but like he couldn’t get all the way in.

It was quintessential frustration to the Nth degree, and there was nothing he could do about it.

His body was on automatic, his nerves were crescendoing, his cock wanted to cum in the worst possible way.

He bounced up and down, trying to get some leverage, some traction, something.

He imagined himself inside Louise, but no matter how perfectly he visualized her he couldn’t get his cock into her hole.

He fucked and fucked, until his body was sore and his dick was dribbling pre-cum.

But he always felt like he was so very, very close.

Louise drove to the grocery store. Next to it was a dress shop and she stopped there and tried on some clothes.

She was free. Harry could no longer command her, tell her what to wear.

She was emancipated.

She tried on bras that were a bit more sedate than what Harry wanted, but which were comfortable for her.

She bought panties and a couple of dresses, summer dresses that would be comfortable to wear.

Then she had a thought.

Harry.

He wanted her to wear what he wanted, and the hell with her own likes and dislikes. What if she took the same attitude towards him?

She smiled, and went back through the racks.

Harry was exhausted, and energized, and couldn’t stop.

His body was sore but lust kept it going.

His crotch went up and down and his pecker smushed against the mattress until it hurt.

Where was Louise? Why hadn’t she returned.

Harry was a pretty self reliant guy, but now he was desperate for his wife to return, to release him from this terrible torment.

His cock felt like it was swelling up, and he worried that it might suddenly break, explode, start to bleed.

His balls, thoroughly spanked, were slapping against the mattress and each slap brought a groan from him.

His arms were tired, and he tried different positions, but everything was dictated by the humping urge.

Finally, he heard the front door slam.

“Louise!” he called out, his voice a croak. “Please, Louise!”

Then the door opened and closed again, and again.

Dimly, he realized that she must be bringing bags into the kitchen.

But how much shopping could she have done? Food for two wasn’t that many bags!

Then the door closed for the last time, and he heard her heels clicking in the hallway.

“Hello, honey. How’s it hanging?” She giggled and put several bags on the floor.

His hips drove down and came up, “Please, stop…”

“Stop.”

Harry’s body was so used to humping that he actually went up and down a few more times, but he finally managed to stop and just lay there.

“Turn over, honey.”

He could hardly move he was so sore, but he managed to roll on his side and raise his head slightly.

“My, you look tired. Did you have a good fuck?”

“I didn’t cum,” he cried.

“You silly boy, fucking isn’t just about cumming! Oh, it’s important, I grant you that, but fucking is the act of going in and out…and cumming is just sort of an after thought.

“But…”

“So you don’t really need to cum.”

“Louise, can’t you…can’t you…”

But he didn’t know what. Can’t you stop? Can’t you let me cum? Can’t you let me go?

“Now, honey, I bought some clothes. It was a lot of money, but I just used your credit card. That’s okay, right?”

“My credit—“

She raised a finger and he felt his boner start to rise up.

“It’s all right!” he yelled.

She smiled and lowered her finger and he almost sobbed with relief.

He liked to fuck. When he was a young man he fucked anything and everything. But now…now he just wanted a squirt. One, simple, little squirt. That’s all he wanted.

“Excellent, honey. Now here are some of the clothes I bought.

She reached into her bags and pulled out underwear that was a little too conservative for the horny Harry. She held them up and he grinned in a sickly fashion and told her how much he loved her new clothes.

Then she reached into some other bags and began pulling out other clothes.

“And these are for you. I know you like sexy underwear, so I got you some for yourself.

Bras that were high and tight and uncomfortable. Thongs that would press up against his crack. Dresses that were too small. And corsets.

Harry’s eyes bugged out.

“What are…what are…”

“I know you love a good corset, and so it’s time you experienced the awe and wonder for yourself.

“But I don’t want to wear a—“

Louise raised her finger and Harry shut with a gulp.

“Please…”

She sighed. She lowered her finger and Harry dwindled in the package. “Well, okay. It’s time for dinner.”

Then she waggled her finger back and forth and warned Harry, “But if you abuse me in any way your dick will blow up!”

“No! No!” he almost shrieked. “I’ll be good! Don’t…please don’t!”

His dick was banging back and forth, hitting one thigh, then the other.

Louise smiled and stopped waggling, and his dick slowly shrank.

“All right, Harry. Put on the clothes in that bag while I go fix dinner. Okay.”

Louise walked out of the room and headed for the kitchen. Harry looked into the bag. His eyes opened, he felt faint, and he took out the clothes.

Oh, no!


PART TWO

Harry walked into the kitchen. He was naked. In one hand was a bra, in the other was a dress. “I can’t do this,” he announced.

Louise raised her finger.

SPROING!

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. He had had enough. she had left him alone for five minutes and he had recovered some of his naturally mean personality.

Louise was surprised, but only for a second. Nancy had trained her in her response. She closed a fist and grabbed it with her other hand.

It was like the muscles went out of Harry’s legs. He fell to his knees and grabbed his groin. His balls were being squeezed and the pain obliterated thought and meanness.

Louise sat down at the kitchen table. She was still squeezing her fist, and she slowly, very slowly, let up on the pressure.

“Oh, fuck,” wheezed Harry. “Stop it.”

Conversationally, Louise said, “Like you stopped squeezing my arm when it hurt? Like that time you hit me? Stop it like that?”

She squeezed again and Harry fell to the floor holding his package. He had never felt such pain in his life. And it didn’t go away. And it wouldn’t go away until Louise let go of her fist.

“Harry, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can do this with pain, and I could force you to do what I wanted, or we can do this with pleasure. You like pleasure, don’t you?”

She raised a finger and his cock raised up with it. He nodded.

“Or do you like pain?”

She grabbed her finger and pulled on it.

“AHHH!” The pain was out of his balls, but it felt like his dick was going to be ripped off his body.

Louise dropped her finger and let go of it.

“Now then, Harry. You like to see me all prettied up, and sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. So I suggest you go put those clothes on like I told you, or…” she glared at him.

Harry was beaten, and he knew it. He crawled backwards out of the kitchen, waving her away, nodding his head, gulping.

“You’re fine, Harry. Now get up and go change.”

The pain left and Harry was stunned by being pain free. “What?”

He stood up. He was still shaky, but…no pain.

He looked at his manhood. He felt his balls. She had stopped doing whatever she had been doing.

“Go,” she said.

Harry turned and scampered down the hallway.

Louise was making lamb chops and mashed potatoes. She pounded the little chops, mashed the potatoes, and forgot about Harry.

She was sitting at the table and sipping tea, waiting for the chops to finish, when…

DING DONG!

She blinked and stood up. She walked to the foyer and opened the door and her jaw dropped.

There was Nancy, and she was holding Harry by the ear.

“Lose something?” Nancy grinned.

“Good Lord! Harry?”

“I was walking by and I saw him coming out the side window. That not being the normal way of entering or exiting a building, I figured he was lost, yes?”

Harry stood on the front porch and shivered. He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt. He stared at the ground miserably.

“Come in.”

Louise led the way into the kitchen.

Nancy said, “Harry. Go stand in a corner.” Harry dutifully walked to where the pantry met the kitchen door and stood. Nancy turned to Louise. “Do you mind if I give him sexual commands?”

Louise shook her, then nodded. “Of course.” She was too stunned by what was happening and didn’t really track what was happening.

Nancy didn’t seem to do anything, but Harry suddenly grunted and fell into the corner. Then he was breathing hard and braced upright.

Louise and Nancy sat the table, then Louise remembered her manners. “Would you like some coffee?”

“Oh, thank you, no. I just wanted to stop by and return your property to you.”

“Oh, well. Thank you.”

“Think nothing of it. When a woman comes into her own her man is frequently a bother. He runs, he complains, he’ll just chip away at you. That’s why myself and a few of the girls will be dropping by, walking past…we’re just making sure Harry doesn’t get away with anything.”

“Again, I thank you. I had no idea he’d crawl out a window.”

“He’ll do a lot worse if we let him get away with it. Harry, you can’t hear this. When Jennie Sprague first put on the earrings her husband ran away. He actually lived in the woods for six months before we could track him down.”

“You tracked…can Harry really not hear us?”

“Not a word. And, yes. Right now you’re experiencing the first phases of your new abilities. As your mind gets stronger you will find new abilities. Girls who have been here over a year are now able to find their men just by thinking of them. And the strongest of us can make any man come to us obediently. Would you like a demonstration?”

“Yes.”

Nancy turned to Harry. She focused, and Harry suddenly straightened up, stiff as a board.

“Come to me, Harry. You can hear me again, so come to me.”

Harry levitated six inches off the ground. He turned, and his eyes were wild with panic. The rules of the universe had just been canceled and he was not liking it.

Nancy made a motion with her hand and Harry turned horizontal in the air. She floated him over and blinked. Harry’s clothes disappeared and his penis pointed straight up.

“Harry, the more you cum the more you can’t cum.”

Harry’s eyes opened wide and his cock started to surge. It stiffened and throbbed and his hips pumped.

“He thinks he’s cumming right now. And the more he thinks he’s cumming the less he can cum.”

“But doesn’t that give him some sort of release? Isn’t it an orgasm?”

“Oh, no. He just thinks he’s cumming, and the more he thinks he cums the more he needs to cum. When I finally take this off him he’ll be hard for a week. If I let him. Would you like to take over the compulsion?”

“Why…yes!” Louise’s eyes lit up.

“Okay, now you’re not going to need hand motions for this, but you are going to have to really concentrate. First, let’s put him on his feet—I’ll hold him and you guide him—that’s right. Excellent.”

Harry turned upright and lowered to the ground.

“Now then, let’s give him a break on the boners.”

Louise made a hand motion and his cock slumped down. He gave an audible sigh of relief.

“Okay. Thus far I’ve been doing the heavy lifting. This time I want you to lift him, and I’ll just guide him, make sure you don’t throw him through the roof or something.”

Harry’s eyes went wide. Through the roof?

Louise and Nancy spent the afternoon learning different methods of controlling Harry. Giving him boners was easy and very effective. And Louise even got pretty good at lifting him up and turning him around. But putting a subtle compulsion on him was difficult. It took her an hour before she could put a compulsion around the house so he wouldn’t wander away, and then she had to back it up with a compulsion to boner up until he couldn’t move.

Nancy seemed quite pleased with her progressive, however.

“That’s a great start. You’ve got a lot of power, so make sure you let it go to your head.”

They giggled.

Then Louise grew serious. “Do I have to worry about hurting him?”

Nancy studied Harry for a moment, then said, “Not really. Oh, if you threw him through a roof, or commanded him to actually pull his weenie off, that might be bad, but when you use simple commands, tell him to stay hard and not cum for a week, that actually is healthy for him. And what is healthy for him is healthy for you.”

Louise tilted her head slightly in question. “Why is it healthy?”

“Because all that sexual energy comes back to you.”

“It does?”

“Oh, yes. You want to keep him sexed up as much as you can. You can let him relax when he goes to work, or has something to do that requires intelligence and focus, but other than that whenever he is horny the energy will leech right to you. Have you fucked him since you took control?”

“I…yes.”

“And how did you feel afterward.”

Louise couldn’t help herself. “I felt wonderful. Refreshed.”

“And did you let him cum?”

“Oh, no.”

“So you wound up with his energy. If you had let him cum he’d probably steal some of your energy.”

Louise looked at Harry, who was back standing in a corner.

“Is it possible to…you know…deplete him?”

“Not so far as we’ve discovered. Men give up their energy, but they are really sort of inexhaustible. Every time you spank their balls, or put something up their butt, they regenerate. That’s why it’s so important to keep them horny. Sex is the fountain of youth. But which way the energy goes…that’s the key. Well, I should be going, any thing else I can help you with?”

Louise shook her head. “Thank you. You’re teaching me so much.”

“Women of the world have to stick together.”

They hugged and Nancy headed for home.

Louise turned to Harry.

“Turn around, Harry.”

Harry turned. His eyes were haunted. His face drawn.

“So now we know. Lots of cums for me, lots of horniness for you.”

“Louise, this isn’t fair. You can’t enslave me and make me into…into a…a sex battery!”

“Why not?”

“It’s not…human! It’s cruel!”

“And how were you using me?”

“I loved you! I love you. I wasn’t using you!”

“You fucked me whether I wanted to or not. You made me wear clothes I didn’t like. You got physical with me. That’s not using me?”

“But the way I act…all men act that way!

“All men beat their wives?”

“No! No…but…”

“Shut.”

Harry’s jaw slapped shut so hard his teeth clicked.

“Now then, if you step outside this house without permission your penis will cum without cumming. It will do that until you return to the house.

“I told you to get dressed, and you refused, choosing instead to run away, to embarrass me. I suggest you get dressed before I forget myself.”

Harry wanted to say something, but he couldn’t.

Louise turned him around and made a ‘patting his ass’ motion. He lurched down the hallway, led by his erect dick.

An hour later he still hadn’t come out of the bedroom. Louise frowned and headed down the hallway.

Harry was getting dressed, and getting undressed, and getting dressed, and so on.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting dressed,” he pouted.

“And then you take your panties and bra off. Why?”

“Because they give me a boner and I don’t want one.”

Louise started to laugh.

Harry just glared at her.

Louise decided to test her powers. She moved her hands as if she was putting on panties. Harry’s eyes opened and he duplicated what her hands were doing in small circles with his body. He pulled on panties.

She pretended to put on a bra, fastened it behind herself.

Harry put on the bra, and screeched in pain when he fastened the bra He wasn’t as flexible as a woman.

Then Louise got an idea. Her corset was laying on the floor, and she  made him pick it up. He got into the corset, and then his eyes panicked as she made him pull the ties. His arms felt like they were going to fall out of the sockets, but she had him pull the corset tight.

“Go get the breast forms in the trunk of the car.”

“But I’d have to go outside…”

“Direct orders will bypass the compulsions I put on you.”

“But everybody will see me?”

“Go.”

Harry walked down the hallway, cringing inside. He picked up the car keys and went out to the car.

“Hey, Harry!” It was Jim, and he greeted Harry quite cheerfully.

“Uh…”

Louise was watching from inside the door, and she breathed, “Greet him.”

“Hi, Jim.” And then Harry clapped a hand over his mouth in shock.

Jim continued on, and Harry got the breast forms out of the trunk and brought them in.

“Put them in your cups.”

Harry did so, and suddenly he had a female body. He stared at himself in the foyer mirror.

“Not bad, sweetie.” Louise smirked. “Now, go put that black dress on.”

Harry tried not to walk down the hallway, but he couldn’t stop himself. A minute later he was coming back down the hallway, pulling the black dress down over his frame.

Louise nodded. “You forgot the heels.”

Cursing under his breath, Harry went back to the bedroom and found a pair of high heels in one of the bags. He put them on and found that it was difficult to walk, and even to just stand.

“Somebody needs to practice,” Louise said.

“Honey…I think we need to…to—“

Louise made walking motions with her fingers and he started walking up and down the hallway.

Louise walked into the kitchen. She was feeling pretty good. No more meanness from her hubbie, and…oh crap! She had burnt the lamb chops and the potatoes! She had been so busy with Nancy, and then working with Harry, that she had turned the stove on low, and everything had dried out.

She sighed, then, “Harry!”

Harry tottered into the kitchen.

“I burnt the dinner. Go get Chinese.”

“Like…like this?”

She shook her head as if mystified that he would even ask. “Hello? How else?”

“But I can’t change into man clothes? Just for a little while?”

“Harry, Harry. Haven’t you been following this program?”

“But…”

“From here on out you’re going to be erect at all hours. You will be waiting on me hand and foot. Your whole purpose in life is to provide me with sexual energy. Get it?”

“But…”

“Go.”

Harry went.

A MONTH LATER…

Louise awoke and stretched luxuriously.

Harry lay next to her, stiff like a board, and his cock stiff like a spike. He had slept very little as Louise had left phantom lips on his cock all night long.

Yes, he had slept a little, but he felt drained. Exhausted.

Louise, on the other hand, was fresh, charged up, ready to go. She had slept a sound sleep, and the whole time Harry’s sexual energies had fed directly into her.

“Mmmm,” she sighed. She turned to him.

“How you doing, Harry?”

“I need to sleep. I need to get off. I…I…”

“Oh, gosh. You are such a pill, Harry. Boner up.”

He was already hard, but her command made him even harder.

She climbed on to him and slipped down his shaft.

Harry groaned, as did Louise.

Funny, she had never liked it much when Harry had rolled her over in the morning, but now that she was doing the rolling everything was okay.

She rode him for several minutes, had a cum, then climbed off.

“All right, Harry. You can have a ten minute limp dick break. Fix my breakfast and get dressed.

Groaning with tiredness, Harry got out of bed. He trotted to the kitchen—ten minutes wasn’t much—and made oatmeal with raisins, sliced an orange, and poured tea.

Louise sauntered down the hallway. She was wearing a sexy chemise. Once upon a time she hadn’t liked chemises, but that was before she realized how much they turned Harry on. And Harry turned on fed her all sorts of sexual energy.

An hour later, fed and fucked, Louise told Harry to clean the house.

Harry was starting to get dressed because he thought he was going to go with her. Finding out that he was going to be the maid for the day he hung his head…and put on his maid uniform.

All that morning Harry worked on the house. He wore his mesh stockings and wielded his duster and worked the vacuum. He was getting quite good at maneuvering in high heels.

And he wondered where Louise had gone.

Louise was at a meeting of the Ladies’ Club. She had had the earrings for one month, and the ladies always held a little brunch for such events.

She had been to several of these little get togethers and found them quite pleasant. The girls were always sharing little hints on how to use the earrings, how to best guide the men.

After a bit of wine and crackers Louise was sitting at a small table with Nancy and a third girl, Tina.

“Did you try it?” Nancy asked.

Louise wondered what Tina might have tried.

Tina nodded. “It was incredible. I have never experienced so much energy.”

“I told you.”

“What did you tell her?” asked Louise.

Nancy sat back, a twisted grin on her face. “Do you sometimes feel a little…stifled? Stiff? A bit out of sorts?”

“I don’t—“

“Like your pussy has a cold?”

Louise blinked. “Say what?”

Nancy and Tina giggled, and Nancy explained. “After your husband has learned his place he’s no longer exciting. He supports you, he works for you, but he’s just a slave.”

“Well…” Louise pondered that, and realized it was the truth.

“So you need a new source of energy. Yes, keep the old hubbie. He may not be exciting, but he supplies you with sexual energy. But get somebody new. Somebody young and vibrant.”

“You mean like…cheat?”

“Harry won’t mind. He’s sotted now. He does what you want, and if you want a little alien cock he’ll understand.”

“Heck, he’ll even turn down the bed for you,” smirked Tina.

“And you’ll get all sorts of new sexual energy. It’ll be like you got tired of meatloaf and decided to have a steak dinner.”

The girls liked that analogy and they bumped knuckles and laughed.

Louise walked away from that brunch considering cuckolding her hubbie. Truth, she was tired of his mindless following of directions. It would be nice to talk to somebody with a mind, and the idea of having somebody pleasure her, instead of just laying there while she pleasured herself…it was a nice idea.

She went home and brought the idea up. “Harry, come here.”

Harry presented himself. He was dressed like a maid, held a duster, his hair was getting long, and he was wearing make up.

He was a wonderful maid…but not much of a man.

“Harry, I’ve decided to take on a lover.”

Harry didn’t say anything. His eyes sort of wiggled a bit in their sockets, but he was quiet.

This irritated Louise, and she asked, “What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…if that’s what you need.”

She frowned. As far as she was concerned it was a done deal. Harry just didn’t have any gumption, and she needed a man with gumption.

She snapped out, “I want you to start taking hormones.”

“Oh.”

She made his cock bounce, and he accepted the idea. When he felt his weenie waggle he accepted anything and everything.

“Okay. This Saturday night. You’ll stay in the closet and I’ll bring somebody home.

All that week Louise thought about what she was going to do.

Yes, she had marriage vows, but Harry had more or less broken those when he had turned mean. Now she was going to break them.

Was that bad?

She didn’t know.

She just knew that Harry didn’t count for much these days. He wasn’t exciting, he was boring, he was like…furniture.

She needed something more than furniture.

She talked to Nancy, and some of the other girls. But they were all screwing whoever they wanted, and they were quite happy doing so. So cheating on their husbands wasn’t any big deal to them.

On Friday night she went to a bar with the girls and they discussed Louise’s upcoming infidelity.

“Look, what’s so sacred about a hole?” Tina asked.

“Men cheat all the time, so shouldn’t women be allowed to?” Nancy put in.

“I’ve had a half a dozen lovers,” explained Jenny, “and every one has taught me something.”

But the real point made was when Nancy said, “He beat you, didn’t he?” And that seemed to sum everything up.

And Louise thought, With her mind more powerful, with Harry nothing more than a footstool, did he really have any claim to her pussy?

The answer was no.

Harry was now her servant, and that was all. Sexual energy not withstanding, there was no reason she should withhold herself from pleasure and new sources of energy.

On Saturday night she returned to the bar, and now she was on the hunt.

Harry was at home, dressed up and sitting in a chair in a closet.

Louise didn’t even get to order a drink before a young man, definitely younger than her, asked to buy her a drink.

She smiled and accepted, and the game was on.

They talked, and though the young man wasn’t as experienced as her, he at least provided free thought, as opposed to Harry’s rather dull regimen of  always asking whether she was pleased.

They drank, and she enjoyed the repartee. Childish, but refreshing.

They danced, and Louise started feeling good. Between the drinks and being held by a man who was more than a simple slave, she was enjoying the feeling of his body holding hers.

She gave him a boner. She kept him hard all night, and she pressed her body against his and grinned up at him.

He, no doubt, thought he was getting lucky.

But it was her who was getting lucky.

They walked out into the night, arms around each other, and she asked, “Would you like to come over to my place?”

“Sure,” he answered, and they walked to her car.

He wanted to drive, but she wasn’t about to let a man take a dominant role. She slipped off her high heels and he sat in the passenger seat and studied her.

“You’re quite beautiful, you know.”

She smiled at him.

“You just have an energy about you. You’re intoxicating.”

All the way home he complimented her, and she rewarded him with the biggest erection he had ever had.

She led him into the bedroom. She heard not a sound from the closet, but she could feel Harry sitting amongst the dresses. He was wearing a tight dress, nylons, and full make up. His hair was long, his nails were immaculate, and his lips were red.

He watched through a slight crack in the door as the man laid his wife on his bed.

Louise let him undress her. She arched her back when he cupped her breasts and sucked on her nipples. She spread her legs when he reached down and cupped her mons.

He undressed and laid down next to her.

In the closet Harry made a squeaking sound, but he wasn’t heard.

The man made slow, sweet love to her. He nuzzled and kissed, groped and massaged and did cunnilingus.

Louise was in heaven. He had fresh, youthful energy, and she tapped into it, took it, gloried in it.

He slid between her legs and penetrated her.

In the closet Harry was sobbing silently.

Louise arched her hips up and absorbed his big cock. She felt that glorious shaft sliding along her vaginal walls, and she felt when he was close.

She used her superior intellect to hold him off for a while.

He lurched hungrily and tried to squirt, he delved deep into her. He tasted her tits and held her body and kept trying to go over the edge, to have a glorious orgasm.

For an hour Louise drank in the young man’s wonderful energy, then she knew: she could keep him on edge forever. She could make him like Harry.

But he was a kind soul. He didn’t abuse her, he cared, so she allowed him his well earned cum.

He felt the switch click deep in his testicles. He felt the shaft throbbing and pulsing as semen surged up.

“I’m going to cum!” he blurted.

“Do it!” Louise hugged him.

His cock erupted deep inside her. Sperm splashed inside her. His cock kept writhing and pulsing and spraying her with baby batter.

Then he was done, and she was done. She hadn’t cum, interestingly enough. She had just enjoyed, and not cared. She had drunk his spiritual essence, and so didn’t care about his physical essence.

“You want a ride home?” she asked.

“I’ll Uber,” he responded. He kissed her deeply. “Thank you. Thank you.”

Then he was out the door.

Louise lay on the bed and sighed and relaxed.

It had been as good as Nancy and Tina and the other ladies had said. It was fresh, no strings attached, and though she had a constant source of sexual energy from Harry, the young man’s energy had been a breath of fresh air. Incredibly fresh air.

“Harry,” she whispered into the gloom of the bedroom.

She heard the chair shoved to the side, then the door opened. “Yes?”

“I need you to clean me out.”

“Yes, dear.” He moved towards the bathroom.

“Not a washrag, dear. I want something softer.”

He was quiet, waiting.

“I want your tongue.”

He crawled between her legs and started lapping. His erection was massive. He hadn’t cum for a month, and all that sexual energy was overflowing, and it flowed right into her.

And now she came, and came, and came.

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


Make Sure You Feminize Him…

if you’re going to cuckold him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, you’re too horny”

Lisa was a big girl. Five foot eight. Green eyes and dark hair. 38 by 28 by 34. Which numbers made her body slightly thick, slightly male, except for the big boobs on her chest.

Jason frowned. “Guys are always hornier.” He was average height for a guy, five eight, brown eyes and brown hair, He was slender and only weighed ten pounds more than his wife.  150 to her 140.

“Yeah, but not hornier like you.”

“Well, I’m sorry.”

“You masturbate constantly, not a day goes by that you aren’t trying to hump me—sometimes I feel like you’re a chihuahua trying to mate with my leg.

“It could have something to do with you being so beautiful.”

She turned to him. She was doing dishes and he was sitting at the table reading a magazine, and casting surreptitious glances at her legs.

“Look at you. You’re sitting there with a boner,” she bent down and looked and saw his hand in his crotch under the table, “and you’re playing with yourself, and we just screwed an hour ago. And don’t try to tell me it’s because I’k so beautiful. I thank you, but we both know it’s because you’re hornier than a goat at a head butt convention.”

Jason sighed. He was being brought to task for his excess testosterone, and the only bad thing was….she was right.

“Honey, I can’t help it.”

“I know,” she turned to the kitchen cabinet and got down the bourbon. She mixed ice and bourbon and Coke in a glass and. put it in front of him. “And you’re not bad. You’re just…a pest.”

He sipped his Coke High and sighed. “Being told I’m a pest by my wife, that doesn’t feel all that good.”

She sat down across from him and touched his cheek with her hand. “I know, and I know it’s not fair for me to find fault with your love, but…somethings got to give. I can’t live a life where I’m just an object of lust.

“But you’re not just an object of lust! I love you! We do things together! We go to the movies and we go out to eat. We go to barbecues with our friends and…and I know I’ve got a problem, but…”

She put her finger to his lips to stop him from talking. “I know. It’s okay.”

He kissed her finger, then tried to suck it. She sighed and pulled her hand away.

“It’s okay because I came to a decision.”

His eyes narrowed. “What kind of a decision.”

“A decision where I stop fighting you. Where I accept you for what you are. A decision where you get as much sex as you want.”

“Really?” he brightened right up.

“Really. But…”

“Uh, yeah?”

“You’re going to have to go with the flow. Do everything I say.”

“Everything?” Now his brows were squinched.

“Absolutely everything. If I tell you to drive to the store and jack off in the parking lot…that’s what you do. If I make you wear weird clothes and devices…”

“What?”

“Then that’s what you have to do.”

“Wait a minute.”

She put her hand over his. “It’s the only way, honey. I need to accept you the way you are, and I need to try and give you everything you need. And to do this you need to do everything I say. No complaints. No arguments.”

“But, what I don’t want to?”

“Too bad. I don’t want you humping my leg when I’m walking through Walmart, but you do it. I don’t want all the sexual attention, but I’m willing to change. If I’m willing to, then you have to be willing to…” she paused, then smiled, “besides…it’s sex.”

And that, of course, was the argument that convinced him. That and the fact that his penis was rock hard under the table.

Rock hard because he was close to her, rock hard because he was playing with himself, rock hard because there was something incredibly exciting about the idea of being under her thumb.

Of course, she wasn’t going to be able to go through with it. But at least he could have a few days of sex before she ended her little program.

“So what do I have to do to get this game started?”

She smiled at how easy he was. “Just hold up your scout fingers and swear: I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.”

Jason lifted three fingers and swore: “I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.”

“Now pinkie swear.”

He laughed, “Hey, now you’re getting serious.”

She grinned, and they hooked their pinkies and swore, and she said, “And, finally, last but not least, Get down on your knees and swear into my pussy.

She turned her chair out and he couldn’t get the grin off his face. He knelt in front of her and she pulled back her tatty, blue robe.

Jason moved forward and placed his hands on her thighs. She spread her legs and he was looking right, directly, exactly at her pussy.

A pink slit with sideways lips and a little dick at the top.

Moist and inviting and…he placed his head in the V of her crotch and she pulled his mouth right to her pussy.

“I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.”

His mouth moved over her nether lips and she moaned. His voice was a bit muffled, but it was sincere.

“Keep eating, big boy.”

He moved his mouth, kissed her hole, and slurped at her clitoris.

“Oh, yeah. Get me off.”

He went to work. He loved to eat pussy, and his wife had the most delicious pussy in the world. His tongue laved her lips and cleaned her thoroughly. He sucked and she bucked, and a couple of minutes later she was pushing him away and clamping her legs and crying out.

He grinned. He stood up and put out his hand. “Okay, baby. Let’s go do this the right way.”

She sat back and smiled. “Have a seat, honey, there’s a couple of things you should know.

His smiled faded, but he had just pinkie swore, so he sat down opposite her.

“I’ve been reading up on this. I’ve spent the last month researching sex, and specifically sex with horny, little boys.”

“Oh?” his forehead lowered a bit. For some reason he had the feeling that this was getting serious.

“Yes. And for me to give you the horniest experience I need to deny you.”

Suddenly his voice was dry and he squeaked, “What?”

“That’s right. Oh, you’ll get lots of sex, your life is about to turn 100% sexual, just not in my pussy.”

“But…I…I…” and he realized, in a sot of moribund way. That he had just screwed himself. And he had scout swore, pinkie swore, and even pussy swore.

He was a gone gosling.

“Now then, you’ve pleasured me, and you will be doing a lot of that, but now it’s time for me to pleasure you.”

She stood up and looked down at him. There was a certain hard satisfaction to her gaze. “Come along now, and let’s get you started.”

She took his hand and led him back towards the bedroom.

Jason worried all the way to the bedroom. It had just started and it was already out of hand. what the heck was going on? He just wanted sex! How was getting denied of sex getting sex? This didn’t make sense.

“The first thing we’re going to do is educate you that there are all types of sex.”

“Educate me?” he realized he sounded sort of stupid, but he was befuddled.

“Yep. Any part of the body can be a sex organ. It just depends on how you want to structure your mind.”

“Hunh?”

“For instance, one of the greatest sex organs of all time is…anal sex!”

He smiled. “You’re going to let me fuck you up the butt?”

“No.”

He immediately slumped.

“But, it’s interesting that you want to abuse my asshole, and yet you don’t want to use your asshole.”

“Uh…but it’s not that I want to abuse your…your…”

“Asshole. Say it.”

“Asshole. It’s that I want to put my dick in a hole!”

“Me, too!” She grinned.

“But you don’t have a dick!”

“Do so.” She lifted her fist. “This is a dick.” She pointed at the bottom drawer of here dresser. “In that drawer I have a strap on, that’s a dick.”

“Wait a minute! You didn’t say anything about putting a…a penis up my ass!”

“No. I didn’t. But if I chose to you would have to bend over and take it like a woman,” she smiled, “because you pinkie swore.

Jason cursed inside.

“However, I have no intention of putting a choo choo up the poo poo.”

“You don’t?” He smiled, was relieved.

“Nope. I’m going to put this up there.”

She held up a little butt plug. It was slightly curved and swelled to a bulbous end.

“What?”

But she didn’t move on him. At least, not yet.

“Women do take it up the heinie, and it seems to be enjoyable. Would you agree?”

“Uh…”

“Come on, you’ve seen enough porn.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Admit it!”

“Okay. Yes.” But he was grouchy when he so admitted.

“And why would gay men bend over unless it felt good, right?”

“Well, uh, not being gay…”

“Admit.”

“Okay!” Man, he was getting grouchy.

“Now, this little item is small compared to a dick, but it is designed to rub the prostate. So in wearing it you are going to get hornier and hornier. Your prostate is going to be singing, and that’s going to make your peeny sing, and that…is sex the way you want it.”

“I don’t!”

“Yes, you do. I’ve researched for the last month, and I guarantee that this is what you want.”

“Look, honey. We should call this off. I can control my horniness.”

“Pinkie swear,” she smiled. “Now, we need you to do this.”

He didn’t say anything, but he was very nervous inside.

“So, you complying with my request like a good scout with lots of scout’s honor, take off your clothes.”

Jason didn’t move for a time. He opened his mouth several times. He wanted to object, but—dammit!—he had pinkie sworn.

He unbuckled, unzipped, pulled down, and thought about his virgin asshole.

“Now lay over the bed.”

“I don’t want to,” he said as he bent over the mattress.

“I know. But this is going to be good for you.”

She took a jar off the dresser and stuck her fingers in it.

She stood behind him and looked at his round butt. Such a nice ass. She smiled and put her fingers to his rectum.

He grunted, but she didn’t penetrate him. She just ran her fingers over his hole. After a minute he relaxed.

She felt him relax and she said, “Okay, time for a pinkie.”

He blinked, and felt her little pinkie crawl up his anus.

“Oh,” he blurted.

She smiled again. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“It doesn’t hurt,” he begrudged.

“Excellent.” She rubbed his finger in him, reamed him, and he started to feel better and better.

After a while she put another finger into him. Her index finger. She kept moving, stimulating his nerves, and it started to feel real good.

“Here’s my middle digit,” she poked her middle finger into him.

It didn’t hurt at all and he even gave a mild groan.

“You can now say you’ve been officially finger fucked.”

That made him think, and while he was thinking she put two fingers into him, the index and the middle.

“Fuck,” he whispered. That felt good!

“I know,” Lisa said. “You know, women give ourselves douches and enemas and we even, sometimes, stick a vibrator up there.”

He was feeling light headed now, and he asked, “Have you ever vibrated your ass?”

“A little bit. Did my pussy, though, a lot.”

“But I didn’t know…”

“I didn’t want you to know. Anyway, I do my pussy whenever I feel like it, and I’ve tried my ass the last month. I wanted to know what I was doing before I did it to you.”

That was actually reassuring to Jason, and she slipped three fingers into him.

“Oh!”

She giggled, and kept running her fingers in and out and swirling around his ring.

Then she took her fingers out and put them back in. Except, he blinked. She wasn’t moving them…

“What’s happening.”

She walked into the bathroom and his mouth opened. She was over there but her fingers were over here, and she…he…she had put the butt plug into his heinie!

“Hey!”

The sound of her washing her hands, then she came back into the room. “You can get dressed now.”

“You put it…it’s inside me!”

“How does it feel?”

“It’s…it doesn’t hurt.”

She laughed. “I didn’t ask what it didn’t feel like. I asked what it felt like.”

He stood up, moved his ass a bit, and said, “It’s sort of…cool.”

“Excellent, honey.” She moved into him then and kissed him. A slow, gentle kiss.

But he was already horny from getting her off and not getting himself off, and he had this stimulation thing going on in his butt, and he started to get more and more amorous.

She reached down and grabbed his cock.

It was stiff.

She pulled him away from her.

“Oh,” he said, lust in his eyes, desire in his soul.

“Just stand there,” she said.

He stood, and she stroked him, ran her fingers along his shaft, then she leaned down and took him in her mouth.

He groaned, and he was close.

She stopped.

“Get me off!” His voice was thick with emotion.

“Come here, honey.”

She pulled him, by the cock, into the living room. She sat him down and sat down in the chair across from him. She held his penis and worked it slowly.

“Honey, I’m not going to get you off. That thing in your butt is going to get you off. Sometimes in the next few days you’re going to start leaking. I’m going to watch you, try to make sure you don’t masturbate, because I want you to get off from that butt plug. That butt plug, incidentally, is not just a butt plug, it is a prostate massager. And when you cum you let me know because there’s something else I want to do to you. Are you feeling pretty horny right now?”

He gulped and nodded.

“Do you like feeling this sexy?”

He nodded, but blurted, “But I want to cum.”

“Of course you do. And that’s good. That’s manly. But we have things to do. So I’m going to play with you, edge you, and please, don’t masturbate. When you feel like it’s getting to be too much come to me and I’ll help you get over it. And when you finally start to leak…let me know. Okay?”

He nodded, and she pulled on his cock, brought him closer to her. She again kissed him, chewed on his lips, felt his pecs and brushed her palms over his nipples.

For long minutes they made out, and he was getting hungrier and hungrier.

Finally, she pulled away. “Whew. I didn’t know I’d like this so much.”

“Get me off,” he whimpered.

“Negative, horny boy. Come on, let’s go shopping.”

Jason didn’t like shopping. If he wanted a pair of socks he’d go buy them. Same for a pair of pants, or shoes, or whatever.

Women’s ideas of shopping were quite different. Woman thought going down long racks and lifting hundreds of dresses out and holding them up to their bodies was akin to an orgasm.

But being this horny, wanting to be around his wife so desperately, he found himself agreeing.

Three hours later Jason entered the house, behind Lisa, and he felt like he was going blind.

That damned prostate massager had worked in his butt all afternoon. Every time he took a step he felt it rub against something inside his ass. He sat down and received a jolt that made his cock extra hard. And it didn’t help that Lisa kept watching him, giggling, and touching his buns.

“How’s it going, butt boy?” Lisa chuckled.

“This is driving me insane!”

“But in a good way?”

“Well, yeah. But I think I’m leaking.”

“Hmm. I think this is a little premature. This is a very specialized prostate massager and it should take a couple of days.”

“Yeah, but it feels like I’m leaking.”

“Drop your drawers and show me.”

He took his pants down and she knelt in front of him and put a hand under his cock.

It was 90% hard, as it had been all afternoon, except for those times when it was a 100%. As she held it a big drop formed on the tip.

“See!” Jason exclaimed.

“That’s just pre-cum. A few drops isn’t leaking. When you start to leak it’s going to be a full flow of semen. You’re going to empty out.”

“Oh.”

Don’t sound so disappointed. It’s going to happen. Just relax and let it.

The next two days were a study in frustration and horniness. Lisa, true to her word, watched him closely. She even followed him into the shower.

He loved it, the constant attention, the way she fondled him at all hours, even went to sleep holding his cock.

But he also wanted it to be over. He needed to squirt. He was nervous, and horny, and light headed, and horny, and he found it hard to concentrate, and…he was horny.

Lisa stayed close to him. When he couldn’t stand it any more she would take him in hand. She would treat him gently, edge him, and keep him coming along.

Every once in a while she would give him a break, take the prostate massager out for an hour or two, but she always ended up putting it back in.

On the third day Jason was getting dressed. His cock had been hard all night and he wasn’t sleeping easily, but he was too horny to care, and he suddenly felt like pee was coming out of his prick. He looked down, and it was obvious…he was leaking.

“Lisa?”

Lisa swiveled on the bed and looked at his cock.

Semen was pouring out of his cock. It was a long, thin drool that just kept coming.

Lisa smiled. “See? We got you so horny that the little flap that opens and closes is now open.”

“But I’m not cuming!”

“Nope. Here, stand over here.”

She positioned him so she could watch the little ‘spermfall.’

Jason was confused. Terribly confused. He wanted a cum, but all he was getting was drained. He was losing his sperm.

It felt good, God, it felt good, but…he wanted an orgasm!

Lisa moved forward with it was almost over and began stroking him, trying to get every lat bit of gruel out of him. Finally, he was done. He was empty.

“All right, honey, phase two, come with me.”

She took him into the bedroom and had him stand in front of her vanity chair. She took a little box out of the bottom drawer of her dresser and sat down in front of him.

“This is a chastity tube,” she said. “It will stop you from masturbating, isn’t that wonderful? No more need for self control, now this little device will do it all for you.”

“But…”

“Shh. Be a good boy.”
Jason was feeling pretty loosy goosy now, like he had cum, but he hadn’t. A very frustrating situation. The main thing, however, was his cock was soft.

Lisa fit a ring around his package, then she slipped a tube over his cock. She connected the two and put a little padlock through a loop and clicked it.

“Hey,” Jason was a bit dazed, trying to figure this out, but he finally did. “I can’t touch my pecker anymore!”

Lisa stood up and patted his cheek, then she reached down and gripped his chastity cage. “You’re not supposed to, honey.”

“But…how will I cum?”

“Honey, the point of this isn’t cumming, the point is for you to get more and more sex. So much sex you can’t stand it.”

He looked down at his cage in her hand. “But this isn’t what I wanted.”

“Oh, nonsense. Do you really know what you. want?”

This question confused him. “But…yeah. I want to cum and have orgasms.”

“But Jason, that’s what happens when you don’t want sex.”

“It is?”

“Absolutely. You have an orgasm and sex and then what happens?”

“I’m happy?”

“No, no. What happens is that you’re done with sex. No more sex. Not until your batteries recharge. This way you stay in sex, and your batteries never run out, and you never have to stop having sex.”

“I don’t want to do this any more.”

“Sorry, baby, but you pinky swore.”

“I want to unpinky swear.”

“Too bad, so sad. No can do.”

Jason was about to cry. He had looked forward to the big bang so hard, and then to watch it drain away, and learn that he wasn’t going to be able to masturbate or even touch himself.

Lisa knew this was going to happen, however, so she went to work. She reached up and played with his nipples. She grabbed his chin and guided his mouth to her lips.

Jason sniffled, but it worked. He felt the throb down under as his cock tried to get hard.

“Oh, fuck,” he suddenly wheezed, bending over.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“I can’t…it won’t get…”

“Erect? Of course not. Come on, let’s make out.”

He was so horny, hornier than before he had cum. She pushed him back on the bed and crawled next to him.

His balls were still exposed and she palpated them. Then she reached behind him and wiggled his plug.

“Oh….oh…”

For a half hour she worked him, edged him, and his mind started to break down. He stopped thinking about what he wanted and he lost himself in her mouth.

He slid down and took her breasts in hands. He massaged and fondled, and she groaned and arched her back. He kissed the nips and pulled them with his teeth.

She held his head and whispered. “Lower.”

Somewhere in the back of his mind he knew he was out of control. He knew he couldn’t stop himself. He lay between her legs and Frenched her pussy. His lips met her lips, he absorbed her essence, and she pushed her pussy into his face.

“Oh…yes!” She began to grind and groan, then the movements became harder. Her hips spasmed and she fucked his face. The orgasm washed over her and she gave herself up to it.

A minute later she pushed him away. She was done, but he hadn’t even started. He couldn’t think, all he wanted to do was keep having sex.

She cuddled with him and whispered, “Don’t move.”

He lay in her arms as she sighed and came down.

“That was wonderful.”

He made a whining sound.

“Shush now. Enjoy the sex.”

“But I need to fuck you?”

She pushed him away and stared at him. “And what will you do if I give you more sex?”

“Anything,” he sobbed.

“So if I let you out of chastity—Lord, I don’t know what I’m doing…I just put you in chastity—but if I let you out and let you put your penis in me you’ll stop whining and crying and acting like a baby?”

“Oh, honey. I’ll do anything!”

“Very well. I let you fuck me and you’ll stop complaining and get with the program.”

“Yes!”

Lisa took the key off the gold chain around her neck and unlocked him. She took off the tube and his cock sprang out.

“Oh, God!” He stared at his boner like he had never had a boner in his life. He looked at her.

Lisa lay back and spread her legs. “When I get sore you’ll have to stop. But until then…” she smiled.

Jason literally dove into her. He moved between her thighs, fumbled with his cock, and inserted.

“Oh…yes.”

He began to drive in and out manically. His shaft was a blur as it dipped in and pulled out.

“Oh, God!” Lisa yelped as she hung on.

Jason was a good fuck, he was tender and gentle, but now he was possessed. He had to squirt. He had to have his orgasm.

Lisa, used to his usual, comparative gentleness, held on for dear life. He was savage, ruthless, using her like a rag doll. He drove into her and slammed his pubic area against her pubic area, his balls against her ass.

For Lisa it was like fucking a different man, and even though she had just cum on his mouth, she began cumming again, and again.

Jason was sobbing as she came, and he couldn’t. He didn’t understand that having been drained he was now empty. He thought he could cum. He was wrong.

Finally, a half hour later, Lisa pushed him away. “I’m sorry honey.”

Jason turned over and lay on the mattress. Little tears leaked out of his eyes and he humped the mattress.

“Oh, honey, it’s all right!” Lisa soothed him, rubbed his back and his buttocks. “Now I need you to calm down so we can put you back in chastity.”

“But I didn’t…I didn’t…”

“I know. But you promised. I let you into me and you would stop complaining and get with the program. Now, get limp and put the tube back on.

Jason stared at her in horror. “But…but…”

“Live up to your word, or else.”

“Or else what?” He wasn’t thinking about revolting, he was just curious.

“Or else I will tan your hide.”

“You can’t do that.”

“Are you going to put your tube back on?”

“No.”

“Okay.” Lisa turned and left the room.

Jason was caught. He didn’t want to, but he was horny, he chased after Lisa.

“Wait a minute!”

Lisa didn’t wait. She walked into the guest room and got her suitcase out of the closet.

“What are you doing?”

“Leaving.”

“You can’t leave!”

“Why not?”

She walked back into the bedroom and placed her open suitcase on the bed.

“You’re my wife!”

“And as your wife I always keep my word. You owe me one spanking, and you need to put that tube on.”

“But this is not fair!”

“I keep my word, and I expect you to. keep your word. No whining or complaining.

“Honey…” he tried to sound reasonable.

“Yes?”

“You don’t want to do this.”

“I think I’ll go visit my sister.”

“STOP IT!”

“Nope.”

He watched as she packed the suitcase, prepared her make up kit, and walked out the door. His heart was breaking, he was horny, he didn’t know what to do, he couldn’t think properly.

She started the car and drove away.


PART two

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER…

“But, honey…we’re married, and you really need to come home.”

“Nope.”

Jason held the phone to his ear and his heart felt like it was stopping.

After four months of jacking off he wanted his wife back.

“I’m looking into a job…”

“But you don’t have to work if you come home.”

“And there’s this wonderful man who has been paying attention to me.”

Jason went silent. Stark, raving silent.

“Of course I don’t want to do anything with him unless I get a divorce.” She was silent for a long moment, obviously thinking. “Wait a minute…why can’t I?”

“Because you’re married,” Jason whispered.

“Yes, but my husband doesn’t keep his word, so why should I keep mine?”

“You can’t do this!”

“Of course I can. I’m on the other side of the country. You don’t care or you’d keep your word.”

“Lisa…I love you.”

“And I love you, but this sex thing, hmmm.”

“Lisa…”

“Yes, Jason?”

“I’ll do it.”

“Do what?”

“I’ll wear the chastity tube.”

She was silent.

“I’ll put it on and send you a picture.”

“And what about your prostate massager?”

Now he was silent. Truth was, he had worn it a few times. More than a few times. Truth was…he liked it.

He said, “That’s not a problem.”

“Well, I suppose if you’re going to grow up and be a man…”

“I will…I will!” He was begging.

“Very well, you put the prostate massager in, you lock yourself in chastity, and…and I’ll think about it.”

“Think about it? What’s there to think about? I’ve given in! You win! What else is there?”

“Your spanking.”

“Please, honey. Come home and I’ll let you spank me.”

“You’ll let me spank you. Hmmm.”

“You can spank me! You can tan my hide! Just please…come home.”

“Okay. I want you to text me a pic of your tube and your plug in place. I want you to wear panties and a bra, and—“

“What?”

“And you should order some breast forms on the net—I know you can do that—and you promise to receive your spanking in the manner which I prescribe, and…I’ll come home.

“Oh, honey! Thank you! Thank you! I love you!”

“Go. Get those pictures to me.”

“I will.”

But she had hung up.

Happy as a clam on drugs, Jason ran for the bathroom. He was erect, as usual. He jacked off all the time, but he was in a state of excitation just thinking about Lisa, and he was thinking about Lisa all the time.

He stepped up to the toilet. He was so excited and so horny that he didn’t need to watch porn, and he cranked a quick cum out.

Oddly, it wasn’t satisfying, but that was okay. The purpose was to get him soft enough to fit into the chastity tube.

Now soft, he ran for the bedroom and put on the ring and the tube and the padlock.

He stared at his now trapped weenie and sighed. He was still happy that Lisa was coming home.

He found the prostate massager and lubed it up and slid it in.

Ahh. That felt good. He instantly felt the pleasure of his prostate being rubbed.

Okay. Two items done, now for the third. A bra and panties.

He went through the few items left in Lisa’s drawer and found panties and bra.

He slipped into them, and looked at himself in the mirror. His cups were wrinkled; he needed breast forms.

But, he was done. He snapped a few pictures and texted them to Lisa, along with an explanation.

I’m wearing your underwear

but I will get my own in the next few days.

And I promise you can spank me whenever you want.

I love you.

He pressed the cellphone and the text was away.

The next week was torture for Jason. He was now confined and couldn’t touch himself. His prostate was enduring constant stimulation. The stimulation made him want to get hard, but he couldn’t, and wanting to get hard made him want to get hard, and…he couldn’t do anything about his situation.

And, he was wearing panties and a bra that fit him and…brand new breast forms. Over nighted by Amazon. And his body actually looked a bit feminine.

Of course, it didn’t help that he had lost weight worrying about his wife. She wasn’t there to cook for him, and he didn’t like cooking, and…he had lost twenty pounds.

Heck, Lisa was 140, and now he was 130!

And, he had neglected his hair. It was now a straggly mess down to his neck.

Well, he combed it out, and he bit his nails, and he waited for Lisa to come home.

Jason was working on the computer when her car came into the driveway. He heard it, stood up and looked through the window and saw it, and he ran for the door.

“Honey! Oh, thank you. I love you. Please, don’t ever do this again.”

Lisa grinned, she let him hug her, she kissed him, and she said, “Get the bags.” Then she walked into the house.

Jason got her suitcase and make up kit and followed her in.

Lisa stood in the intersection of the hall and the foyer and looked around.

“Hmm. Not too bad.”

Jason stood and grinned at her.

“Of course it needs a good cleaning…” she looked at him. “And so do you.”

His grin was fixed. He was happy, but…this wasn’t going exactly the way he wanted it to. He expected a wife who was glad to see him, who hugged him and kissed him and pulled his pants down and sucked him.

She seemed sort of…lackadaisical.

“Honey? Aren’t you glad to be home?”

“Oh, yes.” she smiled and patted his cheek. “Let’s go unpack and we’ll get reacquainted.”

They went into the bedroom where she sat on the bed and told him what to do.”

“Unpack my suitcases…that needs to go in the wash…hang that up in the closet…” and so on.

Jason was confused, but he was happy. He had his wife back. He put away her things, and even snuck a sniff of her underwear.

“Oh, God. I missed you.”

She smiled when he sniffed her panties.

“And I missed you, honey.” But she sounded curiously insincere. “But we really have to have a talk.”

He groaned, but kept it inside.

“What if I said I had had sex with somebody else?”

He froze, his face locked up and his heart fell so hard he had instant indigestion. “What?”

“I haven’t, but what I had? Would that bother you?”

“Lisa! You’re my wife!”

“Oh, I know, but you’ve sort of betrayed me, breaking your word and all, and I started wondering about sex, what it would be like to fuck somebody, maybe somebody with an oversized cock or something, and…I’m just thinking out loud.”

“But I thought…you’re home now…I figured I’d be the one fucking you.”

“Jason,” she sounded incredulous. “You have so much to make up for, and you need your spanking, and I’m certainly not going to be fucking you until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“But I have learned my lesson! I really have! Look, I’m wearing my chastity tube…” he dropped his pants and showed her, then he spun around and bent over. “And I’ve got the prostate massager in.” He lifted his shirt and showed his boobs. “And I’m wearing a bra and panties!”

“Those are all good, but…we need to improve your appearance. Your nails are ugly, your hair is all over the place…you really need some work.”

“I can do that!” Tears were squeezing out of his eyes.

“Well, I’ll tell you what…I’ll help you fix yourself up, and you can build a spanking bench and we can spank you, and then…then maybe we’ll see.”

“Oh, please, honey. Please.”

He was on his knees now, hugging her legs.

She smiled and patted his head.

That afternoon Lisa went through the house and made a list of what needed to be done.

Clean and wax floors.

Do the dishes.

Do the laundry.

Vacuum.

Dust.

And so on.

And she suggested that he do everything in panties and bra and the present she had brought him: high heels.

He blinked at the heels, but he was so happy that she was home that he din’t object.

Truth was he was a little curious about wearing high heels.

Of course she was tired from the long trip, so she went to bed. She undressed in front of him, laughed when he gulped just from looking at her naked form, and put on a chemise and crawled under the covers. “Do a good job,” she mumbled. “I don’t want to have to have you do it again.”

“Yes, dear.”

Jason was in a curious mix of emotions that afternoon. He had a hard time walking in the heels, but he didn’t want her to wake up and find him disrespecting her present.

His cock was constantly trying to get hard, and his ass felt downright musical the way it was being stimulated.

He didn’t like doing housework, but, as Lisa had explained, it was his mess so he had to clean it up.

So he worked, and after a while it felt pretty good, watching his jiggling chest, letting his ass sway as he figured out the high heels, and…he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it.

When Lisa had left him he had been horny, and here he was, right back to square one.

“Well, we certainly have our work cut out for us.” Lisa walked around Jason and looked at him critically. “I’m half tempted to take you to a beauty salon and let them try their magic on you.”

Jason was sitting in her vanity chair and he blinked. A salon?

“Oh, don’t worry. I’d be a little embarrassed to being associated with somebody who had so obviously let themselves go.”

“Oh.”

It was the next day, the house was clean, and Lisa was determined to bring Jason up to snuff.

“First, we need to get rid of our ugly hair.”

He felt his long locks and said, “But you always said I had beautiful hair!”

“That was when you took care of it. Now? Sheesh! Here.” She handed him a bottle of Nair. “Use this on your whole body. Don’t get any on your scalp.”

Jason read the directions, looked up at and realized she was serious, and he went into the shower.

Twenty minutes later Jason stepped out of the shower and Lisa was waiting for him. She dried him off with a fluffy towel, spritzed him with some kind fruity body perfume.

“Hey! I’m going to smell funny!”

“Oh, it’s funny to smell nice. I’ll remember that.”

Her grin was wry and Jason backed right off. He wasn’t about to mess with Lisa now that she had come home.

“Sit down.”

He did, and she began trimming his hair. She snipped and layered and his long, masculine hair was transformed into semi-long feminine hair.

“Isn’t that a bit…feminine?” He asked, when she held the mirror up for him.

“It’ll lose a little body and you’ll be fine.”

He stared at the way the tresses curled around his face and he was doubtful.

“Okay, we need to fix your nails.”

“But guys never do their fingernails!”

“Most guys don’t let themselves go this badly,” she responded.

Jason sat quietly while she prepped his fingernails.

“Look, you’ve bitten them to the quick!”

“That’s because I missed you, and I worried so much.”

He thought he was saying the right thing, but she gave his remark a twist.

“Well, that’s nice to hear, but we need to fix your nails.”

“I thought that’s what you were doing?”

“I need to make your nails longer.”

He watched in horror as she brought out some long fingernails and put them on his digits.

“Those are too long.”

“I can trim them later. But I wanted to talk to you about having an open marriage.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“Wouldn’t you love to be able to fuck anybody you wanted?”

He glanced down at his caged cock. He felt the butt plug worming in his rectum. “Well, I don’t think—“

She pressed his nails hard so the glue would set.

“Just think. Some young thing comes up to you, loves your look, and wants to touch you, feel you. She kisses you, and she’s got great lips. Angelina Jolie lips. Wouldn’t you love to kiss Angelina Jolie?”

Jason was thinking about how could he fuck somebody with his cock locked up.

“Just think, laying in bed, feeling those wonderful lips sucking on you. And maybe she has big honker tits. Big guns that taste so good in your mouth…”

Jason was wondering what a woman would think of him if they knew he walked around with a butt plug up his ass all day.

“Honey, I think you’d enjoy an open marriage much more than I would. Now, close your eyes, I want to try something.”

He looked up at her, but she just nodded encouragingly, so he closed his eyes.

She did something to his hands, and a couple of minutes later she said, “Open.”

He looked down at his hands. His right hand was normal, except for the longer fingernails. His left hand, however, the fingernails were painted red.

“What’d you do?”

“Tell me what you think, honestly.”

“They’re girly!” He held his left hand up.

“Put both hands down.”

He put them on the vanity table.

“Which hands are prettiest.”

“These!” He held up his normal appearing hands.

“Come on, tell the truth.”

“I am!”

“No, you’re going by sexual stereotypes. Now separate your hands from your sex, look at them both, and tell me that the red fingers aren’t the prettiest.”

“But…I…”

“Honey. Time for the truth. If I was putting my hands on your cock, and one was like your right hand and one was your left hand, which hand would be the prettiest?”

“But you’re a girl!”

“Thank you, but would you prefer beautiful red stroking your cock? Or plain old whatevers?”

“But…”

“Truth.”

“Your red fingers. But—“

“So which of your hands is the prettiest.”

“The right one!”

“I certainly wouldn’t like your plain, old fingers on my pussy. Not if I could have those beautiful red ones.”

“But…Lisa…I…”

“Let’s try an experiment. I’m going to close mine eyes and you put your left hand on my pussy, then your right hand.”

She closed her eyes and he couldn’t refuse the invitation. He placed one hand on her pussy.

“That’s the pretty fingers.” And she was right.

“Ugly fingers. Pretty fingers. Pretty fingers, again. Ugly…”

She was guessing correctly every time. He didn’t know that she had her toes against the legs of her chair and could tell by the shift of weight on the legs.

“There,” she said. “I guess I’ve made my case. So let’s do both hands beautiful.”

“But…”

“Shush,” she whispered, and she began to paint.

A few minutes later Jason stared at his fingers.

Lisa capped the sweet smelling polish. “Okay, a little lacquer to harden up, and…let’s leave them long for the time being.”

“Leave them long?” Jason sounded like he was choking.

“Just for a while. They are so beautiful.”

She began coating them with lacquer and Jason watched in dismay.

“Okay, a spanking table.” Lisa unrolled plans on the dining room table.

Jason stared at the instructions.

It was shaped like a horse with a bent back. It had platforms for the knees and elbows. It had a ring for the face to rest on. But the ring looked like it could be elevated. Weird.

“This is the spanking table I want you to build.”

“But, this is…”

“Can you do it?”

“Well, yes. But you’re going to need to get the materials.”

“I’ve already got them on order. Of course you’ll have to go to the store for any extras.”

She was holding his hand, and he was thinking about the hand she was holding. He had long, red fingernails. They were cool, but…he didn’t want to be seen in public. And his hair…he didn’t want to be seen as a woman.

“Where did you want me to build this?”

“Oh, I don’t know. We could build it in the basement, or the garage, or the building out back.”

“Is this going to end up a dungeon?”

“Probably. And this spanking horse is going to be the centerpiece.”

“So, screams can least be heard under the house.”

“But it’s such a nice thought, to leave you in the backhouse for a night. To sleep in my own bed without you drooling over me.” She was looking up at him and laughing.

“But not the garage. We keep tools and cars and stuff in there.”

“Okay, so the basement sounds best.”

She nodded. “So you better get started. The sooner you get this done the sooner I can fuck you.”

That made him grin, and he set to work.

First, he cleaned out the basement. There wasn’t much in it, but he leaned it and painted it black, then he fixed the electrical outlets and brought everything up to code.

This took time, of course, and there were times he just stopped and breathed hard. His cock was pressing against the chastity tube so much, and the butt plug was tormenting him in the most delightful way.

The real problem, however, was his nails. It’s hard to use hammers and saws and such when you’re sporting inch long fingernails. Not a day went by that he didn’t have to stay up late and repair his nails. Still, the work progressed.

“Looks, good,” observed Lisa, after a few weeks. “Why don’t you make the old coal room into a cell. Put a metal door on it, put some eyebolts in the floor and on the walls for chains.”

So he did.

More weeks passed, but the basement was finally done, and the cell, and he was about going out of his mind. All he could think of was sex. The odd thing was that he was becoming focused on his asshole. That was where the prostate massager was. The chastity tube just kept him horny. The butt plug kept him focused on a certain body part.

He began construction of the spanking horse. He drilled holes in the concrete and fixed the legs to the floor. He put padding on the center platform, and he attached the platforms and the face ring. Finally he attached the leather bands to the legs and the platform, and the thing was ready.

By now the weather had changed, and he was wearing nylons and dresses to keep warm. There was a space heater, but it was only marginally efficient. So he wore what Lisa told him to, and that’s the way it was.

“Here you go,” Jason proudly handed Lisa a flute of champagne. He picked up his bourbon and Coke and led her down to the basement.

“Oh, Lord!” Lisa marveled. She touched the padding on the top, felt the smooth finish, and tugged on the restraining straps. “This is beautiful. I think you need to make more of these. We can sell them on the internet.”

He grinned at the compliment. “When do you want to try it out?”

She turned to him with a wicked grin. “Want your spanking, do you?”

“No. But I want the fucking that comes afterwards.”

“So you want me to fuck you.”

“The thought had crossed my mind.”

“How long has it been?”

“Months.”

“Let’s see, several months at my sisters, and a couple of months. It’s been a half a year since you exercised your weenie. Except for jacking off, of course. What if the chastity tube has made it shrink?”

“What?” He had never thought of that?”

“Gosh, if that happens, then I guess we will have an open marriage.”

“But I don’t want an open marriage!”

“But if you can’t please me, should I go without?”

“Well, there are other ways to please you!”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Anal. We could try anal! You’d love anal!”

“Do you love anal? Do you love having that little doodad rubbing against your prostate?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Then you prefer anal sex.”

“Not over regular sex…” but he wasn’t sure about that. The months of wearing the butt plug had fixated him, and if he had to be honest, maybe he would have preferred anal sex.

“Well, okay. How about this weekend? Shall we break it in this weekend? Maybe start on Friday night and take it on a test drive?”

“For the whole weekend?”

“I don’t know. That might sort of depend.”

“On what?”

“On how much you like getting spanked? How much you like getting fucked.”

“Well, I…”

“You promised.”

“I know, and I won’t back out, but I’m just worried that I can’t take it.”

“Okay. Then spanking on Friday night. Then fucking on Saturday night. Okay?”

He actually wanted everything on this night, right then, but he nodded. “Okay.”

All that week Lisa teased him. She made out with him, she massaged his body, she sucked on his balls and played with his prostate massager.

By Friday night he was beside himself. He could hardly speak, he was so flustered, and he was ready when he got home from work.

Lisa had put a couple of drinks on the counter with the instructions to drink them, then  to get naked and go down and lock himself onto the horse.

He tossed those drinks down in an instant, stripped off his clothes, and ran down the stairs.

It was easy to strap himself onto the horse. He simply laid down and pulled one strap over the small of his back. He was able to reach his knees and he pulled the straps tight over his ankles. Then he reached across and attached one arm. That left him one free arm, and, of course, that was the toughie.

Still, where there’s a will there’s a way. He attached a ribbon to the straps, put it in his teeth, and managed to fasten his fourth limb. It wasn’t real tight, but it would do.

A half hour passed, and he was in a state of nervous excitement. His chest was thudding and it felt like he had a charge of electricity in his gut.

Click, click, click. Heels came down the stairs.

His face was in the ring but he managed to look up.

Lisa was wearing a dominatrix outfit. She had mesh nylons, leather corset, and her boobs were positively exploding in the cups.

He gulped.

She was holding one of his belts, and she slapped it against her open hand.

“Looks like somebody has been a bad boy.”

“Um, yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. I like bad boys.”

She went around the horse and pulled the straps tight. Now he was positively locked in and couldn’t get free. His ass felt particularly vulnerable.

“Are you ready, honey?”

“Yes.”

“‘Yes, ma’am.’ Or, ‘yes, Mistress Lisa.’”

“Yes, Mistress Lisa.”

She walked to the rear of the horse and inspected it. She fondled his balls. “I’m going to enjoy this.”

She stepped back and he closed his eyes.

WISSS! SMACK!

His head jerked up and his eyes opened.

WISSS! SMACK!

“Oh, fuck!”

WISSS! SMACK!

He began to cry.

The odd thing was that she was, in spite of the vicious sound, not hitting him hard. She was taking her time and enjoying herself. She casually walked around, whipped him with the belt, again and again.

His ass turned a bright red, his back had stripes on it, and sometimes she would whip the back of his thighs.

He sobbed. He begged. He pled. He cried.

There was something terribly emasculating about being whipped by his wife.

She was the one he loved, she was the one he had opened himself up to, and that meant there were no walls between them.

She stopped and walked up the stairs. She came back with a couple of drinks.

“Whew. This is hard work.” She smiled, sipped her own drink, and held a glass with a straw in it to his lips.

He sucked greedily.

“Oh, my. You’ve been crying.”

He nodded.

She wiped his face and kissed his cheek.

“Are you ready for round two?”

He ducked his head into the ring and muttered something that could have been yes, but might have been something else.

WISSS! SMACK!

WISSS! SMACK!

WISSS! SMACK!

The first session had been the warm up, his whole body had been warmed. This session was for his buns, and only his buns. It didn’t last as long, thank God, but it was quite a bit more violent. Shortly his buns were purple, and she finally stopped.

He was sobbing as she undid his straps, then she helped him to a sitting position, and that was when he found out what a spanking was all about.

She held him, and he held on to her, and the relief he felt was indescribable.

He sobbed and gave himself to her completely. He didn’t think about sex. He just wanted her to hold him, to forgive him. And he didn’t even know what he had done that he wanted to be forgiven.

She held him as she shook and trembled. Finally, she helped him stand up. He had a hard time walking, but she got him upstairs and to bed. She gently rubbed cream into his back and butt and legs. She soothed him, and he cried, and he eventually went to sleep.

Jason awoke the next morning and just lay there. Lisa was already up. He didn’t even remember her going to bed. He just remembered her soft touch and the fact that she loved him again. It was truly a stupendous moment of warmth and goodness and he didn’t remember ever feeling this way before.

He started to get up, then groaned. He was sore. Really sore. His whole body ached. His skin ached because of the spanking. His muscles hurt from being rigid and resisting. His inside ached from the tension he had gone through.

Yet, in a way, it felt good.

He waited a while, then tried again. Slowly, slowly, he managed to sit up. A half hour later he had taken a shower. Still, he hadn’t see Lisa. He went out to the kitchen and saw that her car was gone. Well, it was Saturday, and she must have had some errands. But he really wanted to see her. To tell her how much he loved her. To tell her how glad he was she had spanked him.

She returned about noon. she entered the house with a sexy smile and went right to him. She held his balls and cage and they sat down and he told her how much he loved her and how good that spanking had been for him.

She kept kissing him and telling him that she understood. Finally, however, she said, “Shall we get started on this evenings activities?”

He gulped. He loved her. He wanted her. He was scared of her. He couldn’t refuse her.

She walked him down to the basement and said, “Before I fuck you let’s put you on the horse.”

He was curious, but accepting. He would do anything she said.

She placed him on the horse and tightened the straps. He lay there, complacent, filled with love, and she said, “I’ll be back in a minute.” Then she walked up the stairs.

She didn’t return for some time. But when she did was was wearing a chemise and holding a pair of drinks and a bag. Sat sat next to him and sipped from her drink and put the straw to his mouth.

Again, he drank greedily.

“There is one thing you should understand,” she said.

“Oh?”

“Yes.”

She reached into the bag and took out a strap on. She buckled it on and he stared at the big cock jutting out from her crotch. “What are you…”

She picked up her drink and sipped some more.

“Several things, honey. First, you said you liked anal.”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Second, I didn’t say you could fuck me, I said I would fuck you.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Third, you would like to fuck Angelina Jolie.”

“What? No!”

“No, we talked, you admitted you would like to kiss her big lips and fuck her. Feel her tits. And you didn’t even think about me.”

“But I did! You were doing the talking!”

“Here’s the deal, honey, I walked out and you didn’t stop me. We talked for months, and you wouldn’t comply with my wishes. Now you want to fuck me? I don’t think so.”

“But, Lisa…I don’t want anal sex!”

“Really? The way you wiggle around that butt plug you could have fooled me.”

She lifted the ring his face was in and suddenly his head was up and he could see her.

She stood in front of him and her cock was pointing right at his mouth. “Honey, I forgot the lube.”

He licked the big prick. He sucked it. He tried to get it as juicy as he could.

She walked around behind him, took out his butt plug, and inserted her penis.

Jason’s eyes opened. This was different. It wasn’t precisely hooked and bulbed to touch his prostate. It was big and filling and designed to fill his hole and touch his prostate no matter what.

He lay there, his fingernails long and his hair coiffed, and took it.

And liked it.

He liked the way she filled him up. He liked the way the veins felt as they rippled and swirled down his passage. He liked the way she felt pushing her pubic against him.

He liked everything about it, and he began to groan and push back.

“Yeah, baby. I knew you’d like it,” she crooned, wiggling her hips and scouring his inside with the tip of the big cock.

For a long time she went in and out, and he moved his hips and accommodated her.

Finally, she pulled out. She walked back around in front of him. She offered him another sip of his bourbon and Coke, and she said, “Honey, I lied. When I was in California I fucked Ross.”

Jason’s heart broke.

“One of the reasons I don’t want you to fuck me is…well, he’s got such a bigger dick that I don’t want to settle for less.”

Jason’s mouth opened and closed, but he was speechless.

“Ross?” she called out.

A man appeared at the top of the stairs. “Hey babe.” He was like a muscular surfer, a wry grin on his face, and ‘so the fuck what’ to his smile.

“Why don’t you bring down the mattress. Just put it by the stairs.”

Ross disappeared for a second, then he came down the stairs dragging a single wide mattress. He tossed it on the floor, then began taking his clothes off.

Jason stared at the man.

“Hey, dude. Good to meet you. I like your wife.”

In a minute he was undressed. He was strong, bigger than Jason, and with a bigger cock. A much bigger cock. It stood out like an ax handle.

“Don’t look at me like that, man. It’s only sex.”

“How would you like it I fucked your wife?”

Ross grinned. “Doesn’t look like you’re going to be fucking anything for a while.

Lisa came around to the front of the horse and knelt and looked at Jason. “Honey, you’ve got a choice to make.”

He stared at her. He loved her, yet…she was going to cheat on him!

And underscoring everything was the fact that he was horny.

“Ross is about to show you how it’s done. You and I, we probably won’t be fucking again, unless you decide that you like anal.” She grinned, “But I could tell you did. So we will be fucking again, just under my rules.”

“What choice?” he asked.

“The choice is simple. When Ross puts his penis in me he intends to cum. If you don’t intend for him to cum, then simply yell for him to stop. At which point he’ll stop, and cum in you.”

“What?”

“That’s right. You can let him squirt his seed in me, or you can take it yourself. Easy choice, eh?”

Jason didn’t think so as he watched his wife and her lover come together on the mattress.

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


My Favorite Cuckold!

Misadventure leads to femdom,

BDSM and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

There is nothing like a strong marriage!

But a marriage can’t be strong unless the woman is in charge, and that’s God’s own truth!

So this story is about a knucklehead, or perhaps a poor, unfortunate soul, depending upon your viewpoint.

This knuc…poor soul takes too many pills, and that renders his little weenie useless.

So do we feel sorry for the poor soul? Or for his wife?

Not for his wife, because she can find a hard dick any time she wants.

And the poor soul? He finds other things that are more enjoyable than an erection.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, you won’t believe what I’ve got!” Rod ran into the house bubbling with excitement.

“Herpes?” Jan asked, looking up from her fashion magazine. “Gonorrhea? Syph?”

Jan was a good looking woman. A bit heavy in the chest, a straight nose with intelligent, brown eyes. Her hair was auburn and flowed over her shoulders.

“Oh, come on!” Rod’s voice revealed his exasperation.

“I know, you got your girlfriend pregnant!”

“I don’t have any girlfriend and you know it!” He was literally hopping from foot to foot. One hand was in his pocket.

“Oh, no! Don’t tell me you have another boner! I thought we handled that last year!”

“I don’t have a boner!”

“Darn! I was looking forward to smashing it with a hammer.”

“Hardee har har. Now. Do you want to know what I’ve got?”

Jan sighed, closed the magazine and turned to him. “I guess I’d better, or you’ll never give me any peace.”

Rod grinned and pulled his hand out of his pocket. A little pinkish vial was in the palm of his hand. It had a label on it, and Jan realized it was medicine.

“Oh, crap. You do have something! Are you serious?”

“No! No! This is medicine. Well, it is, but it’s not medicine for being sick or anything.”

“Let me see.”

Rod, a big grin on his face, handed her the vial.

“Clomiphene,” read Jan. She held it up to the light and saw thirty pills in the little container. She looked at him with the gimlet eye. “What in hell is clomiphene?”

Rod took the bottle of pills back and gave her a haughty look as he dispensed his knowledge. “Clomiphene, my dear, increases sperm production.”

Jan tilted her head slightly and looked confused. “And you need more sperm why?”

“It’s the mark a man,” he explained. “The more sperm I produce, the fertile I am, the better a man I am.”

Jan frowned and looked doubtful. “And who has been complaining that you aren’t man enough.”

“You.”

She shook her head. “What? I never denigrated your manhood.”

“Did so.”

“When?”

“Just the other day. You were saying I didn’t put out enough sperm to get you pregnant!”

“That…oh, you idiot!”

“Hunh?”

“I was reading you an article about how testosterone levels were dropping in American males. It was a stupid article about people who eat too much fast foods and don’t take care of themselves! You take care of—well, I take care of you. We eat real food, and your testosterone level is perfectly fine!”

Rod blinked. Rod tended to jump to conclusions. As he had with the article Jan had read to him, he started thinking she was looking down on him.

“Yeah, but…if men are getting wimpy…I don’t want to get that way! Men need extra testosterone!”

“You idiot!”

Now Rod was feeling a bit aggravated. He unscrewed the top, took out a pill and popped it into his mouth.

“Hey! Don’t!”

“Yeah? You think you’re so smart?”

“You don’t want to take medicine that you don’t need!”

“We’ll see how smart you are when I’m cumming buckets!”

“Rod!”

“Miss Smarty Pants!” And he turned and stomped out of the room.

Jan stood up and followed Rod. She caught up to him in the kitchen and spun him around. “Give me those pills, you big dope!”

Rod backed away, holding the pills up where she couldn’t get to them.

“Ha! Now who wants the pills!”

“I just don’t want you taking stuff that might be bad for you!”

Rod was in a gloating mood however, and not about to listen to reason. He put the pills on top of the refrigerator and  pushed them out of Jan’s reach. Then he reached up for the bourbon.

“Rod! I want you to give me those pills!”

Rod placed the bourbon on the counter, took down a glass and filled it with ice from the ice dispenser on the fridge. He moved back and forth, stopping Jan from trying to reach on top of the refrigerator.

He poured bourbon and Coke into the glass and sipped.

“Ahhh.”

Jan had a chance, and she started climbing onto the counter.

Rod moved over, sucked some more booze, and placed his hand on her buttocks.

“Hey!”

“Come on, honey. Let’s have a little sex with your big, studly guy.”

“Having more sperm does not make you studly. It makes you stupid.”

Her hand was close to the vial, so he quick stepped and grabbed it before she could.

“Give me that!”

“Nah!” He opened the vial and held it up to his mouth. He was going to shake one pill into his mouth, just to tease her, but at that moment she slipped off the counter. She fell, her hand flailing, and she knocked Rod’s hand.

The vial turned upside down right over his mouth and all the pills fell into his maw.

Jan gave an ‘eek’ sound and grabbed Rod’s belt for balance.

Rod, off balance, was unable to spit up the sudden fall of pills, and they choked him and he couldn’t help it. He had to swallow.

Thirty pills. Well, 29, because he had already swallowed one.

Jan straightened up and saw that her husband was grabbing his throat and choking. She pounded him on the back, which caused some of the pills still stuck in his throat to dislodge and slide down his gullet.

“Ack! Ack!” he coughed, but only a single pill came up.

“Rod! what did you do!” Jan screamed.

He was gasping, trying to get his throat working, and the last of the pills were stuck.

He had dropped his glass of bourbon and Coke on the floor, and Jan grabbed the bottle of bourbon, which was still open, and handed it to him.

Rod wasn’t much a of a drinker, but it was that or choke to death. He tilted the bottle and fiery liquid slid over his tongue.

The final pills were washed down his throat and, finally, he was able to breath.

“Heysoos,” he muttered, feeling the alcohol burn all the way down.

“Did you eat all those pills?”

“It’s your fault!” he complained. “It was you who grabbed my arm!”

“I was trying to stop you from swallowing those pills!

“It was you who made me swallow them!”

For a second they stared at each other, then Jan grabbed his wrist and pulled. “Come on. We’re going to the hospital.”

“What for?”

“To get your stomach pumped.”

Rod dug his feet in, grabbed the edge of the door and held on. “I’m not going to the hospital!”

“Those pills might be poisonous!”

“If they were poison they wouldn’t be giving them out!”

“But, Rod…”

Jan kept trying to get Rod to come to his senses, but Rod just felt the huge glob of pills in his belly. They were already turning into a sludgy mess and starting to digest.

“I’m fine!” He gave out a huge belch to emphasize the point.

“You are not!”

He shrugged off her hand and turned back into the kitchen. “You made me spill my drink.”

He was blinking. The burn of the big slug of alcohol was working on him, and he wanted more.

He put the glass, which somehow hadn’t broken, into the sink, then mixed himself another bourbon and Coke.

He leaned against the counter and sipped.

“Rod! I’m serious. All those pills, they might do something to your body. We’ve got to get your stomach pumped or something.”
He made a grimace. “I had my stomach pumped once. Never again.”

“Rod!”

He smiled a crooked smile. “Want me to fix you a drink?”

And so the night went. Her trying to get him to go see a doctor, the hospital, urgent care, something. And him just laughing it off and swilling whiskey.

“What’s a few pills,” he snickered, and he refused.

Except for a burp or two, he felt fine all night. In the morning he popped out of bed and gloated. “See? Nothing bothers old Mr. Cast Iron Stomach!”

Jan grumbled a bit, and said, “You’re fucking lucky, and that’s God’s own truth.”

“Well,” he grinned. “God loves drunks and idiots.”

“And last night you were both.”

“Double lucky,” he quipped.

Nothing she said made an impact on him, and the fact that he was feeling no ill effects just made him all the more impervious to her arguments.

Unfortunately for Rod, him making small of her concern did not endear him to her heart. In fact, when he tried to cuddle up to her the next night she simply turned her back to him and mumbled something about she’d rather screw a drunk idiot.”

“But I thought I was both?”

“Lucky you,” and she slid off to sleep.

He woke up the next day feeling a wee bit horny. Like a raging hard on. Unfortunately, she was till miffed, and he had no place to put it.

“But, honey! How will we ever find out if those pills worked?”

“Find out on your own,” and she jumped out of bed and went about her day.

Rod was feeling not so funny now. He wasn’t getting any, and he was dying to find out if he came more.

In his mind he was thinking that if he had more squirt he would have a bigger orgasm, so…he wanted to squirt!

Finally, when Jan refused him for a third day in a row, he decided to take matters in his own hand.

That third day he knew that Jan was going out with some friends. She would be gone for about two hours, leaving at eleven thirty and getting back about one thirty. That left him a two hour window.

Not that he would need two hours to get off. Heh heh!

Eleven o’clock arrived and Jan put on a dress and make up.

Rod washed her sitting at her vanity table, and he said, “Babe, how long is this denial of my rightful marital rights going to go on?”

“A year? Two? Maybe until you grow a brain, and that could take a while.”

“Hardee har har,” he responded. Being horny with no outlet was getting him a little grumpy. So he told her, “If you aren’t going to make love to me then I’m going to take care of matters myself.”

Truth was, Jan was getting horny herself, and she was thinking about having a few wine coolers, then coming back and riding her husband like a two dollar mule…but when he made the remark about masturbating she tightened right up. She wasn’t about to give in to threats.

“Try not to make a mess, Mr. Super Cumster,” she mocked him.

His expression was dour when she got up. she made herself smile and she kissed his cheek. “Clean up after yourself, jack off.” Then she was out the door.

For a moment was pissed. He really wanted to screw, but if she was going to be like that…

A smile grew on his face and he headed for the computer room.

He powered up old faithful and called up some porn.

Ah, good old porn. A young man’s date in a pinch.

He wandered through the internet supermarket of porn. Millions of babes getting screwed by all manner of penises. Big breasts, long dongs, threesomes, all colors, dirty, loving, horrible sex.

What had man done before the internet?

“Oh, yeah. They had to hold a book or magazine with one hand and do their business with the other. That must have been awkward, and frustrating.

So, a can of Bud Light on the desktop, one hand manipulating the mouse, he began searching through he millions of images for the one that would send him over the edge.

His hand went up and down as his eyeballs absorbed the luscious ladies of the internet.

And, it wasn’t long before his horniness came to a peak. He felt that wonderful rocket in his groin area. Ignition, and the semen started to course up his shaft.

“Oh, yeah,” he murmured, and the white stuff began to jet through the air.

It was a good orgasm. He rode it for a while, in the clouds with the heady sensation of sexual pleasure.

His sperm was still jetting, those pills must be working pretty good. He had enough presence of mind to make sure he didn’t drown the keyboard.

And he tried to relax his groin muscles.

But his groin muscles weren’t having it.

They had been denied for awhile, and he was extra stored up, so he kept jetting and jetting.

Then the pleasure started to wane.

And the semen came out.

It was all over his crotch now, and actually dripping down the front of his swivel chair and getting on the floor.

“Fuck,” he whined, and he squeezed the base of his cock to stop the flow.

But the flow would not be stopped. His balls were ready to pump it out, and when he finally took his hand off the base of his cock the semen jetted out again.

Now Rod was worried. This wasn’t supposed to happen! He always had six or eight shots, then he dribbled, and dried up.

Now he just kept shooting and shooting.

He grabbed his cock again and walked down the hallway, his pants around his ankles, and into the bathroom.

He sat down on the porcelain throne and looked down. His white semen was spurting into the water, long pearl necklaces making splashing sounds.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

His balls weren’t feeling too good by now. They should have been emptied, but the semen, now a bit watery, was still coming.

And coming, and coming.

His testicles experienced a sharp pain and he groaned and bent at the waist. He was leaning over his shoes and his bunched shorts.

The pain became so great that he felt sick to the stomach, and he began to puke.

“RRRRUP!” He projectiled barf into the inside of his pants.

Hurting, disgusted, he kicked his now messy and gooey pants off and slid them across the floor.

And still his seed shot into the bowl.

And he puked again.

He was growing faint. His nuts hurt like somebody had kicked them. He barfed, and now there was nothing coming up.

He fell forward, he lay on the floor with his butt in the air, his face in his pukey shorts. The world turned dark, and unconsciousness seemed to be the only way he could stop the growing pain in his balls.

Jan was grinning all the way home. Tammy had told the most salacious story about a cheater who got caught, and when his wife left him he tried to screw a vacuum cleaner, and her imitation of the man trying to get himself free from the suck of the cleaner…she was still chuckling when she pulled into the driveway and got out of her car.

Men could be so stupid. A guy screwing a vacuum cleaner?

And her mind flashed to Rod. He was such an idiot for taking all those pills. Fortunately, nothing bad had happened. Although it could have!

What a moron!

Then, as she entered the house, she sighed and backed her thoughts off. After all, he was her husband. He had so many good points she could over look this one moment of stupidity.

So thinking, she closed the door, “Rod?”

No answer. He must be sleeping. Well, she would wake him up with a good, old fashioned blow job. Then she would avail herself of his stiff penis. And if he was good, maybe she would even let him cum.

“Rod?”

She dropped her purse on the kitchen counter, then walked down the hallway.

Click, click, click. Her heels made the sexy sound that always made men look.

“Rod?”

She heard sounds from the computer room. Sexual sounds.

Her eyes lit up. That goof! He was really jacking off!

But when she stuck her head through he doorway he wasn’t in the computer room.

A beer was on the desk, and porn was playing.

Oh, crap! He had jacked off and left her high and dry!

She stepped into the room and gazed at the porn for a minute. Damn, this stuff was making her even hornier. If she wasn’t careful she was going to have to follow Rod’s lead and get out her vibrator.

She leaned forward to turn off the computer, and stopped. There was some sort of slimy goo on the mouse. And on the edge of the seat.

What the heck?

Now frowning, wondering if Rod had spilled a beer and not cleaned up the mess, she turned off the computer and turned to leave the room, and saw the big splatters, a virtual snail trail, on the floor.

What the hell?

She walked slowly, followed the trail. It went down the wood surface of the hallway, then turned into wet smears on the carpet in the bedroom.

She crossed the bedroom and looked into the bathroom.

Rod lay on the floor. He had apparently fallen off the toilet. His butt was in the air and there was the smell of puke.

“Rod!” she screamed.

She rushed to him, grabbed his hair and pulled him up. He was unconscious, and his face was smeared with puke, and…his dick…his dick was squirting a thin, watery substance.

“Rod! Rod!”

But Rod just groaned and lay there.

Jan ran for her phone.

“And what were these pills that he took?”

“I think they were called clomiphene,” answered Jan.

The nurse wrote down the drug and continued asking questions.

How long ago…how many…does he smoke…drink…did any member of his family ever have cancer….insanity…and on and on and on.

It was much more information than the doctors would need. After all, what did his deceased father-in-law’s cat’s cousin have to do with how many pills he took and the fact that his poor dick was still, according to the nurse, emitting a thin trickle of something?

And his dick was poor. It was shriveled. And his balls had turned black and looked like sickly raisins.

But the doctors had him on an IV, and he was resting somewhat peacefully.

The weird thing was that doctors kept going in and out of his room. Apparently they all wanted to see the man who couldn’t seem to stop cumming.

Finally, the nurse was done with her stupid questions, and she said, “Why don’t you have a seat in the waiting room. It’s liable to be some time before the doctors are through here.”

“But what’s taking so long?”

The nurse said, “A case where the man keeps, uh…ejaculating is very rare, and the doctors need time.” Her lip was trembling, and it looked like she was trying to suppress a laugh.

For hours Jan sat in the waiting room. Every hour or so a doctor would come out and talk to her, but none of them had much to really tell her.

Her husband was still squirting.

Oh, not much. Now it was just tiny drips, but they kept coming.

Then the doctors, their eyes crinkling and their mouths hidden behind masks, returned to watch the show.

She ate food in the cafeteria, and sobbed in her jello, then returned to the waiting room.

And, finally, a doctor entered the waiting room. “Your husband is awake.”

Jan stood up. “Is he…still…you know?”

“Has he stopped emitting semen? Yes. But there are complications.”

“What?”

“Let’s go see your husband. I can talk to you both at the same time.”

Jan followed the doctor into a hospital room.

Rod was resting in a bed, his back slightly raised. His eyes were closed when Jan entered the room, but they quickly opened when she spoke his name.

“Rod? Honey?”

He gave a weak smile and she sat down next to him and held his hand.

The doctor sat on the other side. A nurse fiddled with an IV, then excused herself.

The doctor sighed.

“What’s wrong, Doc?” asked Rod.

“First, can you tell me where you got the pills you took?”

“A guy at work. They looked official, and he swore they worked.”

“And what were you trying to accomplish?”

Rod’s face turned a crimson shade. He fumbled his words, but managed to get out, “I wanted to produce more semen.”

“Do you know how dangerous it is to take medicines that aren’t prescribed for you?”

Rod looked guilty as he faced Jan.

Jan just patted his hand. This wasn’t the time to bust his balls. Then she gave an inward groan at her choice of phrases. ‘Busting balls’ was not appropriate at that moment.

“I do now.”

“Well, we’re running more tests, and we’ll be able to tell you more about the pills you took, but it looks like they were not exactly clomiphene.”

“What…oh. You’ll find out.”

“When the lab results come back in. Now for the bad news.”

“There’s more bad news?”

“You have irreparably damaged your reproductive system.”’

Rod felt a sinking sensation. “I have?”

“What’d he do?” blurted Jan.

“A very poor analogy would be if you sucked the water out of a canteen, then kept sucking, until the canteen collapsed and was no longer usable.”

“Oh, my God!”

“If there is a life span for the reproduction apparatus you have just maxed it out.”

The doctor launched into a technical explanation, and his big words confused Rod and Jan, but in essence he said that the pull on the testes, seminal vesicles, prostate, and bulbourethral glands, had damaged those organs. Collapsed them. They were no longer capable of producing semen.

“So…I’m…sterile.”

“Yes.”

Rod’s mouth opened and he lay in shock.

Jan gave half sob, then placed one hand over her face.

“Oh, heysoos!” Rod whispered. “What have I done?”

“Unfortunately, we can’t even get a sample of sperm for artificial insemination. Your testicles are too…drained, I guess I would describe it.”

“Is there nothing you can do?” Jan asked, her voice breaking.

“Unfortunately, no. And…there is more bad news.”

“Oh, no! What?”

“You have done pretty much the same thing to your penis. The attempt to keep ejaculating was pretty tough on your penis. You won’t be able to ejaculate now, and it looks like—we’re not totally sure—like your penis will stop getting erect in the very near future.”

It was a double whammy. Two shocks in one. His testicles could no longer function, and his dick would soon stop functioning.

“So, what? It will just…hang there?”

“I believe so. But if there are any further complications we’ll have to remove it.”

“Remove my…” Rod’s face was white and sickly.

“Oh, Rod!” groaned Jan.

“Oh, God,” Rod said through tensed lips. “All I wanted to do was increase my sperm count so we could have babies. And now…now it looks like I’ll never have babies.”

“We’ll never have babies,” Jan sounded a hundred years old.

“”I’m sorry, Jan. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” she said, patting his hand.

But, of course, it wasn’t okay.

It definitely wasn’t okay.

Three days later, after being observed, and poked and prodded and having half his blood supply removed from his veins, the hospital released Rod.

He was rolled out of the front doors in a wheel chair. He hopped out of the wheel chair, he didn’t need it anyway, and got into the car.

Jan drove, and he stared out the window at the passing scenery.

He was sterile, impotent, and his backs were non functioning.  His dick might get hard a few times, but the doctor said that doodad was a done doggy, too.

“How are you doing?” asked Jan.

“Miserable,” he answered in a monotone.

“Honey, it’s not that bad. We can adopt.”

He just looked at her, a bleak glance if ever there was one, and turned back to the world outside the car.

Jan drove, and bit her lip. It was his misfortune, but it was affecting her possibly worse than it did him.

Every woman wants a child, and now there wouldn’t be one for her.

She turned the wheel and kept her remorse hidden.

“Do you want a divorce?”

Jan physically jerked. She looked at him. He was staring at her with dead, uncaring eyes.

She pulled off the road, ignored the honks of horns and turned to him, and started hitting him.

She balled her little fists and cried and struck him on the chest and the shoulders. She hit him and hit him and hit him, then collapsed into his arms.

They sat there like that for ten minutes, then she straightened up and resumed driving.

The arrived home, entered the house, and the atmosphere was different.

They had been happy. They had played jokes on each other, and the house was always filled with laughter.

Now it was like a haunted house. The ghosts of children that would never be roamed the rooms and halls.

Rod walked through the house into the bedroom. He took off his clothes and climbed into bed.

He had been in bed for three days, but all he wanted to do was sleep.

to go unconscious.

To forget the terrible tragedy he was putting his wife through.

No more squirts.

No more stroking the shaft.

No more long nights of ramming and jamming and loving each other uncontrollably.

Jan followed him looked in on him.

He was awake, she knew that, but he just needed to sleep. She backed off and went to the kitchen.

Where she sobbed in the sink.

Tragedy happens. Planes crash. Boats sink. People are handed the rawest of deals.

Sometimes people don’t survive. Sometimes they succumb, prove their mortality and need to be buried, or cremated.

These are, not to be harsh, the losers.

Sometimes people do survive. Sometimes they rise above their misfortune. They make better lives, they move on.

Jan was not a loser, even though she had been dealt the most terrible blow. As the days passed she began to come out of the deep funk she was in.

When Rod passed her in the hall she would invariably stop and hug him. She would spend a long minute doing nothing but feeling him. Absorbing him. Wishing for the world to go on.

Rod, unfortunately, was losing.

He had destroyed their future with his silly ‘male-ism.’

Trying to get more jazz. How stupid could he be?

As the days passed his hallway hugs became ever more listless, and he spent a lot of time sleeping, or just sitting.

TV couldn’t distract him.

He wasn’t interested in reading, or doing any of his old hobbies.

All he wanted to do was mope.

Which was killing Jan.

She tried. She fixed him dinner, tried to find interesting programs on the tube, tried to get him interested in his old hobbies.

He used to like running, but no longer.

He used to read voraciously, no more.

He liked to do woodwork. Nope.

It was as if the life had gone out of him with his sperm.

He picked at his food. His eyes took on dark circles.

She talked to the doctor who had worked on him at the hospital.

“He should see a psychiatrist,” was all the doctor could offer.

If he had a few erections left in him he never showed them.

She would cuddle with him at night, hold him, and his penis just lay there. Maybe he could get it up a few times, but that was physical, and his mental state wouldn't let him.

The attitude in the house grew darker and darker. Then, one night Jan lost it.

She was trying to snuggle. She put her hand down to his crotch, to feel what was left of his dick, to fondle it and hopefully to get one of his remaining erections going.

He pushed her away.

She turned away and began to sob.

And sob and sob.

And, finally, he said, “Stop it.”

She turned to him, and her anger started to bubble. It was slow at first, just words, but it escalated quickly.

“Stop it?” she muttered. “You did this. It’s your fault.”

He said nothing, but he did turn and look at her. His eyes were dark and glittering. There was a speck of interest there.

Jan didn’t observe the interest, she was too busy getting her own emotions out.

“How can you just push me away?” Her emotions mounted. “How can you treat me like his! I love you! And you push me away!”

She struck him with her little fist. Like she had done on the way home from the hospital. But now she had had time to build up her emotions, and a lot more poured out of her.

She struck him again. It was a physical manifestation of her turmoil, her anger.

He sat up and stared at her.

She struck him again, and it felt good. It felt wonderful to finally let some of that frustration and aggravation out. It was cathartic. It was a relief.

She hit him again and again and again, and her misery turned to a weird sort of joy.

And again and again.

Until he fell back and started sobbing.

And when she was done he whispered, “Thank you.”

Thank you?

He had thanked her?

He had thanked her for hitting him? For…for punishing him?

And she got it.

He felt guilty. He needed to be punished. And in the dim recesses of her mind she knew that this was a solution.

If she could punish him enough then maybe…maybe…he would stop punishing himself.

Her physical action could supplant his emotional guilt.

She pulled him to her, and she felt his tears sliding off his cheeks and falling on her flesh.

And she felt him, for the first time, smiling.

It wasn't a big smile, but a little curl of the lips, but it was the first emotion he had shown in months!

And his penis was actually wiggling, getting hard!

And Jan held to him and felt the niggle of triumph in her soul.

She was going to save him. And in saving him…she would save herself.

She just knew it!


Part Two

“What’s this?” asked Rod. He was different since Jan had hit him with her fists.

She wasn’t strong enough to hurt him, but the psychological effects were that he started communicating. Not a lot, but…it was a break.

“Lumber.”

He stared at the pile of wood on the driveway. He had come home to find it there, along with a small pile of hardware.

He thought about asking more questions, but couldn’t bring himself to care enough.

“Oh.” He started to walk into the house.

“Come with me.” Jan was terse, and she led the way into the house. On the dining room table a map was laid out.

Then Rod realized it wasn’t a map. It was a bunch of 8 1/2 by 11 sheets of paper stapled together. There were drawings on the papers, and Jan pointed at the papers.

“I want you to make those things.”

Rod didn’t want to think about reading schematics, but Jan had him by the arm and she pushed him so he had to lean over the table.

He blinked, and focused. Read for a second, then looked up at her in surprise. “What is this?”

“Furniture for our new play room.”

“Play room?” He shook his head and tried to move away, but she wouldn’t let him go.

Reluctantly, he focused on the drawings on the sheets of paper.

Plans for furniture all right. But what furniture it was!

A St. Andrews cross. A rack. A spanking bench.

With attachments and modifications.

Drawings of where she wanted the chains set in the walls or in the floor.

The table of paper was covered with these things.

Plans for making the garage into…a dungeon.

It soaked into his gloomy mind what she wanted. Things sparked in his mind. Connections w ere made. She had gotten physical with him the other night.

Not that he didn’t deserve it. Not after what he had done.

He deserved a lot more than to do a bit of woodwork.

But…a dungeon?

“Why?”

She eyed him fiercely. “Because I want you to.”

He nodded in understanding, without really understanding, then wandered away, and it took Jan going after him and leading him out to the garage and putting a hammer in his hand.

He put the hammer down and left, so she brought him back and put a saw in his hand.

He stood, his shoulders bent and not thinking of anything.

She selected the right piece of lumber and handed him a skilsaw.

That was what did it. What big boy doesn’t like power tools?

He didn’t work long that first day. Just a half hour, then he went into the bedroom and lay on the bed. Eyes open and gleaming.

What thoughts were going through his mind she didn’t know, but he was thinking.

Later he would tell her that he was thinking of a gun. That he had held the power drill and thought of drilling into his ear. He even put the drill to his head and listened to the bit whirring an inch from his hearing apparatus.

But he couldn’t go through it, and he couldn’t work any more.

The next day, when she pushed him to the garage he didn’t resist so much. And he worked for a full hour.

As the days passed he worked longer and longer periods of time, and the dungeon began to take shape.

They had a three car garage and only two cars. And one of the cars was a narrow sports car. So the cars took up a garage and a half of room, and the room was a full third of the big space.

He built false walls. Then he ran electricity to points along the wall. He piped water to a wet bat in one corner.

The wet bar looked incongruous in the morning dungeon, but he painted it so it looked like it was made of brick and made it fit right in.

He hung a series of chains from the outer wall, attaching them to the studs.

He drilled a series of holes in the concrete, nasty work, and installed eyebolts.

He set up the lighting so a slider switch could make it gloomy or bright, depending on the dungeon masters preferences.

Then came the furniture.

Jan had gotten instructions off the net, so he followed the instructions, made a few adjustments for various reasons, and built the ‘furniture’ for the room.

The St. Andrew’s cross was easy. Just two thick beams crossed, fixed on a slant to one wall and attached to the floor.

The spanking bench was hard. There were all sorts of surfaces that had to be fitted, sanded, and even padded.

But by now he was working long hours.

He didn’t speak much, but his eyes revealed an interest. A burning interest.

He wanted to see where the dungeon went.

Once the walls were complete and Rod was working on the furniture Jan started ordering things from the net.

Some of it was simple. Handcuffs. Whips. Dildos, that sort of thing.

Some of it was more complex, or at least more expensive.

She ordered a triangle for him to sit in, his neck through a circle at the top of the triangle, his ankles and wrists through circles at the two sides of the bottom.

Then there was the pole on a plate with a dildo on the top of the pole. Once place on the pole one could not get off. They would be forced to stand until the dungeon master, or mistress, decided to let them go.

And there were other ‘toys.’

Rod would stop working whenever Jan entered the dungeon with a new toy. He would watch as she ignored him and placed the toy in a drawer in a big chest, or hung them from the pegboard he had set up.

Sometimes, after she had left, he would examine what she had brought. Picking up a whip, or a butt plug, or whatever, and feeling it, turning it in his hands, examining it…and he imagined the feeling of being subjected to that toy.

Then, his curiosity satisfied, and a strange yearning inside himself building, he would return to work.

Thinking. What will that feel like?

And, will that fix me for what I’ve done?

And he always had a boner after examining the toys.

“It’s done,” Rod stood next to the couch and looked down to where Jan was reading a fashion magazine.

Jan looked up, smiled, and put the magazine aside. She strode out to the third garage, the dungeon, and he followed along.

It was beautiful, if you liked dungeons. The walls were painted a gloomy grey, the lighting was yellowish, the walls were festooned with shiny links.

“Oh, yes,” Jan breathed.

He said, his heart pounding, “Would you like to try it out?”

She turned to him. He was breathing hard now, and his eyes were fixed with a fever within.

“Get on the spanking bench.”

He lay down.

The bench was curved down in the center, and this made his butt rise up. There was a ring for him to rest his head on at the front. It was a perfect fit.

She took a paddle off the pegboard and smacked him on the ass. He jerked, and she said, “Not fully clothed, you idiot!”

He stood up, took off his clothes, and watched her.

His abused penis was smaller than it had been, but it stood up.

He wondered, I’m not supposed to cum. If I cum too much it will stop getting hard.

She fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the bench, then stood back.

And, the truly odd thing: there was no hate here. There was no anger, or rage, or feeling of animosity, or anything like that.

There was just a naked man on a bench who needed something. Who needed to be punished for what he did.

And a woman who needed to punish that man as a form of love, to help him accept what he did and become a functioning human being again.

She walked to the pegboard and looked at all the wonderful toys.

She went to the dresser and took out a small butt plug. Small because she had to start out easy, and she didn’t want to hurt him more than he needed.

She returned to the bench with the plug and a jar of lube.

She pulled up a chair and sat behind him and reamed him with a glob of lube and a finger.

“You’ve been a bad boy,” she whispered, her voice loud in the quiet of the room.

“I know,” and tears began to fall from his eyes.

“But we’ll fix that. We’ll fix you up.”

“Yes. Please.”

She inserted the plug, and he groaned. She lifted it, moved it in a circle, and he groaned.

As far as punishment went, it felt pretty good.

She smacked his ass and he cried out as the paddle struck the base of the plug and drove it sharply into his soft tissues.

She smacked him a good ten times, experimenting with how hard she could strike him. Pretty hard.

And he enjoyed every blow. He squirmed, and he jumped, and he thought about how stupid he had been. Taking all those pills.

His penis was even harder under him when she finished.

She replaced the paddle, unlocked him, and said, “Dinner in a half hour. Sweep this place up and wash off the bench.

She walked out of the dungeon, her mind alive with ideas and possibilities.

Rod stood up gingerly and felt his ass. It was red, and he wouldn’t be sitting down for a while, but…it felt good.

He had made the first step in amends for what he had done to himself.

He felt better. He felt like he had made progress. He couldn’t wait for Jan to spank him again.

Or do whatever she wanted.

He needed that.

Dinner was spaghetti and garlic bread with slices of watermelon for desert.

They ate at the bar separating the kitchen from the dining room, and Rod ate standing up.

Jan chuckled as he shifted his weight. “Hurt much?”

He shook his head. “No.”

Jan poured him a bourbon and Coke. It was the first time he had had anything alcoholic since he had taken the pills, and it went down smoothly.

“You did a wonderful job on that bench.”

“Thank you. The hard part was getting the padding on just right. I had to…”

She listened, and she marveled. He was talking to her again. He was talking as easily as if he had never taken those pills. And he was happy.

But she knew she was going to have to take him out to the dungeon again. And a lot more times.

She could see his excitement as he stood there. He was naked, and his cock bobbed, and…he needed this.

On the following days she used the dungeon wisely.

She never beat him so much that she couldn’t beat him again. He never had downtime because of being unable to continue.

She experimented to see how much he could take, and she never exceeded those limits. She would ‘blister’ his ass, but not so much that she couldn’t spank on that spanking a few hours later.

The days passed, and they used the dungeon every day.

He set up a sound system so she could listen to music while she disciplined him.

She brought out liniment so she could rub his pink ass after she was done with him.

He became more open, more trusting, and as long as she beat him he kept up his good spirits and all was wonderful between them.

Then came what he would call ‘The Day.’

He was naked on the St. Andrew’s cross. Sweating, his back striped, trembling.

She coiled her whip up and hung it up.

“I’m going to leave for a while. I want you in the triangle.”

His eyes went wide. He hated the triangle. When he was in it his neck was bent down, his body was contorted, and…and it stayed that way. No relief. Not a stretch, not a shrug, he was just…there.

“Do we have to?”

“Of course, dear. It’s good for you.”

She laid a small mat on the cement floor, then helped him into the device. When he was secure she patted his cheek, and went into the house to get dressed. She usually beat him while she was without clothes. She liked the feeling of sweat dripping between her breasts, and she loved how he stared other.

He was sotted. He only had a few cums left, and she wasn’t about to let him have any. She wanted that dick hard; she didn’t want a limp piece of noodle. Even if she wasn’t going to use it, she wanted it hard.

She walked back into the house, stepped into the shower and soaped and rinsed, then began dressing to go to the store.

Except…she stopped and looked at the dresser drawer.

She went to it and got out her vibrator.

She didn’t use it much. It tended to make her horny. A good cum and she wanted another one, and she had no dick to finally and totally relieve herself.

But…he was in the triangle, and she got an evil thought.

Still naked, but now smelling fresh and sexy, she walked back out to the garage.

He stared up at her from his bent position. He was sweating from being contorted, and he hated it. He was about to hate it a lot more, and that, of course, would make him love it all the more.

She pulled up a chair in front of him. She sat down and spread her legs.

He stared at her bush. It wasn’t a big bush for she kept it trimmed, and he could see the moist flaps of her labia.

She spread the labia and explored her slit with her vibrator.

“Oh, God,” she grunted, and she flicked the vibrator on.

Rod’s mouth was open and he stared as she massaged her pussy with the tool.

She was dripping, literally dripping, and she vibrated herself to a thunderous orgasm.

Then she smiled, got up, and went back for another shower, and then out to go shopping.

An hour later she returned home.

He was shaking, and his dick was very, very hard.

She let him loose and he fell over and shook and sobbed.

And thanked her.

That night he was about as free as she had ever seen him. He was in high spirits, even higher than before he had taken the pills.

She realized that what she was doing was breaking him open, getting more of him out than either had suspected was in.

And that set the trend for more and more exploration.

“I’m going to go to the store and get some underwear,” she said.

He was stuck on the dick on a pole. He couldn’t move, all he could do was stand there and tremble.

And she got an idea.

She went to her closet and got out a pair of high heels. They were too large for her, but they would fit him perfectly.

She took them out to the garage and placed the heels on the floor next to his feet. She stood back and measured him with her eyes. The height was right, but…could he take it?

But she knew him, and of course he could.

His hands were cuffed to a leather belt around his waist. She let one hand loose so he could balance himself, then she slipped one of the shoes onto his foot, then the other. then she locked his hand to the belt again. Finally, she adjusted the pole, made it longer to account for his increase in height.

Rod was beautiful. He stood, his back slightly arched, his eyes filming over with pleasure, and his cock was straight out in front of him.

She touched it, and he groaned.

“Can you handle this?”

He nodded.

So she headed out for the mall.

She thought of him standing straight and tall, locked in place, and she giggled.

She sauntered into Victoria’s Secret and began picking out dainty underthings. And…she had an idea. And it was a doozy.

She released him from the pole dick, and he collapsed on the floor. His legs were spasming and he cried for the pleasure of the pain.

She used a wash cloth and soothed him, wiped the sweat off him.

“Better take a shower before dinner, honey.”

He nodded.

“And I’ve laid out your new underwear on the bed.”

He looked up her, and gulped.

He examined the underwear when he went for his shower. It was pink, tight stretch panties, and a matching bra. The bra was more of a training bra, as he didn’t have tits.

And nylons and a garter belt.

And there were other items waiting for him.

A peignoir, a corset, more heels.

He fingered the things, and he felt his heart opening up in a manner so broad he was shocked. It felt like his chest was cracking open and goodness was pouring out of him.

Finally…finally he was making amends sufficient to his crime.

He was a man who had stolen his own manhood, and now he would show it. Female underwear would be his badge of courage, his scarlet A, his way of making up to his wife for what he had done to himself…and to her.

Rod walked into the kitchen and Jan gasped. She had tumbled to the idea of making him wear lingerie as a way to punish him, but she knew, immediately, that this was more than that.

She could feel heat running through her nerves, warming up her pussy, and making her downright woozy.

He was hot!

But he was unfinished.

They sat down and ate. Ribs and potatoes and a slice of cantaloupe. She ate delicately and observed Rod in his finery.

Lord, why had he had to go lose dick function?

Oh, she could screw him, but that would only get her a couple of screws, and then he would be done, and she wouldn’t be able to see him walking around with that big, hard dick.

So she couldn’t screw him. But…she needed a screw. A good one. One that pinioned her to a wall and slammed her ass against eh doorknob.

Rod smiled and ate. She had made him sit down and his ass hurt, but that was okay. It was all part of his amends for ruining himself.

“After dinner I want you to get undressed, use my Nair, then report to the dining room.”

“Oh. Okay. Did I do something wrong?”

“Of course you did,” she admonished.

He hadn’t done anything wrong, except what he had done to himself.

They finished eating, he did the dishes, then went to rid himself of unsightly hair.

When he returned she caught her breath all over again. He hadn’t been getting much sun, and he was pale, and gorgeous, and his limbs were sleek and smooth without the hair.

She sat him down, and he grimaced when his butt hit the chair, and she began prepping his finger nails.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she muttered abstractly. Then she looked up at him wit a twisted smile. “We need to polish your nails.”

“But…I don’t—“

“Shush. I’m just going to give you a clear coat, protect your nails. We’ll leave the bright red for another day.”

“Oh.”

She worked on his nails, and they were typically male and needed a lot of work. Finally, she gave him short nails, just beyond his own nails, and gave them a natural polish.

One could see they were fakes, but only if they paid attention. He would be able to go out in public, but…he was hers.

She looked at his hands for a long minute, then up at him. He was nervous. The lingerie was one thing, but nails were actually cosmetics, and that was a whole new world.

She reached forward and pinched his cheeks between the fingers of one hand.

His eyes took on a fluttery look as she painted his lips bright red. When she was done, when his mouth looked full and plump and red, she let go and smiled.

He was a study of confusion, trying to look downwards enough to see his own lips.

Ah, yes. Cosmetics. That did the trick.

“Out to the garage with you.”

He scampered on his high heels, his butt moving back and forth on the high heels, and she listened to the tapping of his feet through the kitchen and into the garage.

She smiled and followed him.

That was a special night. He was extra self aware, and embarrassed, and she put him face down on the rack, plugged him up and striped him thoroughly.

Beneath the rack, poking through the criss cross of the thick ropes, his cock was pointing towards the center of the earth.

She loved it. She was not whipping a man now. She was punishing a woman, and it was…sublime.

This was all the girls she had envied, all the women who had snubbed her or otherwise mistreated her.

She orgasmed. A big one, right in the middle of whipping him.

She staggered, fell to her knees and held her pussy and groaned.

He looked at her, sweaty and crying and loving every minute. “Jan?”

She shook her head. She was on all fours, her breasts hanging, her hair hanging, and she had an idea.

She climbed to her feet and moved across the dungeon. She selected a strap on and buckled it on.

She had never taken him in this manner, and now, he was so hot, and she was so sexed up, she had to.

She released him from the rack and pushed him towards the spanking bench.

He moved, and stared down at her groin and a strange combination of fear and fascination.

“Are you…you aren’t…”

“I am. Now take out that plug and lay down.”

A strange excitement gripping him, his heart pounding madly, he removed his anal stopper and lay down.

In spite of her heat and the excitement, she managed to take him slowly, even tenderly, and shortly they were moaning.

Him split apart and in wonder at what was happening to him.

And he knew that this was what he deserved.

And she came again. She wasn’t even touching herself, but the thought of taking him was so incredible…and she lay on him, listened to him labor for breath, and she whispered into his ear.

“I need a dick.”

He knew what she meant, but he tried. “I can put on the strap on.”

“No. That would put you back in charge, and that’s not going to happen. I like being on top, and I like you on the bottom. I’m not going to risk that. No. I’m going to tie you up and go have a date.”

His dong hung under him, and he could hardly stand it. He was faint, but he managed to ask, “When?”

“Next week.”

And so it was settled.


Epilogue

Rod was on the pole dick in his high heels. He was wearing a corset and his cock stuck out. He was wearing a bra, make up, and thinking about what Jan had told him.

“I want you to get breast implants.”

The idea thrilled him.

And scared him.

He was transitioning. He was being used as a woman. Was he going to end up a woman?

It was appropriate, he realized. He had robbed himself of his own manhood, and what was left?

What was left was to give Jan what she wanted, and if she wanted him to have tits…then he should get tits.

He sighed with the wonderful pain he was going through.

His calves were aching and starting to spasm.

It was dark with the sleeping mask on, and darkness seemed to accentuate his pain. He had no world to look at, and all he could do was feel the pain.

Wonderful, wonderful pain. Pain that gave meaning to his life.

He had a penis gag in his mouth. It had taken a while to get used to having his mouth plugged up like that.

His nipples had clips on them, and that made everything even more unbearable.

He heard the door open, the footsteps. Two sets of footsteps. High heels and…loafers?

“Hi, honey, how are you doing?”

“Pretty good.”

“This is Ted. Say hi, Ted.”

“Uh, hi.”

The voice sounded like it was from a point in space six inches taller than Rod. It also sounded deep, virile.

“Hi, Ted,” Rod whispered.

“His cock looks normal,” said Ted.

“Believe me, it’s not. It is purely for show now. But we’re not here for Rod’s cock. We’re here for yours. Rod, Ted has the most magnificent penis. It’s eight inches, much thicker than yours was.”

“Oh, uh…good. I hope you have fun.”

“We will. And, Rod?”

“Yes?”

Remember what I told you? The last time?”

“What was that?”

“I might let you clean me out afterwards. Would you like that?”

“Certainly, dear, if that’s what you want.”

“Oh, I do. See you in a couple of hours, honey.”

Rod heard the sound of the shoes retreating across the dungeon, then the soft closing of a door.

He was alone, in the dark, and it hurt so good.

END
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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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