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A Note from the Author!

Hi kids!

We have some petticoat punishment for you, a man whose fetish leads him down the pink path, and lots of other stuff.

Of particular interest is ‘The War for Feminization.’ This is the first story in my next book.

If you’ve been following us for a while you know what I’m doing. I can’t afford to take the time off for a big book, so I write it as a series first.

So in a way it’s a story, in a way it’s a teaser, it lets you know if you’re going to be interested in an upcoming series, which will likely end up a book, and it’s all hot and good.

EXCEPT, The War for Feminization will make the fifth book in what I will call ‘The Broken Man’ series.

My bestie, Alyce, started the Broken Man series with ‘Monastery of Broken Men. After two books she graciously allowed me to take my hand at it, and with this latest book we’ll not only be combining her work with mine, but her ‘Amazon’ novels with my ‘Silithia’ novels.

A five novel series that is hot and sexy, and yet travels through incredible plots of gynarchy, mysticism and pure adventure.

So stay tuned, keep watching the skies, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Johnny was a Girl!

The school thought Feminization was punishment!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hi, Johnny.”

Debby Pearson was the cutest girl in school. She had long, blonde, wavy hair, blue eyes, and a chest that arrived before she did. Every boy in school was erect for her.

“Hey, Debby.” Johnny Peterson was well liked, but he thought she was always out of his class.

Sam Federson stuck out his foot and Johnny tripped right over it. He was up quick and punched Sam right in the nose. It was a beaut of a punch, and Sam’s nose was flattened out and sprayed blood.

Sam said a dirty word and put a hand to his nose. When he saw the blood he rushed at Johnny. The two boys were evenly matched, and each got a black eye and Johnny got his bloody nose. Then Mr. Henderson, the PE teacher, grabbed them both by the back of the collars and pulled them apart.

“All right, you two. Break it up.” He walked them up the corridor to the principal’s office, and the thirty or so students stood and stared.

The principal’s office was a grey green affair. Textbooks on a bookshelf, a file cabinet, a standard metal desk and four chairs. Johnny and Sam sat in the chairs and didn’t look at each other.

Principal Green walked into the office and glared at them, then sat down.

“Fighting again, eh?” she growled.

She didn’t ask them anything, didn’t ask who started it, just picked up the phone and dialed numbers. When she was done talking she focused on the two boys. “Your mothers will be along shortly.”

Then they all sat there. Johnny and Sam not saying a word, Principal Green reading a newsletter.

When Sam’s mother arrived Johnny was told to step outside. Shortly after that Johnny’s mother arrived, gave him a dour look, and sat next to him in the outer office.

“What did you do now?”

“Sam tripped me, and we got in a fight.”

His mother shook her head. She was a handsome woman, divorced, and a little tired of Johnny’s antics.

“You got in a fight right before Christmas. And the police picked you up during the summer. You’re a senior. You’re 18 years old. When are you going to grow up.”

It wasn’t a question that Johnny could answer, and he hung his head and stared at the tile floor.

At that moment the principal’s door opened and Sam and his mother came out. Sam looked totally crushed. Johnny had never seen anybody so beaten down, and he started to worry.

Johnny’s mother apologized to Sam’s mother, and said she would call her, then Johnny and his mother entered the principal’s office.

“Sorry to have to call you, Mrs. Peterson, but this is the second fight Johnny’s been in this year.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Green.”

“Also, his grades have been a bit down.”

“I know.”

Johnny sat in the chair next to his mother and listened to all the bad things he was doing. By the time the meeting was half done he was feeling lower than a snake’s belly.

But the last few minutes, when Mrs. Green offered a solution to Johnny’s situation, Johnny felt even lower.

“There is a practice used to correct boy’s having Johnny’s type of behavior. It is called Petticoat Punishment.”

“I think I’ve heard of that.”

“It is when the male child is made to dress like a girl. This seems to cure the male of over aggressive tendencies.”

“Yes! I read an article on that in the newspaper last summer.”

“It used to be quite common, but fell out of practice over the years. Now there is a movement to put petticoat discipline back into practice.

“And you think Johnny would benefit from this practice?”

“I do.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress,” Johnny muttered. It was the first thing he had said, and he immediately felt the angry eyes of the two women focused on him.

His mother: “You’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll go to live with your father.”

That frightened Johnny more than anything. His father had become a drunk and very abusive before Johnny’s mother divorced him.

“You wouldn’t!” He looked at his mother in dismay.

“I would.”

Mrs. Green added. “Sam’s mother has already agreed to the program.”

Johnny stared at the principal.

Johnny’s mother said, “Then we’ll agree to it, too.”

Johnny turned a ghastly shade of white.

Mrs. Green turned to him. “Excellent. Johnny, this is the weekend coming up. And on Monday morning you will report to school in the official petticoat discipline uniform.”

She swiveled, grabbed a folder, and turned back to them. She opened the folder and laid out the pictures.

The pictures showed a boy in a green skirt and a white blouse. There was a sweater for cold weather, and the shoes were something called ‘Mary Janes.’

Johnny stood up and stared down at the sheets of paper.

“Furthermore, you will be required to wear underwear as shown here,” she pointed to a page where a boy was wearing bloomers, “and a brassiere.” On the opposite page was a boy wearing a sturdy brassiere.

Johnny felt faint. He couldn’t wear this type of clothing! He couldn’t!

Since you wear your hair long you will be required to wear a barrette to keep it orderly.

“Now, I want to caution you. If you continue to break the rules you will be put in a special petticoat class. Furthermore, your uniform may change according to your behavior.”

“Change how?” asked Johnny’s mother.

“He will be required to wear high heels. If he continues his behavior he will have to wear make up. And there are methods beyond these simple escalations.”

Johnny’s mother smiled. “If this doesn’t do it nothing will.”

Both ladies smiling happily, then Johny and his mother left the principal’s office.

“Mom, you can’t go along with this. I’ll be the laughing stock of school. Kids will pick on me!”

“You should have thought of that before you decided to punch Sam’s face. And if other children are making fun of you then you will learn to turn the other cheek and ignore them. Something you should have been doing all along.

Saying that, she turned on Main St. and headed for a clothing store. Telling Johnny to follow her, she entered the store and walked to the back where all the school uniforms were located.

“Hello, Mr. Johnson. We’d like a uniform for Johnny.”

“I see. Which school are you transferring to?”

“We’ll be staying at Femwood High.”

Mr. Johnson pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Oh, yes. I heard they were going back to uniforms.”

“This is a special uniform. They are putting petticoat discipline back in, and Johnny needs the appropriate uniform.

Mr. Johnson smiled. “Oh, yes. The school board notified me about that. I sure am glad they didn’t have that when I was going to school.”

“Children weren’t so misbehaved when you were a child.”

Mr. Johnson smiled and brought out a green dress and a white blouse. He measured Johnny to make sure the fit was right, and said, “You can get the underwear and shoes up front. Just tell Thelma.”

Johnny’s mother thanked him and walked to the front of the store. “Hi, Thelma. We need underwear and Mary Janes for Johnny.”

“Petticoat punishment, eh? Well, you must have really messed up, Johnny. I didn’t think the school board was really going to do this.

The matronly woman put the underwear and shoes in a bag and rang up all the purchases. Johnny toted the bags and his mother thanked Thelma and walked out of the store.

Johnny crossed the sidewalk to the store and felt than the bottom of a coal mine. He was going to be wearing girl’s clothes. How was he going to live with this?

At home Johnny’s mother told him to go upstairs and try on the clothes.

There was no fighting her commanding attitude, and Johnny slunk upstairs into his room. He opened the bags and took out the garments and  glared at them.

Toot de da toot!

He looked at his cell phone. He didn’t feel like answering it, then he noticed the number. It was Sam.

Sam wasn’t exactly a close friend, but he had known him for years. They had had run ins before, but this afternoon they had really screwed up.

“Hey,” he said.

“Oh, man. Are they dinging you with this petticoat thing?”

“Dude! I have to try on a dress! Like, right now!”

“We have to do something. I wear a dress and my rep is ruined.”

“Let’s apologize to our mothers and throw ourselves on their mercy.”

“Right. I guess we have to.”

“How do you want to work this?”

“I’ll come over as soon as I can. Then you can come to my house.”

“Sounds good.”

Johnny hung up the phone and turned to the outfit he was supposed to wear.

He stripped down and put on the bloomers. They were silly; they were too big and fluffy, and he looked ridiculous.

But, ridiculous or not, he put on the bra, and now he really felt bad.

His chest looked…feminine! He didn’t have boobs, but…he looked like a girl!

He hoped that the pleated skirt and blouse would disguise him, but they made it worse. The bra could be seen through the blouse, and if he wasn’t careful his bloomers could be seen under the skirt.

Finally, he pulled on the short, white socks with the fringe at the top, then stepped into the Mary Janes.

He looked in the mirror, and he looked so stupid he couldn’t believe it.

“Johnny?”

“Yes, mother.”

“Come down here now. Show me.”

Johnny went out to the hallway and looked over the bannister. “See? Can I take it off now?”

Johnny’s mother smiled. “That looks cute. Come down where I can see you better.”

His head down, his shoulders slumped, Johnny descended the stairs. He reached the bottom and stepped into the living room.

His mother was waiting, and she came to him and adjusted his clothes. She straightened the blouse, turned the skirt slightly on his waist,  and even turned one of his bra straps the right way.

“I can’t do this, mom.” he whined.

DING DONG!

Johnny looked around for a place to run to, but his mother grabbed his ear and held it. “You stay right here, young man. Or else!”

She left him for a moment, then returned to the living room. Sam was following her.

Sam was wearing regular clothes, and he looked at Johnny and was stunned. Johnny looked like a girl, and the embarrassment made his cheeks look like they had rouge on them.

Johnny’s eyes grew wide, and that was a moment when he would having willingly run from his sometimes opponent.

Sam didn’t say a word, though. He just stepped over next tot he Johnny and turned to his mother.

“Mrs. Peterson, we wanted to apologize. We screwed up and we’ll never get in a fight again. Word of honor…I promise.”

Johnny spoke up. “That goes double for me, Mom. We’re sorry. Isn’t there anything we can do to get this punishment lifted?”

“It’s really going to hurt us if we show up at school like this.”

Johnny’s mother had no expression on her face. She said, “It’s nice to see you take responsibility. I assume you’re going to go over to Sam’s house and apologize to his mother?”

“Yes, ma’am. And we’ll apologize to anybody at school. Only, please…please don’t make us do this.”

“Well, you should go talk to Sam’s mother, and then I’ll talk to her and we’ll make a decision.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Johnny changed quickly, and the two boys headed out the door for Sam’s house.

At Sam’s house Mrs. Federson listened, eyed them balefully, then picked up the phone.

“Hello, Marge…yes, they’re standing in front of me. What do you think?…Yes. I agree…I’ll tell them.”

Mrs. Federson hung up the phone, had a slight smile on her face, and turned to the boys.

“I thank you, boys, for the apology. It is a step in the right direction. However, considering how long you characters have been carrying on with your shenanigans…the punishment stands.”

“But, Mom!….”

Mrs. Federson lowered her eyes and looked over the top of her glasses at her son. Her voice, when she spoke, after his burbling and whining, was colder than ice cubes at the north pole.

“The punishment stands!”

A few minutes later Johnny walked into his own house. His face had a hang dog expression as he walked past his mother and up the stairs.

Monday morning came and Johnny walked out the front door.

He wore his green skirt, and kept pushing the waist down so it would hang lower. His legs were cold and he was afraid everybody could see under his skirt. It turned out that Mr. Johnson, at the clothing store, had given Johnny a skirt that was a little short.

Or perhaps, old men having a wicked sense of humor, he had given Johnny the short skirt on purpose.

Johnny’s blouse was also a little tight. He hadn’t noticed when he had initially tried on his clothes for his mother because he had been so embarrassed and anxious to take the clothes off.

Now, however, walking down the street in the bright sunshine, he felt the tightness. And he realized that the tightness made his bra very visible. In fact, it made his bra stand out and emphasized his femininity.

Oddly, the shoes were sort of comfortable. They weren’t as comfortable as his dirty sneakers, but…they were okay. The only problem was that the clothing store lady had given him shoes with built in ‘taps.’

Taps are the little arcs of metal nailed to the heel and toe of shoes to make them click. They were supposed to be rubber, to make the shoe sole last longer, the metal was for people who tap danced. Whatever, he tried to put his feet down softly, but it was unavoidable that he often made loud clicking noises.

His mother had insisted on brushing his hair, giving it a little flair at the bottom, and placing a red barrette on top.

Johnny was dying of humiliation just walking down the street. Then he heard approaching footsteps from around the corner. Sh…click…click…sh…sh…

It was Sam, and he had on the same outfit, and was wearing the same tap attachments on his Mary Janes.

The two boys faced each other, their faces, which were red, suddenly turned ashen.

“They gave you the loud shoes, too,” Johnny muttered.

“I heard him call the school to check on the uniforms. I think Mrs. Green told him to.”

The boys walked sullenly along the sidewalk. It was a beautiful day, except in their minds.

As they approached school they encountered other kids, and the looks they got…

Their faces turned redder and redder.

When they turned onto the school grounds their friends clustered around them, and Johnny felt like his face was going to bust from all the blood coursing through it.

“Oh, man,” giggled one of the girls. “You guys are cute.”

One of their male friends shook his head and said, “I’d never let them dress me like that.”

Johnny and Sam looked at each other, and it was obvious they wanted to punch somebody in the face.

But Johnny’s mother had threatened to send him off to live with his father, and Sam’s mother must have held something equally devious over his head.

The school bell rang, and Johnny filed into his first class. It was Mrs. Welch, a strict disciplinarian, and never a friend of a student.

Johnny walked past her to his desk and sat down. He had to pull his skirt down again. He needed a longer skirt!

“Well, well,” Mrs. Welch drawled, eying Johnny. “It looks like we have a new student.”

The class snickered, and Johnny looked down at his desk. His eyes filled with moisture. He had never felt so isolated and alone in his life.

“And how are you today, ‘Mrs.’ Peterson?’ Or should I call you ‘Janey.’

Johnny looked up, then quickly down. His teacher had had it in for him for a long time, and now she was giving it to him both barrels.

“That’s a lovely outfit you’re wearing, Janey.”

Now the class was outright laughing.

“And, class, please make sure you treat Janey respectfully. I’ll be watching to make sure.”

“Mrs. Welch,” asked one of the boys.

“Yes, Tom?”

“Is he going to be using the girl’s bathroom?”

More laughter. A tear dropped from Johnny’s eyes.

“Oh, my, I hadn’t thought about that. Janey will be using the little boys room.”

And so the humiliation went. Class after class the teachers belittled Johnny. Walking from class to class the other kids snickered and made room for him. It was a walk of shame of unimaginable proportions.

In fact, his only friend turned out to be Sam. They stood together, all by themselves, at breaks and lunch, and commiserated with each other.

“Wait until I get Tom alone,” Johnny made a knuckle sandwich and held it up.

“Better not,” cautioned Sam. “You don’t want things to go further.”

“How long are they going to do this to us?”

“I heard Mr. Sams say he thought we should have to wear this stuff for the rest of high school.”

“Oh, God!”

The bell rang and the two boys went disconsolately back to their mortification.

And then something happened.

It was last period, and Johnny was in PE, and it was his turn to receive ridiculing from Mr. Henderson.

Mr. Henderson was the bullying kind. He liked to make his points by making fun of the students, and when Johnny stood in place out in the school yard Mr. Henderson went to work.

Sneering, the older man walked around him and made comments about how pretty Johnny was, what a fine young lady he would make one day.

Johnny had been up and down all day, mostly down, but this was the worst. There was something about a man making fun of him, saying words like sissy, and laughing at him. He started to cry. Tears dropped from his eyes, and suddenly the other students were silent.

None of them liked Mr. Henderson, and Johnny, though he had been the butt of jokes, was well liked. He was one of their own, and to see him breaking down like this…it wasn’t fair.

Mr. Henderson didn’t notice. Or, if he did, he just redoubled his efforts to make fun of Johnny.

“All, kids,” he finally yelled. “Girls to the right and boys to the left.”

When Johnny went to the left Mr Henderson yelled out, “To the right Janey! You’re a girl now.”

It was a simple kicking drill, the boys went with Mr. Henderson, and the girls went with Mr. Sams. Mr. Sams was a younger coach, and he took pity on Johnny.

“Okay, girls, line up.”

The class lined up and started kicking the ball back and forth. Mr. Sams took note of how crushed Johnny was. He came over and said, “It’s okay, Johnny. All things pass.” Then he looked over to one of the girls. “Debby, why don’t you walk to the fence and back with Johnny. Help him recover.”

Johnny, sniffling and dripping, didn’t even notice that it was the most beautiful girl in school, Debby Pearson. When she took his hand, however, he finally noticed.

“I’m sorry we all laughed, Johnny.” She shopped and used the cuff of her shirt to wipe his eyes. “I mean, it was all sort of funny, but when we saw that your feelings were getting hurt…well, it was pretty mean of Mr. Henderson.”

“Th…thanks.”

“Come on. Let’s walk, and…is it so bad wearing a dress?”

She held his hand and he muttered, “Yes.”

“Why? Girls like to wear dresses. It’s like wearing shorts, but much freer. Don’t you experience a sort of freedom with your legs all unrestricted?”

“I’m embarrassed because…because I…the skirt is too short and people can see my underpants.”

“They did make you wear those silly bloomers. Why don’t you wear better underwear? They won’t be so visible.”

“What?” he looked at her.

“Sure. That’s something girls learn quickly. If your underwear is visible, make sure it is clean and pretty.”

“Pretty?”

She giggled. “Don’t be an echo.”

“Sorry.” He was chagrined, but for the first time that day he was coming out of himself. “What kind of underwear should I wear?”

“Well, the color should match what you’re wearing now, but there are high cut sides, and thongs, and…” Debby went on and on, and by the time she and Johnny were back to the group he was thinking.

His thinking, however, was interrupted by more ridicule by Mr. Henderson.

“Okay, class. Let’s have a little game of soccer! Janey, you’re on the girls’ side.”

The boys and girls faced off and the game started.

Usually the boys won these games. They were bigger and stronger, but this time the girls picked up a quick lead…because of Johnny. Time after time he would cut in on the boys and launch a rocket back down the field.

The boys woke up to this and started double and even triple teaming Johnny, but this just availed the girls of more opportunities.

The game see sawed back and forth, but as they approached the end of the contest the girls took a lead. Having Johnny on their team, not being the total underdogs for a change, they gained in confidence, and they started sailing a few rockets of their own.

Finally, just a few seconds left to play, the girls sent the ball to Johnny. Johnny dribbled the ball with his feet, angled out to the sideline, and suddenly flew through the air. He landed on his face and slid through a muddy patch on the sidelines. Mud coated his face and the front of his skirt and blouse.

The guys whooped and ran the ball downfield to a goal and the win.

“Foul!” yelled the girls. “Chuck ran into Johnny on purpose!”

Johnny stood up, he was covered with mud, and Chuck Simpson stood there laughing.

“You did that on purpose!”

“What are you going to do about it you…you big sissy!”

Johnny punched Chuck in the face and Chuck went down in the mud.

Mr. Henderson, a mean grin on his pudgy face, swaggered up. “What’s all this about.”

Chuck, a bully cut from the same cloth as Mr. Henderson, stood up and whined, “Janey hit me! You saw him!”

The girls crowded around.

“Chuck pushed Johnny!”

“Chuck started it!”

Mr. Henderson, a twisted grin on his face, looked at Johnny. “Chuck pushed Janey, eh?”

Everybody went silent. Even Chuck, who expected to be bombed on.

“Well, maybe Janey should learn how to play the game a little better.”

The girls were fit to be tied. Voices rose up in complaint.

WEEEEEE! Mr. Henderson blew his whistle. He didn’t like being opposed. “Janey, head to the front office. The rest of you—“ Whatever he was going to say to the rest of them was interrupted by the final bell.

Mr. Henderson turned to Johnny. “I’ll take you myself. Come along.”

The whole class stared in amazement and outrage as Johnny and the big coach walked towards the office.

“Well, well. I didn’t expect to see you so soon,” Principal Green mused, a look of distaste on her face. “What’s the problem, Coach?”

“Fighting. Causing a disturbance. General refusal to follow the rules and get along.”

Johnny stared at the big man and his mouth dropped. He turned to the Principal. “That’s a lie!”

The Principal grunted. “So you weren’t fighting?”

“I hit Chuck, but only after he pushed me into the mud. But all the rest of it…that’s a lie?”

“Coach?”

Henderson shrugged. “His attitude speaks for him.”

Principal Green nodded. “Once a troublemaker always a troublemaker., I always say. Okay, Johnny. Tomorrow you will wear a pink skirt.”

Johnny was having trouble breathing. He gasped. He clutched the corner of Principal Green’s desk. “You…can’t…no!”

“You want more?” She dared him.

“I…I…you can’t…”

“Lipstick.”

Coach Henderson made a sound as he suppressed laughter.

“Now, back to your duties, Coach. Johnny…”

“He’s called Janey now.”

Principal Green regarded Henderson for a moment, then nodded. “I like that. Janey, go sit in the office and I’ll call your mother and apprise her of the changes. No. You’d better head for the restroom. Clean yourself up. Report back here.”

Johnny walked into the boys room and felt like he had been stepped on. The boys in the restroom stared at him, and there was an uncomfortable silence.

Johnny walked to a wash basin and began rinsing the mud off himself.

Now he didn’t care. Now he was destroyed. He stepped out of his skirt and lightly rinsed it, tried to get it clean. He held the skirt under the air drier for a couple of minutes. Boys entered the room, glanced at Johnny and left him alone. They stared at his bloomers and averted their gaze.

Johnny put his skirt back on, took off his blouse and washed it, then held it under the drier.

Then Chuck Simpson entered the bathroom.

He stopped and stared at Johnny.

Johnny looked to the side and saw him. “Come for another shot? Gonna kick me while I’m down?”

The utter despair in Johnny’s voice was too much.

Chuck said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think. I did’t realize…”

“That I’m nothing but a sissy? That’s okay. Tomorrow I’ll be in pink, and Mrs. Green is going to make me wear pink lipstick.”

The bathroom was deathly silent.

“I heard. Coach Henderson told everybody. The fat fuck is laughing about it.”

“Well, now you can, too.”

Chuck stood for a long second, then: “I’m not laughing. I thought it was funny to knock you down. You know me, I like to do things like that. Maybe…maybe I’m even some kind of bully. But…what they’re doing to you…it isn’t fair.”

Johnny put his blouse back on. For a long moment he didn’t look at Chuck, then, “Okay. It’s okay.” And he walked out of the restroom.

When Johnny got back to the office his mother was there. She did not look happy. “Two days in a row? Johnny? Are you serious?”

He just hung his head.

“Well, young man, we can make it as bad as you want it.”

“We’re actually calling him Janey now, Mrs. Peterson.”

“Janey. I like it. I’ll call him that, too. How about it, Janey? Should we change your birth certificate? Maybe you’d like to tell your father of your new name? I’m sure he’d be happy to call you Janey.”

Once again Johnny’s eyes welled up with moisture. But the principal and his mother didn’t care. They were determined to squash the aggression out of him.

“Well, come along. Let’s get you your new outfit.”

“Make sure you get him some lipstick, he’ll be expected to keep his lips pink all day.”

Back to the clothes store.

Mr. Johnson smiled happily. Johnny’s humiliation was the sound of a cash register to him.

“Could you make it not so short?” Johnny managed to ask.

Mr. Johnson grunted something, put skirt and blouse in a bag and handed them to Johnny’s mother. He smiled. She smiled.

Johnny felt like dying.

At home Johnny had to try on the clothes for his mother. He came downstairs. His skirt was bright pink, and Mr. Johnson had made it even shorter!

Then Mrs. Peterson stepped over to Johnny, held up a tube of lipstick and twisted the base.

Johnny stood, shamed, and she painted his lips.

It tasted funny. Sort of waxy. And it made him very aware of his lips.

“Go look in a mirror and remind yourself from here on out…if you don’t behave yourself it’s only going to get worse.”

His eyes near leaking once again, Johnny went upstairs and looked in the mirror. He stared at himself. The skirt being tighter it stuck out to the side more and made his hips look larger. 

And his lips, they were not just pink, they were a moist, bright pink. They looked slick.

He was really starting to look more feminine.

He cried himself to sleep that night, but he needn’t have. He would be given a solution for his problems the next day, and it would be a good solution.


PART TWO

Johnny walked to school the next day.

Sam met him, looked at him, but shook his head and didn’t say a word. Sam was still in his green skirt.

At the entry to school Debby was waiting, along with several other girls. Debby held his hand and they all walked him to class. Johnny didn’t say much, but the girls did all the talking and didn’t seem to mind.

At first period class Debby kissed his cheek and said, “Don’t worry, Johnny. The girls and I have been talking, and I think we might be able to help you.”

“Really?”

“Really. So just go to your classes and we’ll meet after school. Okay?”

Johnny nodded, then went into class.

Once again he was made fun of. Mrs. Welch teased him for wearing pink, but the class only chuckled. The laughs were disappearing.

In an odd reversal the kids in school were realizing that Johnny was one of them, and that the teachers were being cruel.

The next class was much the same.

At break several girls hung out with Johnny. They giggled and laughed, but now they included him, didn’t treat him meanly.

A few of the guys came over and hung out, and they looked at Johnny almost enviously. After all, he was getting all the girls. More than that, Debby Pearson, the hottest girl in school, was holding his hand and standing pretty darn close to him. Any closer and she’d be on the other side.

More classes. More teasing, less laughter, and the teachers started noticing it.

Mrs. Green, in particular, was pretty grim lipped. She didn’t want Johnny to be a hero, to be a representative of the students’ resentment of teachers. She wanted him to feel the heat, to be so embarrassed he would fall in line forever.

Still, the program was in motion, and there wasn’t much she could do to derail it at this point.

Lunchtime, and Johnny started to feel it. Nobody was laughing. They were coming up and asking how he was doing, and…it was all changing. Slowly but surely, the student body was coming around to support him.

After school found almost the whole student body walking Johnny across the yard to the exit.

Guys, slapped his back, gently because he was now a ‘girl,’ and the girls all hugged him. Then, at the far end of the yard, just before the gate leading to the outside world, the students held their meeting.

“Johnny, we, the girls and I, decided to make you an honorary girl.”

Johnny’s mouth opened. “What?”

There were a few giggles at his surprise, but no meanness.

“The school wants to shame and embarrass you, but we girls stick together. So we, the girls, are going to help you fight back. We are going to do this by helping you be a real girl.”

On the outskirts of the crowd the boys listened, and they were amazed, and a few of them began to experience jealousy. They wanted the attention and love that Johnny was getting!

“So, before school tomorrow we’re going to show up at your house and we’re going to dress you up all the way. And when the teachers make fun of you tomorrow…they’ll be making fun of all of us. Okay?”

Johnny found himself nodding. He was befuddled, didn’t know what to think, wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but one thing he did know: everybody was on his side.

From across the yard, behind the windows of the school the teachers watched. What were these devilish students hatching now? Whatever it was, it didn’t bode well for the school.

The next morning Marge Peterson was awakened by a knocking on the front door. Stumbling downstairs in her bathrobe, she opened the door to discover half a dozen girls waiting.

“What?”

They greeted her and pushed into the house.

“We’re here for Johnny, Mr.s Peterson.”

Mrs. Peterson, stunned, stepped back.

It was like a home invasion, except that it wasn’t. A home invasion is swarthy thugs wearing face masks and holding guns. These were pretty girls holding…girl things. Nylons. Heels. Make up. What the heck?

The girls hustled up the stairs and barged into Johnny’s room.

Johnny had a habit of sleeping naked, and suddenly a half a dozen girls invaded his sanctum.

“What? What?” He sat up and held his blanket in front of his nude body. Then he remembered, the girls had told him they would be arriving early. And he had slept naked!

But the girls didn’t mind. They pulled the blankets off Johnny and laughed at his attempts to cover himself.

“Nice, Johnny,” Shiela Warren sat down next to him, lifted one foot and began painting his toenails. Fran Jefferson sat on the other side of him painting his other toenails, and they both discussed his manhood.

“He’s pretty good sized.”

“Not the biggest, but it’s got a good shape to it.

Tammy Windsor reached down and cupped his balls. But look how big these are!”

Johnny was red-faced, of course, but also totally blown out with happiness. It was like a dream, a bunch of beautiful women making love to him.

Two girls worked on his hands, putting long nails on his mitts.

Debby worked on his face, cleansing him, giggling, giving him a peck of a kiss, putting primer on him, and so on through the range of make up.

Waiting for the nail polish to dry the girls sat all around him. He was naked, and erect, and the girls liked it. They kept touching him and talking about his length and shape and such.

Knock, knock. “Johnny?”

“We’ll be out in a while, Mrs. Peterson.”

Marge retreated, and wondered what the heck had happened. One second Johnny was a pariah, learning his lesson. Now…everything was upside down. What had happened?

After his toes were dry the girls pulled his panties on. This was not the baggy bloomers prescribed by the school; these were chic and stretchy, and he actually fit into them. Except, of course, for his package. His dick stretched the panties out and his balls hung a bit over the sides. But even that felt good. It just reminded him of his package.

Then they put nylons on his legs. They attached them to a garter belt and his legs looked shiny. They were hairless because Debby had convinced him to use Nair the night before, and they felt downright electric.

The biggest deal to Johnny was the falsies they had brought. They were big, too fit his chest, and they glued them in place then fitted a sexy bra to them to hold them up.

Johnny looked at his chest, and the girls shrieked in laughter at the look on his face.

Knock, knock.

“Johnny?”

Debby opened the door two inches and looked out. “Mrs. Peterson! Puh-lease! We’re engaged in delicate operations in here. We’ll be out when he’s done!”

And she shut the door and all the girls giggled.

On the other side of the door Marge was worried, but…not worried.

There was no meanness to these girls. And there were no sexual vibes coming out of the room. But…what in the world…?

They put his skirt and blouse on, and now he was truly feminine…and sexy.

The girls put him in front of a mirror, brushed his hair, adjusted a few things, then stood back.

Johnny was a girl.

Mrs. Peterson was waiting outside the door when it suddenly opened. She straightened up, opened her mouth to speak, and the girls rushed out, all giggling and happy and girly.

“Bye, Mrs. Peterson!”

“See you later, Mrs. Peterson!”

Then they were gone. Down the stairs and bustling out the front door, books and purses in hand and all very, very happy.

Marge looked into Johnny’s room.

He wasn’t there.

But what…he hadn’t sneaked out through the window, but…then she realized what had happened.

Johnny had gone out with the girls, in a rush. But she hadn’t seen him because…he was a girl.

She leaned against the wall, stunned at what had happened. Her son, her manly, athletic boy, had been transformed.

Then she worried. All the talk of petticoat punishment, of disciplining him into being a better student by humiliating him…it had backfired!

What was going to happen at school?

What was going to happen to her son?

The crowd of girls at the entrance to the yard grew and grew. Nearly every girl in the school was there.

And, the watching teachers didn’t know it, but they were plus one.

At the sound of the bell the girls started walking, en mass, towards the school. They were like a disciplined mob, if that oxymoron makes sense.

They turned down the corridors and hallways of the school and filed into their classes. The boys were waiting in the hallways, and they grinned, having a clue as to what had happened, and joined the girls in the classrooms.

Mrs. Welch stood at the front of her class and watched as they filed in. She had no trouble identifying each girl, but then Johnny walked in and she gasped.

He was in complete female regalia. He was perfectly made up. He was wearing his pink skirt, but he also had nylons and high heels and… (choke) big breasts.

The class all sat and waited.

Mrs. Welch sputtered, tried to figure out a way to handle this rebellion, but gave up. She simply called roll. When she came to Johnny she hesitated, then said, “Janey Peterson?”

The classroom erupted in cheers.

Mrs. Green arrived at school fashionably late. She always had a quick meeting with district, and showed up at Nine fifteen. She walked down the hallway and didn’t suspect a thing. She sat in the office and the office personnel seemed a little chastened, but sometimes they were that way.

She shuffled papers, filled out reports, and didn’t bother leaving her office until noon. It was just that kind of day.

Finally, at noon, she pushed her papers away, sighed, and stood up. A quick trip to the lunchroom for a snack and she would be back at work.

She rose and sashayed out the door, through the admin office, and to the cafeteria.

There everything seemed…normal. Sort of.

Boys and girls sitting politely. Eating their cheese sandwiches and stabbing Vienna sausages.

Yet there was something in the air. The students were looking at her, and they kept grinning and looking away.

What in the world.

Mr. Henderson sat down across from her. He had a tray laden with cheese sandwiches, and he looked her in the eye and said, “So I guess you’ve heard?”

Mrs. Green was puzzled. “Heard what?”

“Your precious, little Johnny has gone over to the other side.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s over at the corner table with the girls.” Henderson jerked his head back towards the far table.

Mrs. Green’s eyes narrowed and she peered at the far table. She was a little near sighted, and she held her glasses up to see better. Debby Pearson. Yes, and Donna and Sally and…and she didn’t recognize one of the girls.

She squinted, focused, and gasped. The pink skirt, the face! It was Johnny! Janey! And he was completely female! He wore nylons and heels and…OMG! Breasts!

Mrs. Green stood up, stared at the far table, then…retreated.

What was she going to do? March over to the table and chastise Johnny…Janey…for looking too female?

This had been a punishment, but now…Janey was embracing it! Pushing it back into her face.

Trembling, Mrs. Green walked out of the cafeteria and to her office. Food was forgotten. The only thing in her mind was a weird sort of panic.

Johnny had become a girl.

He was a she…he was Janey.

And Mrs. Green started worrying about the implications.

What had started out as a funny punishment had turned into outright revolt, and when the community heard that she was guilty of turning a boy into a girl, of…of transitioning him…OMG!

What was she going to do?

A knock at her door, and it opened. Mr. Henderson slipped in.

Mrs. Green, pale as a bleached sheet, whispered, “Yes, Mr. Henderson?”

“Would you like me to take care of it?”

She paused, but only for a moment. In this moment of unreality she needed a hard solution, and Mr. Henderson could provide that. She knew he was sort of a bully, and when he got done with Janey and her friends… “Yes. Please do.”

The day passed. Students were empowered and teachers were a bit cowed. The bad teachers, that is.

The nice teachers, who treated the students like individuals, were treated politely.

The bad teachers, who treated the students poorly, were also treated politely, until they tried to pick on Johnny.

Mr. Kirk, in math, tried to single out Johnny. “Well, Janey, can you explain why two negatives make a positive?”

It was meanly stated, and they weren’t actually due to learn this item until the next week.

Debby raised her hand.

Mr. Kirk ignored her, and his smile became a sneer.

“Well, Johnny?”

“Mr. Kirk, I don’t think I understand why you’re asking a question that is on next week’s assignment.”

“Be quiet, Debby.”

Sally Wasson blurted, “I don’t understand why you’re telling Debby to be quiet for a legitimate question.”

“You be quiet, too. Johnny, I want to know—“

“Mr. Kirk?” That was Jim Healy, who was the center for the football team and a mighty big boy. “Aren’t you going to answer questions today?”

Suddenly the whole class was speaking up, objecting, protesting, and getting rowdier and rowdier.

Mr. Kirk quickly became confused. He was one bully, a lone bully, but when met by thirty bullies he was suddenly just alone.

After class the students were buzzing with happiness. In a way, it was the end of the regime.

Then came Mr. Henderson’s class.

Thirty students gathered in the yard and stood in pre-determined places. There was a little talking, a little chuckling, but the students were in their places and ready to start.

Mr. Henderson stepped in front of the class. “We’re going to have a little soccer game today. Debby and Janey will choose sides.”

Johnny looked at Debby, and she shrugged. So they went to the front of the class and chose people to be members of their team.

With each of Johnny’s choices, however, Henderson would make a sneering comment.

“One for the sissies.”

And, “So much for manly men.”

And, “This is going to be a slaughter.”

At one point Debby protested. “I don’t think we need such comments, Mr. Henderson.”

Henderson walked over to her, stared down at her, and the shadow of his bulk covered her. “Don’t you want to beat the sissies? Or are you a girl sissy?”

Debby tried to speak up, but he was so intimidating, and he turned back and said, “Choose again, Janey.”

The game started, and like games do, it went back and forth. But it didn’t go back and forth because the teams were evenly matched.

Oh, they were, but after one team would score that team would sort of take it easy, lay back, let the other score.

Back and forth, a unity of students, even though on opposing teams, versus a teacher who was getting angrier and angrier.

And Mr. Henderson was getting angry.

In fact, in his heart of hearts he was enraged.

This attitude, this solidarity, it was beating him. It was making his ‘bullyism’ untenable.

He became more abusive in his remarks.

“You kick like a girl!” to Chuck Smith.

“Careful, Janey. Don’t let me see your pretty, pink panties.”

And, finally, the period about to end, Johnny ran past, dribbling the ball, and Henderson actually stepped out and bumped Johnny.

For the second time in two days Johnny went into the mud.

Instantly, the entire team was around him.

He stood up, wipped some of the mud from his outfit, and looked at Henderson.

In that moment Johnny grew up. He saw the coach for what he was, a weak bully, and he said, “I’m going to go clean up.”

“Get back here!”

But when the coach tried to go after Johnny the whole class shifted, moved, and got in his way.

He pushed past student after student, but more students stood between him and the retreating Johnny.

Johnny was in the bathroom, taking off his pretty clothes and drying them, and he missed the outcome of the situation.

Coach Henderson started getting physical. He started pushing, and he started yelling, and, finally, he punched Sally Wasson. Just punched her, right on the cheek.

Sally went down, sobbing, holding her cheek. The bruise already starting to appear, the swelling starting up.

Chuck tackled the coach, and four other members of the football team, footballers who Henderson actually coached, joined in. They dogpiled Henderson.

Henderson tried to punch and kick, but one over weight slob is no match for five disciplined and rather large young men.

Nobody ran for the office, but Debby called the police.

When Mrs. Green learned what was happening and stomped onto the field the police were handcuffing Mr. Henderson for assaulting a student, and there was nothing she could do about it.

In fact, she would be in trouble at the very next board meeting, and would be under an investigation.

Johnny finished washing his clothes, and drying them, and put on his skirt and blouse.

He wasn’t really feeling any emotion. He was just doing his laundry, when a mix of girls burst into the bathroom and started celebrating. There were cheers, there were hugs, there were even a few kisses.

Amongst the kisses was a mighty smack, with tongue action, from Debby for Johnny.

And Johnny found out about Mr. Henderson’s arrest and how speechless Mrs. Green was when the police talked to her about having such a bully on the staff.

Debby and Johnny walked home hand in hand.

“I’m going to need help with some of my courses.”

“No prob. Honorary girls have lots of friends. I’ll call a meeting and we’ll figure this out. By graduation you’ll be graduating with honors.”

They stopped under a tree in the park and made out for a while. Debby giggled and felt Johnny’s tits. So Johnny returned the favor, and shortly Debby wasn’t giggling. She was gasping for breath and wondering how many hands Johnny had. No sooner did she push one away than two took its place.

But she liked it, and after a while she stopped pushing, and did a little ‘feely handsy’ of her own.

Leaning against a tree, sexually excited, Debby whispered, “How do you feel about wearing a dress now?”

“Oh, I’m fine with it.”

A pause.

“In fact, if I tell you something…promise not to laugh?”

“Of course I won’t. She pressed her lips against his. “Unless it’s really, really funny.”

Johnny sighed. “I like wearing female clothes.”

Debby, grinning, moved back from him. “Really?”

“They restrict you in ways, but they also free you up. I can run faster in a dress than pants.”

“If you don’t mind people seeing your underwear.”

Johnny grinned. “No, not if they’re pretty.” He continued. “Girl’s clothes are softer, they fit better, and they give you a sense of happiness, of pride, like it’s fun to look good.”

Debby kissed him again. Then: “Maybe we should go to calling you Janey all the time.”

“I wouldn’t mind that.”

And then their make out session got real serious.

And Johnny found out the joy of having an erection under a skirt, how his penis couldn’t be seen, and yet was easy to access, and easier to play with.

He sighed, and groaned, and…and then he did that thing that boys do, and Debby giggled and wiped her hand off.

A week later Mrs. Green was sitting in her office. The board had met the night before, and she had been given ultimatums. Get that school in order, and fast, or you’re gone.

Last week she had been cock of the walk. This week she was hanging on by her shredded fingernails.

And it was all the fault of that stupid petticoat punishment thing. She had thought it would be a good thing, but it had certainly backfired. She had lost a good PE teacher—well, an adequate PE teacher—and she was going to have to go through all the teacher’s histories and make a lot of adjustments.

In other words, she was going to have to turn into a functioning principal.

Sighing, she stood up and exited her office and the administration building. She headed for the cafeteria.

As she walked she passed two girls strolling hand in hand.

“Hi, Mrs. Green.”

“Hello, Sandy. Hi Jimmy.”

On the quad two girls were kissing, except that one of them wasn’t a girl, except in dress.

In the corridor several girls were talking with one boy. The one boy was wearing a beautiful summer dress and heels. His face was made up and they were obviously talking about make up.

In the cafeteria ninety per cent of the students were en femme. And even the boys dressed as boys were making concessions. They wore Mary Janes, or were combing their hair in feminine fashion.

The odd thing was that she had won.

There were no more fights. Boys who had been enemies were now outdoing each other in fashion. Grades were on the rise. Everything was just better.

But, in her heart of hearts, Mrs. Green felt like she had lost.

What had been designed as punishment had become enhancement.

What was supposed to be discipline was discipline, but it wasn’t working as she had imagined.

The one thing she didn’t understand was that petticoat punishment, or discipline is designed to change, it is not a license for bullies to be bullies. She had been a bully, and Mr. Henderson, he had really been a bully.

But, in the end, petticoat punishment had changed them.

Now if she could only accept that.

END
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PART ONE

“Honey! I’m home!”

Kent panicked. He was deep into Porzo, watching the clips on weird sex. Men getting weird things done to their dongles. Women doing weird things to women. And he was just starting to shoot his load.

Now came the juggling act.

He’s closing windows on his computer, he’s catching his sperm in his hand. Normally he’d go in and wash his hands, but Becky’s in the kitchen.

Squirt, squirt, squirt. His hand is half filled with hot goo. She’s in the foyer.

The orgasm is totally ruined, he can’t make it to the bathroom, she’s going to catch him with a handful of semen. He’s going to get caught! He’s going to…Kent did the only thing he could do. He slapped his hand to his mouth.

For a brief second he knows he’s going to puke.

This is something he has always wanted to try, eating his own cum, but right after squirting, sitting there with a full hand, he is always disgusted. He can’t do that!

But now his wife is halfway down the hall, her heels clicking on the wood floor.

Click, click, click…

He swallows, he licks his hand, the taste is weird, like salty, like…sperm.

It goes down his throat, into his belly.

Again, he feels like barfing.

She’s at the door.

“Hi, honey!” She enters the room.

Becky is five foot five of dynamite sex appeal. Her body is a wet dream, her face is of an angel. There is nothing he likes better than screwing her.

But, a dry spell, he will jack off. Like he has just done. And the smell and the taste and the slimy feel of sperm is filling his mouth.

“MmmMMMmmm,” he answers, swallowing again and again, trying to get the taste out of his mouth.

Oddly, he is proud inside, he did it…and he is panicked. He did it right in front of his wife. Sort of.

“And how was your afternoon?” She leaned down and kissed him on the mouth.

He puts a hand up, palm horizontal, and waggles it. “Mmmm,” and, as she backs away and looks at him, far enough away, he judges, that she won’t smell anything, he mumbles, “So, so.”

Becky tilts her head.

He tilts his, and smiles.

“What do you taste like?”

“Oh, uh…I just ate some chips.”

“No…no. It’s not chips. It’s salty, but…it’s not chips.”

“Well, I don’t know. I brushed my teeth, maybe that altered the taste of the chips.

He is totally glib now, making shit up, trying to get out of this terrible situation.

If she found out that he actually ate cum…what would she think?

All sorts of bad things.

He doesn’t want to go there.

“So what did you buy?” He tries to change the subject.

She isn’t buying it, but she allows the conversation to change. “I picked up a toaster.”

“A toaster? At a yard sale?”

“Sure, what’s wrong with that?” But she’s still looking at him cock-eyed.

“Nothing. I just like to buy things we use in the kitchen new.”

“New toasters, with four slot, are over $50. I paid ten.”

Suspicion was still in her eyes.

“Well, okay. You did good.”

“Thanks.” She turned and left the room, but she was thinking. What was that smell? It was familiar. It’s more than a smell, it’s a taste, and Kent had it in his mouth, but what was it?

Kent heaved a sigh and relaxed. He had averted the interrogation, escaped the torture, lived to love another day.

Man, if Becky ever got down on him for jacking off, and he would have to admit to that if he admitted to eating cum, he would be screwed, blued and tattooed.

He shut down his computer, got up and walked into the kitchen, and started making a drink.

“You want a bourbon?”

“You betcha!” she yelled from the patio. She was taking off her clothes for a dip in the pool.

Kent reached into the cabinet and brought down a new bottle of Wild Turkey LongBranch bourbon. He picked the cellophane seal off and pulled the cork out.

Hmmm. What an aroma! It was mesquite and oak and vanilla and a delight to the tongue.

He filled two glasses with ice chips, filled them half with bourbon, then ruined the whole thing by pouring in Coke.

Oh, well, maybe the Coke was a good year.

He swirled the glasses for ten seconds, then tasted one. Mmm. That would disguise any lingering odor from his adventure.

He walked out to the patio, and he felt proud.

He had finally managed to drink his own squirt, and it was a kick. It wasn’t so bad. It had a unique taste and he reveled in his bravery. Being a kinky sort he thought about how some women love it, and some women don’t.

Becky liked it; she loved it.

And now he loved it.

He was a cum drinker.

A secret cum sucker, but…he was good with that.

“Ah, at last,” Becky took her glass and swigged a big gulp.

“Oh, ho! One of those nights, eh?”

Kent started taking off his clothes and she said, “Oh, yes. I’m going to get drunk and molest you and have a party in my pussy.”

Kent laughed. He liked her earthy description of the sex act. Then he sobered. He had just squirted, and there was no way he was going to squirt again. At least not for a day, and preferably two days.

And then he thought about masturbating again, and tasting his own essence without the hurry and worry of being caught.

“I hate to say it, honey, but I might be coming down with something.”

“Oh, no!”

“I’m sorry. I can get you off, but…we better not be kissing for a couple of days.”

That was a mistake, bringing up the act of kissing. It made her think of that strange taste.

“Crap, and I just kissed you.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but you were just too quick for me.”

He could see she was thinking about the taste of the kiss again.

A far away look in her eyes, she mused, “Now what was that taste?”

He quickly tried to move her off subject again.

“Just chips, dear. Were we planning on going over to the Johnson’s tomorrow night?”

She focused on him. “Will you feel well enough?”

“Let’s wait and see. I’ll let you know tomorrow. If I feel good, if it’s all a false alarm.”

“All right.”

He smiled. Disaster averted once again. He was good.

He sipped, she sipped, and they lazed in the pool and talked about inconsequential things.

The following night he was feeling well enough. Quite well enough, since his initial report of sickness was feigned.

They got dressed about five, drove over to their friend’s house, and partied.

Jerry Johnson was a salesman. Which meant he was full of shit, and knew it, and everybody else knew it, but that was okay because he made no bones about it.

Kent and Becky sashayed up the walk, entered the house, and started greeting people.

Becky had forgotten about the strange taste on Kent’s mouth. Not even a speck of a memory. It was a new day and there were new things to talk about, to discuss, to think about.

“Hey, buddy!” Jerry handed Kent a drink and they stood around and shot the bull.

Becky headed over to where a clutch of wives were gossiping shamelessly and God help you if you weren’t there you would be the one gossiped about. in a short minute she was laughing and joking and having a great time.

Back at the barbecue pit Kent and Jerry and several other fellows were talking trash, discussing politics, and making bets on whether the Dodgers had a team this year.

Kent was happy. Every once in a while he would glance at one of the men he was talking with and wonder if they had ever eaten their own cum.

There were a couple of men who had probably eaten other men’s cum, but that was okay. To each their own.

And he looked over at the girls. Probably every one of them had eaten jizz. Except for Barbie Wells. Kent always thought she might be a lez. But, that was okay. To each their own.

And to him…he knew what he liked.

The party went on for hours. Everybody got drunk, people got shoved into the pool. Sandy Smith showed off her awesome jugs, and there was lots of dancing.

Sometimes with partners other than prescribed by marriage. There didn’t seem to be any overt cheating going on, but there was a lot of dry humping, and the women were as randy as the men.

What a wonderful new age.

Finally, however, all good things must come to an end.

Kent and Becky said their good byes, and headed down the front walk.

“Wow, what a blast,” Kent murmured.

“You danced with Barbie Wells.”

He looked at his wife and grinned. “So?”

“You don’t mind dancing with a girl who might be a lesbian?”

“Hey, she’s got a nice rack. What do I care about her isms?”

Becky chuckled and held on to his arm.

“I noticed you were getting a little close to Jerry.”

“Mmm. Jerry. I could feel the giant thing he calls a cock. Do you think it is real? Or is he wearing a giant strap on with a horse dong in it?”

“God! You are a dirty minded bitch!”

“Just the way you like them,” she countered.

They laughed, got in the car and headed for home, and Becky said, “You know, all that dry humping has really got me in the mood. how are you feeling?”

Kent knew he should have evaded. It had been just over 24 hours since he had cum, and he might not be able to squirt.

On the other hand, he might.

And if he couldn’t he could always plead too much alcohol.

Grinning, he turned to her, “I might be able to satisfy a certain young lady.”

“You might? You bitch! You better!”

They laughed, and he pulled into the driveway and parked.

They sauntered into the house, and he poured a night cap for them.

Becky was naked when he brought the drinks into the bedroom, and he was reminded all over again why he thought she was the sexiest woman in the world.

She sat on the edge of the bed and sipped and watched him undress and unveil the big ding dong.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered lustfully.

He turned to her, his weenie proud and rigid.

She leaned over and took him in her mouth.

Oh, God! She was good. She slithered her moist mouth along his shaft and squeezed his balls and his knees grew weak.

Then he pushed her back and mounted her.

He slid in easy, she was so ready, and began to pump.

Becky groaned and hung on.

Because he had cum the day previous he wasn’t ready to cum again, and he enjoyed just humping her. He loved the way she moaned and the way she held on.

He bent his head to her breasts and titillated her tits. His tongue circled the areoles and drove her crazy.

Her pussy was hot and she squirmed against him, trying to get more and more out of his dick.

“Oh…oh…yes!”

The tsunami rose up and engulfed her. Her body froze and her hips tilted and locked.

Kent could have pulled out, and it would have been one hell of a sensation, the way she was gripping him, but he elected to stay, to feed her orgasm, and he waited, grinning, counting the seconds as she peaked, plateaued, and then it finally broke.

She crashed back on the bed, dazed, and tried to see straight again.

“Oh, my God!” Then she looked at him. “You didn’t cum!”

“Sorry, honey. Too much whiskey.”

But she was still wired, and insistent, and she pushed him off, rolled him over and went down on him.

“Oh, baby, I’m going to make you cum!”

He groaned. Man, that felt good!”

But he wasn’t going to be able to cum. He knew it. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy the screw.

She trickled her tongue along his shaft, spiraled her hands up and down, and her mouth engulfed his knob.

Kent moaned and closed his eyes. It feel good. But he couldn’t…

She palpated his balls, giving them little spanks, and he felt something.

She reached her hand around and started playing with his heinie hole.

“Oh, heysoos!” It was getting stronger…that feeling. He could feel the little click trying to happen deep in his groin.

She poked a finger into him, and that did it.

He opened his eyes in shock as the thick milk shot up the shaft.

“Oh, fuck!”

His penis squirted. He shot his load into her mouth. He couldn’t help it. Her mouth was that magic, and then it hit him what he had done. His eyes snapped open, his mouth opened, and he stared at her.

And she stared at him, and the knowledge was in her eyes.

She knew what she had tasted in his mouth the day before.

“You sucked sperm.” Her eyes were wide in amazement.

“No!”

“You tasted of jizz! You sucked somebody’s dick!”

“I didn’t!”

“I just tasted it, and I tasted it yesterday! You had semen in your mouth! Who did you suck off?”

“I didn’t suck anybody’s penis! For God’s sake!”

She was still kneeling on the floor, her face open in amazement. She put her hand on his knee and pulled herself up to her feet. He lay on the bed, his cock still dribbling fluids. Oddly, she did not look unhappy. She didn’t look disgusted, or pissed, or anything. She was just flabbergasted. And she wouldn’t let go of the idea of him taking another man’s penis in his mouth.

“What? I was walking down the hallway and he was going out the back door?”

“Honey!” he tried to show shock and outrage at the fact that she would accuse him of such a thing.

“I mean, I was tasting it in your mouth, so it had to have just happened. He squirted, you swallowed, you heard me and he ran out the door over there.

“No! No!”

“Oh, my God! And all this time I was thinking you were straight! You’ve been a closet queen this whole time! How long have you been fooling me? Years? Decades?”

“Becky!” He finally shouted. “I did NOT suck some guy’s dick!”

Becky stood in front of him. She was breathing hard, and…she was smiling!

“Why are you smiling?”

“Because the truth is out. You are gay!”

Again, he started to shout, then his mind just sort of overloaded. He calmed down, didn’t shout. He said. “Let me make a drink and I’ll tell you the whole story.”

“Damn right you will! Wash your slimy cock off and put on a bathrobe. I’ll make the drinks.”

Becky ran for the kitchen and got down the Longbranch. She was giddy. She was laughing. She was trying to hold it in, but she couldn’t stop this feeling of victory. She had really caught her hubby at something.

Kent went into the bathroom and washed his penis. Then he pulled on a robe and walked down the hall to the kitchen. It was the walk of doom if ever there was one. He felt like a convict walking to the gas chamber.

He hadn’t given some guy a blow job, but he was going to have to come clean about what he had done, and that was turning his brain upside down.

Becky was sitting at the table with two Coke Highs. She had a very wan smile on her face, and her eyes were as alive as he had ever seen them.

“Have a seat, hon. Confess all.”

Kent sat, heavily, and sighed. He looked up at his wife and shivered. He was going to have to tell her.

“Okay. I, uh…jacked off. You were coming down the hall and I had a handful, and…I had to hide the evidence.”

She looked at him dubiously. “Bull puckey.”

“No, I swear. That’s all it was. I didn’t want you to know that I masturbated, so I…I…” words failed him. He had been drinking all night, but suddenly he was sober and wanted another drink or eight.

“Okay.” She wasn’t convinced, and masturbation wasn’t as wild as her original thought, but… “How often do you masturbate.”

“Hardly ever.”

“What’s hardly ever? In fact, give me your wrist.”

He groaned, but put out his hand.

Becky felt his pulse, then started asking questions. When his pulse jumped he lied, and she was surprisingly accurate in her little ‘lie detector’ method.

“Do you masturbate once a month?”

“No!” There was a large tick in his pulse.

“Do you masturbate once a week?”

“No!” Again, a tick.

“Do you masturbate two times a week?”

His head lowered. “Probably.”

His pulse was even.

But now she had him. She held to his wrist, wouldn’t let him take his arm back, and grilled him.

“Have you ever eaten your own cum before?”

“No!”

She didn’t feel his pulse speed up, but her intuition told her there was something more there.

“Have you ever eaten somebody else’s jism?”

“No!” He was visibly agitated.

“But you thought about it!”

“No.” He was almost crying.

Then she had it. “But you did think about eating your own.”

No pulse, but no protest. That was it.

“Look, a lot of guys think about it. We read porn and the guy gets addicted to his own semen, and he…you know?”

“No, I don’t know.” She let go of his wrist, sat back, sipped her drink.

“Well, we do. In porn women love it, it tastes so good, they gobble it by the dick full.”

“I always found it rather salty and bland.” She spoke wryly.

“I suppose,” he said miserably.

She reached forward and grabbed his wrist again. She looked him in the eyes and asked, “Do you want to eat it again?”

There was no pulse, but there was no answer, and the look in his eyes told her the truth.

Yes.

She stared at him for a long moment. She had her answer, she had solved her mystery.

And she felt this vast sense of happiness. A victory won. And she wondered about herself.

Why did the knowledge that her husband ate his own seed please her so much?

Almost unconsciously, she gripped her own wrist. She asked herself questions. She didn’t feel any pulse, but answers seemed to come to her.

Her hubbie was a horn dog. Well, of course he was. She had always known that. But he was more. He was a kink dog.

He had suppressed desires.

And…he wanted to explore them. He wanted to find out how bad, or good, he was.

And she was going to get to help him.

Oh, Lord, she almost came again at the thought.

The next day was Sunday.

Becky spent the morning sitting in front of the computer. She sat in a robe, drank coffee, and researched fetishes.

She typed in, ‘How many fetishes are there?’

Google answered: According to ‘Forensic and Medico-Legal Aspects of Sexual Crimes and Unusual Sexual Practices’ there are 547 fetishes.

She began listing the types of fetishes, and she was shocked. Everything from ‘abasiophilia,’ which was the sexualizing of people with impairments. Handicap sex. OMG! To ‘frotteuristic disorder,’ which was rubbing up against a nonconsenting person.

She actually became a little ill at reading some of the fetishes. These would be the people so over the top they would end up in institutions.

But Kent was not of that caliber. There was a huge difference between something like sadism and eating your own…or was there?

She wrote down a list of the most innocuous fetishes, canceled any that still seemed too far out for her, and thought about the rest.

Kent spent the morning mowing the lawn, cleaning the pool, and generally fixing up around the house. His face was red. He had confessed all the night previous, but he was still embarrassed.

He had told his wife that he had eaten his own baby batter! What must she think of him?

He was cross cutting the lawn, his mind swirling with shame, and he heard her call. “Kent? Could you come here, please?”

Kent stopped the mower and entered the house.

He entered the computer room. He was wearing shorts, and he had a few blades of grass stuck to his legs.

Becky sat in the swivel chair, leaned back, and contemplated him. Her eyes went up and down his frame, and she suddenly snapped. “Go clean your filthy legs!”

Kent physically jerked. He left the room and headed for the mud room. He took off his shoes, washed his calves, then slipped on a pair of slippers. He returned to the computer room.

Becky was waiting, and she was shocked. Kent was in such a state, and he had responded instantly to her command. It gave her a sense of power.

He stepped into the room. His legs were now clean with a few drops of water on them.

She thought about her choices. She had to keep him going. She had to find out his fetishes, his triggers, what made him tick.

But she had to be careful. She didn’t want to ruin this game.

Her eyes went up and down and she inspected him closely.

And, the question in her mind, which question had to be answered quickly if she was going to pull this off: would he do what she said?

And, right on the heels of that realization, she knew what the first thing she was going to do to him was going to be.

She stood up and walked out of the room. “Come with me.”

She didn’t the command in a mean manner, she just stated it matter of factly, as if she expected him to comply and there was no question.

Confused, he followed her down the hall into the bedroom.

She told him to sit on the bed and she got out her nail kit.

He kicked off his slippers and sat down. He watched her with a light frown. He didn’t understand what was happening.

In truth, he was still totally messed in the mind over confessing what he had done. Something in him was telling him that if he just did what she told him she would forgive him.

She sat down at his feet, spread a towel over the spread, and placed his feet in the middle of the towel.

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was not confident.

“You masturbated. You swallowed. You need to pay the price.”

“What price?” his voice was halting.

She didn’t answer except to say, “Shhh.”

She prepped his toes. Trimmed them, pushed the cuticles back, then began stroking a bright, red polish on them.

Kent’s mouth was so open a herd of flies could have flown in and out and he wouldn’t have noticed.

“What are you doing?” And his voice was almost pleading.

But pleading for? Or against?

She looked up at him and, glory be, his cock was upright. She smiled and reached up and held it for a moment. “I’m doing what you want, apparently.”

Kent tried to convince himself that he didn’t want this, he didn’t want his toenails painted, but his weenie was not about to go down.

Becky stroked down from the cuticle to the tip. Even strokes, and the polish went on in a smooth sheet.

Kent stared, aghast, and turned on.

“Now then, Kent. You will not masturbate again. Not without my express permission.

Kent stared at her.

She noted that his cock had jumped. It was another way, a better way, of telling if he was lying. Or, at least what he truly wanted in his heart of hearts.

“Of course,” she ad libbed, “you will get opportunities to masturbate. I know that once I close my legs you will be needing another form of release.”

“Close your…what?”

“Your days of willy nilly screwing are at an end. From here on out you will watch me get off, and suffer your punishment.

Boing! Boing! Boing! Kent’s cock jerked hard, and there was a little drop of pre-cum on the tip of his dong.

And he had just cum the night before! Holy mackerel! Becky thought. This really is the gift that keeps on giving!

“But, I don’t…”

She stopped painting and gave him a level look. “Your cock is community property, and I don’t want you wasting my half of the semen. So you are going on a diet. No cums. And the few cums you do get you will quickly dispose of in the manner you love.”

Kent’s heart was pounding. He didn’t know what to think.

“Yes, Kent. You are going to be a cumoisseur. I will occasionally, when I am not in the mood for my vibrator, make you eat your own squirt. And after you do, when you won’t be able to cum again but are still rock hard, that is when I will screw you.”

She looked back at his toes. “Do you understand?”

Kent did. And he gulped loudly. And he nodded.

Becky finished his nails. She stood up and gazed at his tootsies happily. They were quite pretty. Then she frowned. What wasn’t pretty was his body hair.

Would he follow her command again?

She had a feeling he would. He was not sotted, unable to stop.

“There’s a bottle of Nair in the medicine cabinet. Go get rid of your hair.”

Kent, still gulping, unable to take his eyes off his toes, got off the bed. Without looking at Becky, he walked into the bathroom. He found the Nair and slathered it over his body. He was a flexible sort, and he managed to reach every part of his body. Then he just stood there, like a dumb ox, and waited.

Becky went to the dresser drawer and got out her vibrator. Kent was staring at himself in the mirror, his dong bouncing like a kid on a trampoline. He didn’t see her put the vibrator under her pillow.

At fifteen minutes he stepped into the shower…and she dove onto the bed.

She grunted and slammed the vibrator down on her pussy. It would take him five minutes to finish his shower, and she intended to get off by then.

The sound of the water running.

Her hand pushed the dildo half into her pussy, reaming it around. Searching for that magic spot that resulted in an almost instant cum.

He had been in the shower but three minutes when she found it.

Her back arched and her mouth opened in a big O. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled, and the orgasm swept over her. It was a big one, made big by the covertness of it. Long seconds passed and she remained in that white hot state, her mind obliterated by that almost electric sensation as she blew her cork.

It ended as the shower door opened.

She thrust the vibrator under her pillow and lay back and stared at the ceiling.

God! This was fun!

She looked over at Kent as he exited the bathroom. His body looked…pale. She hadn’t realized how dark hair made bodies look.

It was sexy. It was feminine, and she started getting more ideas.

Feminine. Like a woman. Painting his toes had been an inspiration, but it was also the seed of a plan.

But she needed to explore this plan before setting it in motion.

Kent got dressed, pulling his clothes on as he stared at her.

“Remember, Kent,” she cautioned. “No more jacking off.”

He shook his head.

“And you will do exactly as I tell you…or else.”

Or else what? It was a threat with no teeth, but in Kent’s mind it might as well have been the end of the world.

He pulled up his pants, struggling with a grimace to get his hard cock into a confined space.

She thought about a chastity tube and smiled.

Kent didn’t think at all.

He was simply gone.


PART TWO

Kent was aware of his feet. His heart pounded and his cock stirred. Nobody could see his red toes, but they had to know. They just had to know.

Still, he had to work. So, toes or no, he worked. He sat at his desk, he attended meetings, he tried not to sweat or be red-faced. And failed.

He was so disturbed that Jim Phelps, the boss, asked him if he was feeling okay.

“Sure, Jim.”

Jim looked at Kent and frowned. “Well, let me know if you’re coming down with something.

Finally, the day ended and Kent headed for home. And he almost got in an accident because he was thinking of his toes more than his driving.

Becky was waiting for him with a grin. She had been reading up on all sorts of things during the day. Slavery, sissies, feminization, femdom, chastity, spanking, and…spanking.

Kent walked in the door and she yelled out, “Kent! Get your ass down here!”

Kent didn’t know where she was. Her voice was coming from everywhere, like some omnipotent Goddess.

“Where are you?”

“In the basement!”

The basement? What was she doing there? But that explained why her voice was everywhere. It would come through every heating duct in the house.

Kent descended the stairs, reached the bottom, and stopped.

In the middle of the basement Becky was standing next to an old couch. She was wearing just black underwear and her lips were very red. She had broken the back of the couch off and had several lengths of ropes in her hands.

“What? What is this?”

She didn’t bother to answer his question. She merely said, “Take your clothes off and lay down.”

He had had half a boner most of the day from thinking about his red toe digits. Suddenly he had a full boner. Looking at the couch, seeing the ropes in her hands, noting the ping pong paddle on the chair at the end of the couch.

“What are you going to do?” He gulped and licked his lips, but couldn’t stop himself from advancing towards the couch. He left a trail of clothes behind him, and for the first time all day he wasnt’ thinking about his toes.

“Lay down. It’s time for your punishment.”

“What…what punishment?” he asked, laying down. His penis was so stiff he had to raise his butt.

“Your punishment for being a man.”

That made him blink. He didn’t realize that being a man was a punishable offense.

Quickly and efficiently she tied his wrists and ankles to the legs of the couch.

It was comfortable, except for his cock being out of place under him.

“Becky, I don’t—“

WISSS…SMACK!

“OW!”

Becky was a strong woman, and she didn’t spare the muscle.

Kent thrust his buttocks down, and almost broke his penis in the process. Then he humped back up.

“Please—“

WISSS…SMACK!

“OW!”

Time after time the paddle raised up only to fall. Kent’s ass showed the tiny dimples of the paddle’s rubber covering, he started to cry, and this only encouraged Becky.

Finally, her arm weary, she stopped.

Kent was laying, sobbing, his butt pooched up into the air.

Becky smiled. She was right once again, this had made him horny.

She arranged the chair in front of his face, sat in it, and scooted it forward.

Kent saw the pussy coming towards him through the waterfall of tears. He opened his mouth to object, and her vagina plastered right against his mouth.

Kent tried to breath, and had limited success. He began to gobble, and Becky laughed joyfully, then moaned.

“Oh, yes, Kent. Your punishment is working!”

The pain receding, Kent realized that it was. He was getting ever more hornier, and he pushed his face forward as best he could.

“Fu…fu…yes!”

Becky pushed the chair back. She was tired from swinging the paddle, and the orgasm she had just suffered had been downright debilitating.

She rested for a few minutes, then sat up. “You did well, Kent. Did you enjoy yourself?”

Kent said nothing. He didn’t. But his penis called him a liar.

Becky loosened the rope around one arm, then sauntered out of the basement.

Kent lay there, utterly exhausted. He managed to undo the rope on his other hand. Getting the bindings on his ankles loose, however, was a job and a half. He tried to contort his body, to reach the ankles. He shimmied down the couch, finally managed to fall off the end of the couch, which caused him to yelp when his ass hit the floor. But then he could undo the ties.

Moving gingerly, rubbing his ass, Kent staggered to the stairs and headed up to the house.

Becky was cooking dinner. she grinned at him when he staggered through the kitchen.

“How’s it going, Kent?”

“Oh,” he grunted.

He went out to the pool and slipped in. The water cooled his ass and he sighed and floated on his back.

“Here go, honey,” Becky handed him a bourbon and Coke.

He took it, sipped, and eyed her. “What is going on?” he asked.

“We’re re-establishing our relationship, honey. Do you like it?”

“I…no! My ass is sore.”

“I know. It probably feels like I did the other day, when I found out that you liked masturbating and snacking more than you wanted to make love to me.”

“No! I want you! You’re always my first choice.”

“Oh, how wonderful. I’m better than masturbation. You have no idea how wonderful that makes me feel.”

Her sarcasm was impossible not to pick up on and he flushed. “Look, I’m sorry, but you know that’s not true.

Becky slid out of her dress and slipped into the pool. She hugged him, kissed him, and one hand went to his rear end and softly massaged it.

“Poor Kent,” she murmured. “You love me, but you love masturbation. You hate being spanked, but your little weenie loves it.”

Kent sighed as her fingers took the heat out of his ass. He rested his head on her shoulder. “It’s not that,” he said.

“Well, what is it?”

“It’s not anything. I just…explored.”

“And that’s what we’re doing. And I think that exploring is fun. I like spanking you. And your situation, all horny with no relief in sight, makes me so hot. Heck, if I got much hotter steam would be coming from my pussy.

She reached between his legs and began stroking him.

“Oh, God!” he mumbled.

Then she let go of him and got out of the pool.

“Where are you going?” He sounded desperate.

“Dinner is almost ready, honey.”

He watched her sexy, round ass sway as she walked across the pool area and into the house.

And she thought: hot and cold. Make him hot then cool him off.

It was advice from one of the fetish sites she had looked at on the net.

After dinner they watched TV for a while. They snuggled, and Becky played with him, keeping him on edge. By the time they went to bed he was dripping copiously. In fact, when he walked he was leaving drops on the floor.

“Honey. You’re going to have to clean up after yourself. We don’t want your protein marring the floorboards.

He thought about that while he went backwards on his hands and knees, wiping the floor up. Could semen ruin wood?

Probably.

Then he bumped into the door jamb.

Becky chuckled.

But he had to go backwards when he moped the floor. If he went forwards he would leave a trickle behind. By going backwards he would leave a trickle, but instantly mop it up.

“Don’t drip on the rug,” Becky said.

Kent stood up and walked to the bathroom, one hand under his dripping dick. He flushed, then placed his palm under his dripping weenie as he approached the bed.

“You can’t sleep on this mattress dripping like that!”

“Well, uh…what can I do?”

Sighing, as if it was a chore, Becky got out of bed and handed him a pair of her underwear.

Dazed, he pulled the underwear up, and she slipped a pad into it.

Kent looked down at his puffy crotch. “I can’t do this,” he mumbled to no one.

“Shush. Get in bed.”

She pushed him towards the bed and he climbed in. She climbed in after him and spooned with him.

He lay there, her hand on his throbbing, pulsing peter. What was happening? What was she doing to him?

When he got up in the morning his pad was soaked. She handed him another one and stuffed several in his coat pocket. “You’ll have to check yourself during the day,” she explained.

“Oh.”

Then she handed him nylons, a garter belt and a bra.

Kent looked at the underthings and cringed, but only a little. One of his fantasies was women’s underwear, so he put it on while Becky watched.

She made him make his own breakfast, mush, and she packed some oatmeal cookies for his lunch, and a little tub of cinnamon applesauce.

He walked out the door a little tilted. He got in the car and figured out how the peddles worked. then he put it in gear and started off down the street.

Becky laughed out loud. She hadn’t had so much fun in years. And it was so easy!

Kent functioned at work. Barely. He filled out reports, yawned a little, and his face was beet red.

“Are you sure, you’re all right?” Jim bent down and looked into Kent’s eyes.

“Oh, yeah. Just a little tired. Tomorrow I’ll be fine.”

Again, Jim cautioned him about getting sick. Covid was still in the news, and the company wanted to be on the safe side of things.

Kent yawned again, and pooched his butt back a bit. He was leaking bad and it was time to change his pad. He walked away from Jim, to the restroom, and he was leaning slightly to the side.

All day long he had trouble thinking. His mind was on the kinky underthings, on his dripping weenie, on his red toes.

That night, when he got home, Becky again called him down to the basement.

He descended the stairs, took off his outer clothes and went to the couch and lay down.

Becky stared at him. He was out on his feet.

But he couldn’t sleep. He was in a curious type of sub-land where he was wired from the sexual lust inside him. He lay on the couch, his eyes red, and Becky giggled.

She realized that in this state spanking wasn’t going to do him. She walked around him, pondering, and finally came up with an idea.

She went upstairs and got her vibrator. She duc taped it to a small rod, and connected the rod to a motor.

She tied Kent’s limbs to the couch, then wrapped duc tape around his body, fixing him to the couch.

“What…what?” Kent’s eyes were bleary.

She started the machine up and Kent came awake, yelped, but couldn’t do anything. The machine kept turning over, and the rod kept going back and forth, and Kent blubbered and spoke gibberish.

Somewhere in his speeching was ‘let me out of here!’

But, of course, Becky believed his stiff before she believed him.

She made sure he was well lubricated, checked on him every few minutes, and left him there for an hour.

Kent squirted, after a fashion. He was actually drained. Semen but no real orgasm. Becky marveled. She should have put a rubber on him, or some sort of drainage tube. All that semen wasted, when he could have had a good meal.

Finally, she released him. Kent lay on the couch, his eyes wide, his mind blasted. It took him an hour before he was able to get up and come upstairs.

“Hi, honey. How’s it going?”

Kent spouted nonsense, came and collapsed on the couch next to her.

Becky sat and played with him. She made him change his pads. He sat next to her, moaning, and she watched Survivor on TV.

Kent knew something was wrong, but he didn’t know what, and he couldn’t stop it.

He was a sexually motivated creature, and there was no way to refuse his urges. If he had just cum he would keep trying to cum. But he hadn’t cum, except by drip and by drool, and she wouldn’t let him orgasm.

One orgasm, that would be all it would take. Then he would be able to sleep. Then he would be cured. But she wouldn’t…let…him…have…one.

Kent lay awake all night. He did get a few minutes of sleep here and there, but his hard erection wouldn’t let him sleep. It was keeping him awake.

Becky snored easily, peacefully, happily.

Kent lay under the blankets and his penis made a tent. A tent that throbbed and pulsed and dripped. He had to get up several times to change his pad.

The next day he still yawned, but he didn’t feel the tiredness. Now he felt the sexual charge of energy. Now he was wired like he never had been before.

He went to work, thinking of his toes and underwear, and he bustled through work.

The sexual energy was transmuting.

Jim, unfortunately, wasn’t mollified. He sat down on the customer side of Kent’s desk and said, “You don’t look good.”

“Jim. Good buddy. I feel fine?”

His eyes were like headlamps, fixing on Jim, then skittering off him, then coming back. His hands were moving, tapping on the keyboard like it was a piano and he was Chopin. His mind was ten places at one: his red nails, his leaking cock, a line of energy that ran up the center of his chest, his garter snaps, his nights in the basement. And there was enough awareness left over to deal with clients.

Jim watched Kent work maniacally for a few minutes. He talked, but Kent blurted out answers before his questions were even complete.

Finally, Jim got up and left Kent’s office. Something was wrong here, but he didn’t know what. And how do you chastise a man who’s working too hard?

Kent laughed, all by himself, gleefully, and kept pounding on the keyboard.

After work Kent headed for home. He didn’t wait to be called. He headed down the stairs and ripped off his clothes.

Becky had ordered specialized furniture. She was handy with tools, had actually worked as a carpenter on college vacations, and she had constructed a special pillory.

The previous day she had had trouble with Kent squirming. No way that was going to happen again.

Kent lay down on a small rug and placed his hands and feet and head on a plank in round half holes. She closed the top plank over him, and he was caught. Because his legs were longer than his arms he had to push his butt way up in the air, and his package hung below his exposed bung hole.

She placed a condom on his weenie.

She set up the pole and the motor and turned it on.

Kent was caught, was unable to move, and the vibrator went back and forth. Becky lubed him up, a lot, and went upstairs to partake in her favorite hobby. With Kent so busy, and her limiting his sex, she needed lovers, and she was going through dating sites like they were going out of style.

Kent grunted as the pole went back and forth. He could feel his prostate being pressed, and it wasn’t long before he started spewing an endless stream of slime. Except it didn’t spew, it was caught by the condom, and the tip of the rubber grew larger and larger.

Kent stopped grunting and his mouth dropped open and he drooled from that end, too. His eyes were dazed, and he had a lone thought.

I’ve finally had enough.

But had he? He wasn’t complaining. He wasn’t telling Becky that he had had all that he could stand and he couldn’t stand no more. So had he had enough?

Something in his mind told him he had.

But something in his mind wouldn’t let him quit.

After a couple of hours Becky took him upstairs and fed him.

He wasn’t talking. He couldn’t put a sentence together. He drooled.

She sat him down and fed him like a baby. Actually spooning his food into his mouth.

His eyes wandered, thinking was beyond him.

After dinner she took him back into the basement. She put him on the couch this time, and tilted her chair up so he had to eat her.

He was quite willing. He wanted to. Eating her pussy had become all there was in the world.

Then she let him loose and they went upstairs. She took him to bed, and found that she had created an automaton. A fully on automatic fucking robot.

He wasn’t thinking, he wasn’t feeling, he was just a big weenie, pushing and shoving, ramming and jamming, unable to cum, but unable to stop.

Becky was in heaven. They might have had a good marriage before, but now it was perfect. Kent did what he was told. He emptied the garbage, cleaned the dishes, did the vacuuming…anything and everything she wanted, he did it.

And he did it without the constant talking and whining that men were guilty of when you tried to make them do simple things like cleaning a house.

And, on top of that, he fulfilled his sexual function endlessly. She would tell him to go softer, or move differently, and he would accommodate her. And he never came in her, leaving a big glop of goo for her to wipe out, and if he did leave a mess, he would clean it up without complaint, and even a certain degree of fervor.

And if that wasn’t enough, she had boyfriends!

And the days passed. On the weekends she took to dressing him up, full make up, and leaving him in the dungeon for hours on end.

During the week he went to work and worked. Maniacally, shuffling papers as if they were cards, possessed of an energy unbelievable.

Jimmy wanted to make him take a vacation. He could tell that something was going to bust in Kent. But Kent refused. He began showing up for work early, and he walked funny and sat down weird, and Jimmy never knew that he was wearing a butt plug.

Kent took to wearing light lipstick, and his nails, though polished with a clear polish, were a quarter inch too long. Except on the weekend when Becky transformed him.

Then Kent’s vacation arrived, and he had to take off work.

“You’re going to be home for three weeks?”

“Uh, yes,” he stared at her, in love, his tight skirt near busting from the poke of his cock.

Becky frowned. She didn’t want Kent home. She wanted the house to herself. And to whichever boyfriend she happened to prefer.

Kent didn’t know about her boyfriends. Kent just lived in his own sub-land of dripping frustration.

And would he have cared?

No.

He was locked into his own privations and excesses.

As long as Becky kept doing what she was doing he didn’t care about anything.

“Well, we’re going to have to do something about this.”

She called Jim and said Kent wanted to work. But Jim was worried about Kent. The last couple of months Kent had either stared into space, drooled, or worked and laughed like a maniac.

“Nope. Vacation is mandatory.”

It wasn’t, but he was going to make it so even if he had to lie.

Becky hung up the phone and looked sourly at Kent.

Kent was sitting at the kitchen table, ripping a magazine into tiny, little pieces. He was giggling. He was waiting for the fun and games to begin.

“Okay, Kent,” she sighed. “Let’s go.”

She led the way down to the basement. Kent skipped along behind her, giving a laugh every once in a while.

Becky looked around the basement. She had collected a lot of equipment the last few months, and she had used it all. So what could she do, what kind of new machine could she make?

Thinking on the fly, she pulled the couch to the center of the dungeon. She tied Kent’s ankles and wrists to the legs of the couch.

Kent lay on his belly, his butt up, his cock pointed downward as much as it could.

She arranged a machine behind him, started the pole going back and forth.

She set up a machine in front of him, put a small dildo to his mouth and started the machine up.

She put a machine under him, cut a hole through the couch and placed his cock in a suction tube.

She put cow milkers on his nipples.

Kent grunted and groaned with each new addition to his predicament.

Becky had two spanking machines, and she set them up, one on each side of the couch, one for each buttock.

When she was done Kent was in the center of a slew of machines, and the machines pounded into him, sucked him, teased him, spanked him.

Becky went to the front and watched the little dildo go in and out of Kent’s mouth. His eyes were crossed and there was no worry about lubrication. He was drooling more than a Saint Bernard.

She checked the other machines. She made sure he was super lubed at every orifice.

Then, sighing in satisfaction, she went upstairs.

Upstairs the doorbell rang, and she opened the door.

“Oh, baby!” Becky crowed.

The man was black, six foot six, and had the cock of a horse. It hung down to his knees like a firehose, his balls were the size of grapefruits, and when he shot his load it would take the head off a moose.

“Come on, baby.”

“What about your husband?” the man asked.

“Don’t worry, he’s quite busy.”

“I wasn’t worried,” and the big man’s eyes glinted.

Two minutes later they were in Becky’s bed, him holding her wrists down and pounding into her. Becky was groaning loud enough to wake the dead, and the big man was showing a huge slice of grin.

Downstairs, in the gloom of the basement, Kent was finally and truly getting fucked. All of his fetishes were being addressed. He was not just in sub-land…he was in sub-heaven.

His holes were being rubbed intimately and thoroughly.

He could feel the little cock sliding in and out of his throat. The big cock was pushing on his prostate like a fat lady bouncing on an exercise ball. The tubes underneath him sucked the gism out of him as fast as he could produce it.

And his head…his head, in that wonderful heaven of sexual completion, was not thinking.

If a man gets no sleep for fourteen days he dies. Sad fact, but true.

If a man cums and can’t stop cumming, eventually, he will break down.

And he will die.

Kent had broken down. His mind stopped working and all his senses focused on the in and the out, the back and the forth, the squirt and the rump and the exploding nipples and…

Kent finally ran out of semen. The gift that keeps on giving had finally given out.

When the semen dried up he still tried to squirt, and his balls started to implode. They shrank, shriveled, and became hard, little walnuts, and then petrified raisins, and then…the body having no reproductive system lost its motivation for life.

His throat couldn’t swallow, things were going the wrong way in his butt, his balls had turned into black holes.

Slowly, his body shut down. Organ by organ it stopped functioning.

Kidneys, liver, and, finally, the heart.

Tick tock…tick tock…tick…tick…ti—

Kent closed his eyes. He had been literally fucked to death.

A couple of hours later Becky woke up. Her pussy was stretched as it had never been. Her nipples were sucked half off her boobs, and were big and swollen and distended. Even her lips were bloated and sore from the big man’s constant attention.

But he was gone.

She missed him already, and she wondered, in a vague manner, how Kent was doing.

She rose, put on a night gown, and walked through the house and down the stairs.

The machines were still making their machine sounds. Chugging and poking and sucking and doing what they were designed for.

“Hey, Kent.”

No answer.

“Kent?”

She approached him, and a dull shock went through her.

He wasn’t moving. He wasn’t grunting and groaning and carrying on.

“Kent?”

She turned off the machines and went to the end of the couch where his head lay motionless.

Kent?”

She lifted his head, saw the blank eyes. She looked down to his cock and saw that it was, finally, limp.

He was dead.

“AIEEEEEE!” Becky screamed, and kept screaming.

Kent lay motionless, immune to scream and even sexual abandon.

Kent had been fucked off the earthly plane of existence.

Gone.

He had been murdered by the heaven of his dreams.

Neighbors eventually called the police to report the weird wailing, screaming issuing from the basement. They carted Becky away to an asylum. She would receive care, shock treatment, and even a frontal lobotomy.

As for Kent, he was buried, and he became a sort of legend.

School kids visited his grave, and they scratched on his headstone:

Here is a man named Kent.

Instead of cumming he went.

And lest you feel sorry for Kent, don’t. He lived the life he lived, and he finally received what every man wants.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminized and Bent Over!

One good joke deserves another!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Watch this!” Tom pointed across the yard with his chin.

“Watch what?” Jon turned and looked.

Tom was pointing at his wife, Linda.

Linda was a class A babe. Her hair was a golden waterfall splashing on her shoulders. She had blue, agate eyes and a smile that was ready for anything.

She was sitting at a table talking with two girls on the other side of the pool. Suddenly she jerked, looked around, spotted Tom and a fierce look crossed her face. She made a cutting motion across her throat with her fingers. Knock it off!

Tom chuckled.

Jon had no idea what was going on. He looked at Tom, “What just happened.”

Tom turned to him and grinned. “My wife is wearing a remote control vibrator.”

Jon’s mouth opened in surprise. “Now? In her…her…”

“Yep. Go get us a couple of cold beers and I’ll show you again.”

Jon walked/ran around the corner of the pool and picked up a couple of bottles of Golden Monkey. He brought them back, opened them, and handed one to Tom.

“Now talk,” he demanded.

“It’s simple. It’s a remote controlled device, fits right inside her. I’ve got the fob right here,” he held up a little piece of plastic that looked like a car key. “I press the red button and she gets a ride. I can control the duration and intensity.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Nope.” The two men sipped their beers and Tom watched his wife and waited. When he thought she was not expecting it, he murmured, “Here we go.”

He pressed the red button and Linda almost lost control. Her elbow slipped on the table, her cross leg slipped off her other leg, and her head gave a choppy waggle.

Tom snickered, and couldn’t stop.

Again, Linda looked at him. She shook her head and waved a finger in the negative.

“Oh, my God!” Jon muttered.

Done with his fun, Tom turned and led the way to the house. As they walked he explained. “I bought the cheap model. The expensive one fits inside and can be controlled from your cell phone. You just move your finger up and down and your girl is taken from a quivering mind splat to a full on orgasm.

“An orgasm? Really?”

“Sure. I can get Linda to the big O, but it takes a while. But she doesn’t like me to do that unless she’s really in the mood. She really likes wearing the thing, but she doesn’t like it when I go to the highest setting. Imagine sitting and talking with your friends and all of the sudden you’re exploding in an orgasm.”

Jon could imagine it. He could imagine squirting his brains out, uncontrollably, and it sounded like the greatest thing since dehydrated water.

“And there’s no danger?”

“Nah.”

The hot dogs and hamburgers were done and the men stood at the table and loaded paper plates with mac and cheese and scorched wieners.

“The one I’ve got—like I say, it’s not an expensive model—we’ve brought her to the big O lots of times. But usually just when we’re fooling around at home. This is the first time she’s agreed to have it inside her while we’re out. That’s why I’m really careful. A zap here and there. She loves it, as long as it is done in moderation and she isn’t brought to a toe curling, boob quivering orgasm.

“What’s the high end model like?”

“It’s a little more expensive, but you can slide it up and down, and you can control the types of vibrations. You can set it on low and leave it, or you can blast your woman and she’ll cum on the spot.”

“Wow!” Jon licked his lips. He would love to have that kind of power over his wife.

For a half hour Jon and Tom sat and ate and drank and talked about the amazing little ‘love app.’

Then Tom took him back to the pool and he zapped Linda a couple of times.

Jon was beside himself. He had to have one of these doo hickies! He could just imagine making Karen squirt on command.

‘Honey, do you love me? Then here you go. ZAP! Oh…ah…fuck!”

Or, ‘Baby, you didn’t do the dishes so…here you go!”

“BAM! full orgasm. Her lying on the floor at his feet, clutching her groin and groaning. ‘I’m sorry! I’ll do the dishes promptly! Please don’t zap me again!’

But he would, of course. Women not only needed that sort of control. They needed to mind, or else!

Heck, he could call her when he wanted her, make her be quiet when he was talking…he could do anything!

“Show me again,” Jon asked intently.

Tom was only too happy to, and across the pool Linda grabbed her groin, and tried to disguise her movements. When she looked at Tom, begging for mercy, her eyes were dazed.

Tom laughed. He waved and gave a nod.

“I guess that’s about it for the night. I don’t want to over use it. Women can get upset if you take them too far.”

“How do you mean?”

“One time I made her squirt when she didn’t want to. Man, was she pissed.”

Jon thought about that. What if he made Karen orgasm, and kept her there. He would expect her to be thankful. He certainly wouldn’t let up just because she got a little whiny.

The party over, Jon and Karen headed for home. They were pleasantly high, listening to the radio, and Jon suddenly said, “I’m going to buy you a special present.”

“Oh, goodie!” She leaned against him. “What kind?”

“It’s a remote control vibrator.”

She moved away from him, turned and stared. “What?”

“It works off an app. You wear it, and I can give you pleasure whenever I want. I could even be at work and you’d have yourself a wonderful sexual experience.”

Never having seen a remote controlled vibrator, Karen was suspicious, but curious. Jon often had these ‘;bright ideas,’ but this sounded interesting.

“I could give you a little tickle whenever I wanted.”

“Whenever?”

“Sure. We could be shopping for groceries. You reach up for the oatmeal and…zzzz! Your knees grow weak as I make love to you remotely. Or maybe we’re taking a walk at the park and…zzzz! You get a nice, little orgasm.”

Karen giggled.

“It’s a remote controlled sexual experience. I could zap you, or you could zap yourself, and we could have so much fun.”

Karen smiled. The way Jon was describing it, clean, wholesome fun.  Then she frowned. “There’s got to be a catch. What if I didn’t want to cum?”

“Then I wouldn’t use it.”

Inside he was chuckling. Yeah, when I zap you you’ll be begging for more! You’ll be a quivering mass of jiggling jello, and I’ll be your savior!

“Well, I mean, what could it hurt, right?”

“Right! Lots of fun and laughs, I’ll look into it tonight, just as soon as we get home.

“Well, not as soon,” she replied, giving a little blush.

He grinned. Man, this was going to be good. Just talking about it had got her all hot and bothered.

“Oh, yes. Maybe I’ll wait a few minutes. Like an orgasm or two!

At home Jon did his duty, gave Karen a wonderful big orgasm, then, he was so excited by the idea of remote controlled orgasms, he didn’t even bother to finish himself. He just leaped out of her, causing a gasp, and ran for the computer.

On the net he found a variety of remote controlled devices. And he found a lot of people had written reviews.

‘My wife blesses the day I found this little beauty!’

‘I’m in control. When I say squirt…she squirts.’

‘I walk tall these days, and my wife walks three feet behind me and waits for me to press the button!’

And, Jon’s favorite review, which was from a wife. ‘Thank God! Now I’m satisfied every day! All day! The person who invented this is a saint!’

A saint. He actually giggled and thought of himself being crowned by angels and called ‘Saint Jon.’

He selected a remote control device called ‘The Whizzer Bomb.’ The ad said he could cause massive orgasms. Orgasms so big his wife would lose control of her bowels!

It wasn’t all that expensive, so he ordered two of them. One for each hole, and even put them on overnight delivery.

Man, was he going to have fun. And he could just imagine Karen on her knees, hugging his legs, begging him to zap her again. And again and again.

Click, he pressed the cursor and the order went through.

Jon went to work the next day, and he had a tough time concentrating. The Whizzer Bombs would be waiting when he got home, and that made him shiver with excitement.

He could just imagine Karen putting them in her orifices and him making her dance, and beg, and plead for him to do her again. Again, Jon, please, again!

Finally, work was over and he rushed home.

But they weren’t there.

He was disconsolate, but realized that he had ordered too late at night for them to deliver next day. So he had to wait 24 more hours.

Karen laughed at him. “Oh, poor boy! You’d think we were going to use the thing on you.”

He blinked. “On me?”

“Sure. I was reading the instructions, and they say they work vaginally or anally. So, why not?”

That was a weird thought. He didn’t know if he wanted anybody messing with his heinie. After all, women, they were used to putting things in themselves. But, a guy? Hmmm.

But Karen didn’t bring it up again. She just laughed at his horniness.

“You didn’t squirt last night. No wonder you’re in boner city.”

And it was true.

He was erect and ready, and in a state of perpetual sexual excitement.

But, taking pity on him, Karen took him in the bedroom and played with him for a while.

“Oh, God! Don’t torture me! Get me off!”

But Karen stroked him, stuck her pinkie in his butt hole, and dragged it out.

But she didn’t squirt him.

And he felt a slight irritation. He didn’t like being controlled like that. He wanted to be the one in control.

Well, he would show her. Just wait until he had her at the mercy of his app! He’d show her then!

The next day Jon was again a shivering wreck at work. Having had a near orgasm it was bad, but…nothing else to do about it.

Working on a spread sheet he would suddenly find himself daydreaming. Karen on a leash…an invisible leash…shivering and crying out. ‘Please, honey! Give me another orgasm!’

Even during a department meeting his mind wandered. Karen fanning him with a big ostrich feather as he held up the app and teased her. ‘Please, master, take me to paradise!’ And he would give in and press the—

“You should liaise with sales on that. What do you say, Jon?”

Jon was caught. He came back to the here and now and struggled to figure out what the boss had been talking about.

After the meeting Tom approached him. “Man, you were out there. What were you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking about the Whizzer Bomb.”

“You got one! Fantastic!”

Jon grinned, and the two men chuckled and chortled as they considered the possibilities.

Jon checked out early, he was so excited. He drove home in a daze, thinking about the joy he was about to give. His wife was going to be so happy when he was done with her!

He entered the house at a sprint and yelled out, “Karen! Did it get here?”

Karen came out of the bedroom with a big smile on her face. “Come on. I was just going to open it.”

Jon ran to the bedroom and stared at the box on the bed.

It wasn’t a big box, but the dynamite it must hold…he couldn’t stop grinning.

“Okay, here we go.” Karen inserted a fingr under the wrapping paper and lifted. The paper came off the package and they looked at the inside box. It was black and shiny and the ‘Whizzer Bomb!’ logo was on one side. On the other side was a caution about over using it.

“That’s dumb,” Jon pointed at the caution. “That’s just the insurance companies doing their thing.”

Karen, being excited to see a real, live Whizzer Bomb, didn’t even notice the warning. She opened the lid and dumped the contents of the box on the bed spread.

There were two separate Whizzer Bombs. They were bright pink and one end was like a sort of a weird looking tear drop. They were about an inch in diameter, and the other end was just a small teardrop.

Jon picked up one and Karen picked up the other. They held them up to the light and turned them and examined them.

“So this is them,” observed Jon.

“This is they,” answered Karen.

Jon picked up one of the remotes, it was just like a car fob, and he pressed the red button.

ZZZZZZZ! The Whizzer Bomb in Karen’s hand buzzed and startled her so much she dropped it. Then they both laughed.

She picked it up, took the fob from Jon and tried it out. The thing actually danced across her palm.

“Oh, baby,” Jon licked his lips.

Karen held the thing against her pussy. She was dressed, with material between the device and her flesh, but she could really feel it. It shimmied and shook and she felt the thrill shoot through her groin.

“Oh, wow!” She stared at Jon, happiness write upon her face.

Jon took his Whizzer bomb and held it against his groin and repeated her experiment.

ZZZZZZ!

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Then he looked at his wife. “Quick, put it in!”

Karen took off her dress, then she pushed her panties off.

Jon licked his lips again and stared at his wife’s big honkers. This was making him so incredibly horny.

Karen sat on the bed and spread her legs. She looked up at him with a naughty look on her face. “Hold my lips apart, honey, make it easy for me.”

Jon almost came as he bent down and took his wife’s labia and  pulled them apart.

Karen gave a groan, she liked being played with, and she slipped the large pink end of the Whizzer Bomb into her depths.

Jon let go of her lips and stood up and stared at her.

“Now take it easy on me, honey. I don’t want to break anything down there.”

“Heck,” he said, “You can’t break a pussy!”

“Well, I don’t—“

Jon pushed the buzzer. Fortunately, he had it on a low setting. They couldn’t hear the vibrations going on inside her, but she jerked, started to fall back, but Jon caught her hand and pulled her upright, so she collapsed into his arms.

“Oh, God! Oh, Lord Heysoos!”

Jon held and grinned. He increased the intensity of the device and Karen started bucking and whining. “Oh…Jon! Please!”

But whether she was asking him to please stop it, or please increase it, Jon didn’t know. But he knew what he wanted, and he increased the power.

ZZZZZ!

They still couldn’t hear it, but Karen shivered and shook and collapsed. She could no longer control her body.

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Jon maxed out the device and Karen suddenly grunted, and her body arched so hard he couldn’t hold onto her. She fell back on the bed, her eyes rolling and her toes curling.

For a long minute she just quivered and moaned, then the orgasm broke.

Jon let off on the trigger and watched his wife slowly come back to life.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered at last. “I can’t believe…that was so fucking incredible!”

“Do you want it again?”

“No! Please, no. Let me recover.”

Jon was disappointed. He wanted to Whizzer Bomb her out of her mind right then. But she had a hold of his wrist and took the fob out of his hand.

He watched as she groaned and bent a bit and held her labia apart.

“Take it out. Please.”

Jon gripped the small end of the vibrator and slowly pulled. It started to come out, then he grinned and pushed it back in.

Karen jerked, and sighed and looked at him.

He pulled it half out, wiggled it, and pushed it in again.

Having just cum Karen wasn’t all that happy. She was done.

“Stop it, stop it!”

And, finally, Jon did. He pulled the device out and held it up. It was so harmless looking. A little wet, but it just hung from his fingertips and looked like a vegetable or something.

Karen lay back on the bed and sighed. “Oh, Lord. We’re going to do this again.”

Jon reached down and touched her pussy.

“No! No! I’ve had enough.”

Then she sat up and gave him a half glare. “And when I ask you to stop…you stop!”

“Aw, honey.” He smiled, handed her the Whizzder Bomb, and thought, Oh, baby. Next time we’re going for the gold. I won’t stop until you’ve had all the orgasms your body can stand!

That night Karen was relaxed and even glowing. She had been satisfied in a way that not even Jon’s penis could do.

Oh, she wouldn’t give up Jon’s dong, but the Whizzer Bomb had definitely opened up her mind on sex.

The dick is dead, long live the plastic dick!

Jon couldn’t stop grinning. The way she had exploded, and she had orgasmed for so long! It was great.

In an odd way, it hade him feel more manly. He had pleased his woman. Wasn’t that what it was all about? And he wasn’t even thinking of his own pleasure, even though his dick was throbbing like a choo choo train.

Karen, however, brought it up.

“We have to get you off?”

“Why?” he said, expansively.

“Because you didn’t cum the other night, and I just had the most glorious orgasm, and…don’t you think it’s time you had a little fun?”

“Well, probably, but I’m so excited about this Whizzer Bomb thing I don’t care. Want to try it again after dinner?”

Karen shook her head. “Look, it’s great, but I don’t want to go crazy on it.”

Jon snickered. “Go crazy. Yeah. You really did. You should have seen yourself. You were totally gone.”

Karen blushed a little. “Well, yeah. But…when are we going to use one on you?”

“What? On me?” He was actually confused.

“Yes. You did buy two. That’s his and hers, right?”

Jon protested, “No!, Those are girl vibrators. I bought an extra one because you have two holes.”

“That just proves they can be used up the heinie. So why can’t we put one up your heinie?”

“Because I’m a dude! I’m a man! Men don’t put things up their back ends!”

“Why not?” She grinned in a sly manner. “You sure like it when I poke around back there with my finger.”

“There’s a big difference between a finger and a pecker.”

“Plastic pecker. And not really a pecker. It’s shaped more like a fish or something.”

“Fish, pecker, whatever. You ain’t gonna make a gay out of me!”

That ended the conversation, though Karen wasn’t happy. He expected her to put one up her back side, yet he wouldn’t put one up his own. Talk about a double standard!

The week progressed slowly. Jon was harder than a drive shaft, but he wasn’t concerned with that. In fact, it was sort of fun to walk around all drippy.

What he was concerned with was another session with the Whizzer Bomb in her vagina.

That had been so much fun. The way he had blow her mind, the way she had just lain there, her pussy quivering like it was having an earthquake…he wanted to do that again!

He went to work throbbing, kissing her good bye and seeing her laying on the bed, jerking uncontrollably, her pussy exploding in goodness.

He came home, almost shaking with the desire to use the Whizzer Bomb and make her squirt.

Yet Karen just didn’t seem all that excited. She had had her massive orgasm, and though she wanted another one, she wasn’t all that excited about doing it right away.

“Why not?” Jon kept asking her.

She would patiently reply, “You’d get tired of steak every night. Give it some time.

Yet, by the next weekend his constant entreaties had broken her down. They were getting ready to go over to Tom and Linda’s for a little barbecue and drinks. It was to be a small party, just them and two other couples. Not a drunken blast like the weekend previously.

“Now, remember,” Karen cautioned, as she sat on the bed and prepared to insert the toy into her hole. “You take it easy. Tease me a little, get me horny, and then later, at home, we can go a little crazy.”

Jon nodded, grinned, and helped her insert the device.

They drove over to Tom and Linda’s, and he managed to restrain himself.

Though he was dying on the inside, so anxious to make her jump and squirm.

The other two couples were Bob and Lucy, and Jim and Tammy. They all knew each other, so it was a nice, relaxed time. They all drank beer, good beer, Golden Monkey beer, and they laughed and joked and talked about various things.

Jon called Tom to the side, and when Tom joined him Jon snickered. “Watch this.”

Jon held up the fob and Tom’s mouth opened. “Now? She’s wearing it now?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Jon did start off easy. That much could be said for him. He had hooked the Whizzer Bomb up to his cell phone, and he called up the screen. He tapped the phone face twice.

Across the patio Karen jumped a little, then straightened up. She looked around, but Jon and Tom were behind a hedge.

Karen put her face in her hands and shook her head.

Jon and Tom couldn’t stop giggling.

Jon moved his finger and the blip on the cell screen jumped.

And Karen tried not to jump. But she looked uncomfortable. Jon had gone a little heavy on that one.

Karen looked around, her mouth open to yell at Jon to stop, but he and Tom were laughing hysterically on the other side of the hedge.

The other two couples, and Linda, hadn’t noticed Karen’s alarm, and they chatted on. They were talking about how dishonest the government was, and no eyes were on Karen.

Jon sneaked a look, then flipped the blip on the screen to the highest intensity. It was only a second, but Karen stood up, then collapsed back.

“You okay, Karen?” asked Linda.

“Oh, I’m fine. Just fine. I was just straightening out my dress.” Her face was flushed, her expression was flustered, her mind was flabbergasted.

She had told Jon to take it easy, but he had really zapped her. If it had been longer than a second she would have cum right in her panties. She looked around, desperate to find him, to signal him not to do anymore. But he was nowhere. He must be in the house.

She started to get up, but Jon zapped her, and he started to ride the blip on the screen. Up and down, quick and fast, slow and easy.

Karen sat, shivered, and held herself with her arms.

“Karen?”

“I’m okay,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t.

“Let me get you some water,” Bob asked.

She nodded, though she wasn’t aware of it. Her awareness was totally caught up by the way her pussy was heating up. The vibrations in her vagina were causing her to lose control of her body. Then, when Jon, wherever he was, lightened up, she would try to stand up, and he would zap her again.

Across the pool Jon and Tom were in hysterics. Every time Karen tried to stand he would zap her, and she would collapse back in her chair.

The others were on their feet now, solicitous, concerned, and asking what they could do to help.

“Nu…nu…nothing,” Karen stated, her teeth chattering. She was about to have an orgasm.

Jon went up and down with the controls.

Karen started humping the air.

Everybody stood back.

“What’s happening?”

“Is she okay? Karen? Are you okay?”

Karen tried to talk, but she couldn’t figure out how to use her mouth anymore. Her whole body was jerking back and forth.

Jon, holding his gut with one hand, slid the blip down to nothing.

Karen lay there, breathing hard, slowly regaining her eyesight.

“I think…I need to go…”

She stood up and staggered along the edge of the pool.

Tom nudged Jon, and Jon looked around the hedge and saw Karen walking along the side of the pool.

He looked at Tom, Tom nodded, and he put the slider up to the top and held it.

Karen lost control of her pussy, and her limbs, and her whole body.

“AHHHH!” she yelled, and she fell to the side, knew not where she was falling, but…right into the pool.

Tom and Jon couldn’t believe it! They laughed hysterically, almost maniacally, and then Jon finally realized he was going to have to do something before Karen drowned. He let up on the cell phone and ran to help Karen.

Karen went under the water and into heaven. The orgasm blasted through her so hard she didn’t even care if she drowned. She just floated under the surface, instinctively holding her breath, but only aware of how pleasant everything was.

Under the water her hips humped back and forth like she was fucking the world’s biggest dick.

Everybody had rushed to the side and Jim jumped into the water and pulled her to the surface.

She was choking, and drowning, and her eyes were dazed. The others pulled her out of the pool, and she lay on the side, and Bob started giving her mouth to mouth. One of the girls was pressing on her chest, on her tits, and she tried to push everybody back.

The orgasm was over, and she was just…hurt.

Jon had done this. Why had he done this?

Jon rushed into the group, pushed the others aside. Yes, he was a horny pervert, but he really loved his wife.

“Karen? Honey?”

“Let me up,” she mumbled. She was weak, her body was drained of strength, but she managed to get to her feet.

Everybody looked at her. “I’m going to the bathroom now,” she whispered. Her world was shattered, she was distraught, and she couldn’t believe Jon had done this to her.

Oh, she knew Jon was sorry now. He was kind and solicitous and apologetic, but…but he had done this to her. She was soaked, her pussy hurt, and she was totally mortified.

She pushed off hands and headed for the house. She was regaining strength now that the device was turned off.

Jon followed, and they heard the others whispering something about epileptic seizures.

“Honey! I’m sorry! I was just having fun!”

“And you didn’t think about me having fun, or being embarrassed.” She didn’t look back at him, just shrugged off his helping hands.

“I know! I got out of control, but I didn’t realize that you were having such a hard time? I mean, it was only an orgasm!”

She whirled on him. “Only an orgasm. Only an orgasm.” Her disdain for him was a slap in the face, and he started to realize the depth of his betrayal.

She continued into the bathroom and he managed to follow her. He closed the door while she broke into tears.

He tried to put his arms around her but she pushed him off and turned to the sink. She washed her face, disguising the tears with faucet water.

“Honey, I am so sorry! I thought it was going to be fun. I thought you were having fun. I was stupid and I’m sorry a thousand times over.”

“Fuck you,” she muttered.

She took off her blouse and wrung it out.

Jon looked at her massive mammaries and licked his lips, then remembered how contrite he was.

“Look, I know I screwed up. I didn’t mean to, everything just got out of control.”

Karen cried softly, then stopped. She had to go home. She had to get out of here.

“Go tell the others I’m all right. Tell them I had…had a seizure or something. I just need to go home.”

Jon nodded, happy to be able to at last do something for Karen.

“Okay. Just stay here.”

“No. I’ll be out at the car.”

Jon left. On the patio he explained that everything was all right, that Karen had apparently had a seizure and they would be talking to doctors first thing tomorrow. They were leaving, and, no need to come see them off.

The others, concerned all understood.

Except for Tom, who simply stood at the back of the group, his lips compressed so he didn’t laugh, and gave Jon a thumbs up.

Jon felt guilty, but he also took a small victory at Tom giving him the thumbs up.

It had been cool, after all. Even though he had screwed up, he had made Karen cum so hard she had fallen in the pool.

But he was careful not to show any trace of exultation. He just said good bye and hurried out front.

Karen was in the car, soaked and crying.

Jon started the car up and drove home. He kept apologizing and saying he was sorry, but Karen seemed to ignore him.

Finally, Jon sighed. He had screwed up, and that was probably the end of the Whizzer Bomb.

Damn. Just when it had gotten good!


PART TWO

At home Karen got out of her clothes and took a shower. She soaped herself thoroughly, somehow feeling unclean, and dried herself off.

She had stopped crying, but she was still about as hurt as she had ever been.

That Jon had been so inconsiderate, so mean, was a major betrayal.

She knew he loved her. And she loved him. Just because a man screws up doesn’t undo a woman’s love.

Maybe if he was a criminal, or a drug addict or something…but he wasn’t. He was just stupid. He was like a little boy with an obsession. So she loved him, but…the scales had to be balanced. He had to learn consequences. He had to come face to face with his cruelties if he was ever going to be a fit husband.

That thought in her mind, she went to bed, refused to cuddle, and lay awake for hours. Misery has that effect on people.

The next day she awoke early and puttered around the house. Tears were done, but her hurt feelings were not.

Jon was extraordinarily quiet. He knew he had screwed up.

But, like a man, he still had a big boner. He hadn’t cum for over a week. He had been getting his sexual jollies on his fantasies, and now he was feeling the pinch.

He needed to cum.

Karen wasn’t interested in his cumming. At all.

Mid morning she called Linda and they had a long and intense conversation about men and their foibles.

“I had a feeling that was what had happened,” confessed Linda. Tom tried the same thing with me, but he didn’t get out of control.”

“I’m so embarrassed,” said Karen.

“Don’t be. It’s men. They are that stupid. And don’t worry. I’ll explain to the other girls, and, by the way, I’m going to send you an email with something in it.”

Karen thanked her and hung up. An hour later she checked her email and found the message from Linda. It had a link to the Whizzer Bomb company, and Karen almost deleted the message. But Linda had said there would be something of extreme interest to her in the email, so she forced herself to read it. Then, halfway through, she saw what Linda had sent her, and she didn’t have to force herself to read it. Now she was interested.

And she ended up making an order.

Jon walked the straight and narrow. He mowed the lawn and washed the windows. He did the dishes, something he never did, and even mopped the floor and cleaned the bathroom.

He was in a state of extreme amendments. He waited on Karen hand and foot. He did chores around the house. He even bought her a couple of boxes of chocolates.

And always, in his eyes, was the hang dog look of a man who had really screwed up and just wanted forgiveness.

Karen accepted his apologies, but not really, and waited.

She got a delivery, a small box, and she opened it up in the bathroom, Jon out mowing the lawn. She shook out another Whizzer Bomb, but this one was different.

She hooked the thing to her cell phone, then added the app. She looked at the devilish thing, and smiled. Jon could do amends until the day he died, and she would still be upset. But this little doodad was going to fix everything. This version of the Whizzer Bomb was going to teach him a lesson.

She held the new Whizzer Bomb in her hand and tapped the screen of her cell phone.

CLICK! four, little flanges extended from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb. They weren’t huge, but extended as they were, like little shelves, there was no way this Whizzer Bomb was going to come out until she decided.

Snickering. She tapped the screen and the protrusions sticking out from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb retracted.

It would go in easy, but come out hard. Iin fact, it woldnt’ come out at all.

It would be like an umbrella going up a chimney closed, but to take it out would be like pulling that same umbrella down the chimney while it was open.

She went to the dresser drawer where they kept the other Whizzer Bombs. She took the unused one out of the drawer, the one she had said was for ‘his,’ and she put the new one into the drawer. It was a close duplicate, looked the same, and Jon wouldn’t be looking at it all that closely.

Then she went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink.

A week later Jon and Karen were invited to a night out by Linda and Bob.

Karen agreed to go, which surprised Jon. She hadn’t wanted to go anywhere since the party.

“Are you sure?” he asked. He acted like a puppy whose tail had been stepped on.

“I’m sure, but there’s one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“You wear the Whizzer Bomb.”

“What?” He prepared all the arguments about not being less than a man, but the look on her face stopped him.

“If you ever want me to forgive you…you will wear the Whizzer Bomb.”

He stared at her, and knew he was in a hard place. No matter if it was less than manly, he was going to have to insert the stupid thing up his own heinie.

“It’s that or divorce.”

Jon sighed and gave in. He didn’t want to. Oh, Lord, he didn’t want to. But if that was what it took to get his wife to start acting normal again…he’d do it.

That evening they got ready to go out.

Karen took her time. She soaked in the tub, put her best lingerie on, and was quite the beauty.

Jon sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the Whizzer Bomb in his hand.

Karen came out of the bathroom. “What’s the matter?”

“I don’t know if I can do this.”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll help. Pants down and bend over the bed.”

It took a moment, but Jon did as she commanded.

Karen opened the drawer and substituted the new Whizzer Bomb for the old one. She greased it up, then began reaming him with a finger. She ran her digit around and around, slathering a thick glob of lube into his anus.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered. He was scared, he was twitching at every touch, but…it felt good.

How could that be? He wondered. Why does it feel so good?

And, the terrible thought, Is this going to make me gay?

Smiling, Karen put the Whizzer Bomb to his bung hole. A simple push and it slid in.

Jon gulped and jerked. He felt his butt. It was greasy with lube and…

CLICK!

He gave a super jerk. The Whizzer Bomb had done something in his asshole! It felt…bigger!

“What was that?”

He straightened up, turned around.

Karen was holding her cell phone. She was also smiling. It was not a reassuring smile.

“Well, Jon. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.”

“What?”

She tapped the blip on her cell phone screen.

Jon jumped, and actually turned his head as if to look behind himself.

“What’s the matter, honey? Don’t you like it?”

“Unh?” he grunted as she tapped the screen, then pushed the blip up and down.

Jon’s dong was hard. It had been hard for a couple of weeks. He hadn’t even jacked off, and now he was face to face with his horniness.

“What are you…doing?” he gasped.

“Giving you a little taste of your own medicine.”

Up and down.

“OH!” He quivered and his hips twitched. “Please…it feels too good. Oh! Shit!”

And it did feel good. But the real problem was that Jon was out of control. He had no control. He was now the victim in the affair.

“Please…don’t.”

He was trembling, his knees threatened to give way, and he loved the feeling in his butthole.

Oh, God! Was he turning gay?

“And, just to let you know…”

“Yeah?” he gasped. He had his hands down at his asshole. He was grabbing the end of the Whizzer Bomb.”

“We’re not just going to Charley Coyote’s tonight.”

“Oh?” he managed to hold the end of the Whizzer Bomb and he started to pull on it.

A stunned expression came across his face. The Whizzer Bomb was stuck! It wouldn't come out! the flanges inside were keeping it firmly lodged.

“Yes. Linda and the girls are on their way over right now.

“Oh…what?” He kept trying to pull the thing out of himself, but all he succeeded in doing was turning himself in a circle.

“We’re going to fix you up and show you what it feels like.”

“What what feels…” he tried to figure out what Karen was saying. He faced her, his eyes open.

DING DONG!

“There they are. Just stay here, Jon.”

Jon was panicked, but Linda put the blip up a couple of notches. He staggered, he was horny, his dick was dripping, but…he couldn’t get it together enough to hide, or flee, or do anything.

“Just lay on the bed for a moment, Jon.”

She pushed him, and he was so out of control he fell across the bed. He lay there and humped and tried to get the Whizzer Bomb out, and wondered what was going to happen to him.

Karen, Linda, Lucy and Tammy filed into the room. They all wore smirks on their faces, and Jon rolled onto his side. His mouth was open and his eyes were glazed, but he understood what was happening.

Four women.

Revenge.

The only question was…how far were they going to go?

Karen turned the blip down to one notch. Jon felt the buzz in his ass, but it was standable. He gulped and looked at his wife.

“Jon. You do what we say and I won’t have to use the Whizzer Bomb on you. You refuse and I will. If you flatly refuse I’ll just put you to the highest setting and we’ll do what we want whether you like it or not.”

Jon felt like somebody was yelling inside his mind.

“What are you going to do?”

“Well, it starts with you taking a nice shower. But first, we’d like to put some body lotion on you.”

Jon looked at the four women. They were going to give him a bath? Wash him off? That wasn’t so bad! That was a fantasy for lots of men. Sure, he would be embarrassed, but four, sexy, stacked women washing him off? He could live with that.

But, he was also a bit embarrassed about taking his clothes off.

“I don’t think—“

ZZZZZZ!

He heard it, well, felt it.

The girls didn’t hear it, but they saw the effects. Jon grabbed a bedpost and his knees gave way.

The women moved forward en masse. Since he was getting ready he didn’t have much in the way of clothes on, but they stripped his shirt and his socks off.

Karen eased up a bit and the women began slathering some sort of goop on him.

“Hey!” But when he started to resist Karen zapped him again.

For a long minute the women covered his body, then they simply stood back and began chatting.

“He’s got a nice weenie,” observed Tammy.

“I know,” agreed Karen. “If he wasn’t so stupid in using it…did you know he hasn’t cum in a couple of weeks?”

“Really?” The women were all aghast.

“He was so excited by the Whizzer Bomb that he just wanted to make me cum and he didn’t care about himself.”

“Aw, that’s sweet,” cooed Lucy.

“Sweet but stupid,” commented Linda.

“What…what are you doing? What is this stuff?”

“Just be patient, Jon,” Linda said.

They stood around for fifteen minutes, then Jon realized the goop was starting to burn.

“Time!” yelled Linda.

They took him into the back yard and hosed him down.

“Just like squirting a horny dog,” yelped one of the ladies, and they all laughed as he turned this way and that, trying to avoid the cold water.

After that he showed a little reluctance, so Karen zapped him a good one.

“Oh, look how he drips!”

They took him back into the bedroom. He was shaking, his legs felt like spaghetti on drugs, and they sat him down in Karen’s vanity seat.

“What are you doing?”

Now Karen had to ride the blip. She kept raising it and lowering it, and Jon shuddered and tried to think, but he couldn’t control himself.

The women began painting his toes a bright red. If Jon tried to move he was zapped and they just waited for him to come back to himself.

Then, his toes done and dried, they put long fingernails on his hands.

“What are you doing?” sobbed Jon.

“What you always wanted,” snapped Lucy.

“I never wanted this!”

“All men do, honey,” smiled Linda.

Jon was getting tired. The continual thrusting of his body, the way his limbs locked up and he almost came, time and again, was wearing him down.

They worked on his face. They cleaned it and put primer on him.

Jon was exhausted now. His cock felt like it was going to burst, but Karen knew not to let him squirt. She kept him on an extreme edge.

They applied color to his cheeks, put eye shadow on him, mascara and eye liner.

Now he was so tired he just sat and was defeated. The only thing about him that moved was his weenie. And, man, that bobbed and jumped like crazy.

“See how he’s dripping?” one of the girls lifted his cock and chuckled.

“Oh, he’s been dripping for a week,” Karen gave him a little extra zap.

And a stunning thing happened to Jon.

All the hands working him over, the way his prostate was being stimulated and stimulated…he started to like it.

He was close to cumming, though they wouldn’t let him, and…he liked it.

That objection in his mind, that he was afraid of turning gay, it shut up.

Suddenly he didn’t care. He just lived for the energy in his groin. He just wanted to feel his dick throb, and he listened for the little ‘pip’ that sounded when his dick dripped on the floor.

The girls put a wig on him, painted his lips, then started putting his underwear on.

The made him wear a tummy shaper, and they pushed his cock down and tied it to his thigh.

Every once in a while Jon would try to brush their hands away, but Karen just zapped him and reminded him that there was nothing except total obedience to their work.

And, a dress. A pretty number, showing the edges of his nylons, tight on top to emphasize his falsies.

And, the coup de grâce, heels.

Nothing makes a woman like a set of high heels. The red toes peeking out the front, the calves shapely above the sling back.

Jon stared down at the latest accouterment. His mind was numb, and he just took it all in.

He looked like a woman. He wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. His eyebrows were plucked. His shape was held in. His face was perfectly made up.

“Let’s go, honey,” Linda and Karen each took an arm. The other girls opened the door on the way to the car, and they all piled in.

Charley Coyote’s is the hottest night spot in Los Angeles. During the day it doubles as a classy restaurant, during the night the classy people crowd through its doors, and the not quite so classy stand in line and hope they can get in.

Four sexy women…five sexy women, count as classy. They jumped the line and made their way through the bar to the patio.

Jon was starting to recover a little, so Karen gave him a few bumps. His hips twitched and even swiveled as the Whizzer Bomb did its work to his sexual apparatus.

The bummer was that the tie around his cock started coming loose. Jon was just aware enough to keep his butt pooched back and save himself the embarrassment of being a woman with a dick.

The girls hustled him back to the patio where people were still dining. At a table at the far end of the room sat Tom and Bob and Jim. They stared at Jon in shock.

Jon was guided to a chair and zapped until he couldn’t control himself and collapsed.

“Jon? Is that you?”

“Buddy?”

“Uh, hi?” He was blurry, confused, and he was so embarrassed he couldn’t think of a thing to say.

“Wow!” Tom was totally flabbergasted.

Linda looked at Tom and smiled, and the message was obvious. Better behave yourself, or this will happen to you!

Tom gulped.

Then the truth came out. The girls explained about the Whizzer Bomb. Linda admitted to using it, and it being fun.

Then they explained how Jon had gone overboard, and how he had abused Karen.

Shortly there were seven baleful eyes staring at Jon.

“I’m sorry. I’ve been sorry from the moment I realized…” he trailed off. He was afraid Karen was going to zap him.

Karen wasn’t going to Whizzer Bomb him, though. She just smiled. She patted his hand. “Oh, honey. I’ve forgiven you.”

And she had, the scales were balanced.

“But don’t think that means the night is over.”

“It…it isn’t?”

Karen turned to the men. “Tom, do you feel like dancing with a beautiful woman?”

Now Tom was more than flabbergasted. Yet, the look from his wife, the way he had abused the controls of the Whizzer Bomb himself… “Uh, Jon, would you like to dance.

They all moved to the dance floor, and Tom led Jon out to the center of the parquet square.

Karen rode the controls on her cell, and every time Jon looked unwilling, or even turned to look at her, she zapped him.

The two men, looking like a man and a woman, danced, and Karen kept the rhythm going by periodically goosing Jon.

Jon jerked and twitched. Sometimes in harmony, sometimes not, and people laughed at the klutzy girl trying to dance and looked a little spastic.

Jon jerked, and his hips humped forward.

“Easy, Jon,” Tom murmured.

“I…can’t…help it.”

His hips thrust forward into Tom’s. “She’s…doing this…to me!”

Around and around they went, until finally Tom couldn’t take it any more. He was a man, damn it! And though it looked like he was dancing with a woman, he knew Jon wasn’t a real woman.

The dance ended, and Lucy moved in and took Jon in her arms.

Jon was at the mercy of whichever partner held him. He couldn’t lead, and if he tried he got zapped.

And somewhere during the dance with Lucy he realized something: give up. Submit. It’s much more enjoyable if he just did that.

Jim was next. And he suffered through the hip grinds and bumps of Jon’s twitching hips.

“Man,” Jim said, wiping the sweat off his brow. “You’re like Elvis the pelvis. Don’t you care that everybody’s watching?”

Jon didn’t care. He didn’t think about it. He was in a strange universe, a sub-land, and he just wanted to squirt.

For an hour the others danced with him, and, finally, Karen decided to end his misery. If misery it was, she noticed that his face looked sublimely happy.

She took him in her arms, whirled him on to the dance floor.

He looked at her, his eyes a bleary mess, and she pushed the blip to the top and left it there.

Jon quivered, shook, fell to his knees, and his dick finally came loose. It tented his dress and he fell backwards. His legs were folded under himself, the dress had risen up, and his prick sprang up, pointed towards the ceiling.

The dancers gasped and stood back. They pointede at Jon and laughed. The bouncers couldn’t see through the mess of bodies, and Karen yelped, “She’s a man! And he’s cumming!”

Sure enough, Jon’s cock was drooling semen. It didn’t spout up, it just overflowed.

Karen quickly moved the blip down. She didn’t want him empty. Not yet.

People laughing, went back to dancing. Another night at Charley Coyote’s.

Karen helped Jon to his feet, pulled his dress down, and led him off the dance floor.

Laughing, chuckling, enjoying Jon’s complete and total mortification, the group went out to their cars and headed out.

Karen and Jon were in Jon’s Maserati. She drove, a twisted sort of grin on her lips, and she glanced at Jon every once in a while.

Jon sat in his seat, shell shocked, and stared right in front of himself.

He had orgasmed from the Whizzer Bomb, from having something up his ass, and…he didn’t feel gay.

In fact, he felt good. His ass felt good. Sitting in the bucket seat of the fancy sports car, feeling the bumps of the wheels over speed bumps, he shivered when the Whizzer Bomb pressed against his prostate.

“So, how you doing?”

He looked at her, then muttered, “Okay. I guess.”

“Did you have a good time?”

Did he have a good time. Yes. but…he was afraid to admit it.

They pulled up to Tom and Linda’s house. All the cars were there.

Tom and Linda’s SUV, Bob and Lucy’s Acura, Jim and Tammy’s Rover.

“What’s going on?”

“Come find out.” Karen got out of the car and sauntered up the walkway.

Jon sat for a long minute, then sighed, opened the door, and followed her.

Everybody was waiting inside the house. Jon stepped into the middle of the room and Karen said, “Jon, would you like to remove the Whizzer Bomb from your butt?”

“Uh…” he didn’t, but he did. It felt good, but it had been a long time, and he wanted it out. Or did he. “I guess.”

Everybody chuckled. He guessed?

“What you don’t know?”

“I…I…”

Karen took mercy on him. “Honey, we’ll removed the Whizzer Bomb, but then you have to lie over the end of the couch there.”

“What do you mean?”

“You hussy! You’ve been slow dancing your genitals against the groins of everybody, and it’s time you lived up to your end of the bargain.”

“I don’t understand. What bargain?”

“If you’re going to tease, you got to please,” blurted Jim. He was rubbing the front of his pants.

Jon looked around the gathering. The men were all hard. And the women…what…and then he realized. Karen lifted her dress and slipped a strap on around her hips.

Everybody had a dick. Oh…fuck!

“So, what do you say, honey? Are you going to live up to your end of the bargain and show everybody a good time?”

What could Jon do? He was caught! He nodded.

Karen pressed the face of her cell phone and…CLICK!

The pressure inside his anus went away.

“Lay down, honey, and I’ll take it out.”

Jon lay down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck up, and Karen gripped the end of the Whizzer Bomb. She pulled it out, and Jon felt relief, and…emptiness.

Oh, God! He wanted it back in! He wanted to feel all filled up and full again!

“Okay, fellows, who’s first? You guys go first, we’ll make drinks, and then we’ll take over.”

Karen gave Jon a shove and he bent over the end of the couch.

Jon lay there, feeling vulnerable, but he remembered the one thing that had saved him out on the dance floor. Give it up. Submit. Let them have their way.

With a sob, but not of pain, he bent over the couch and the line formed.

END
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PART ONE

The second most awful thing that happened to Jeff that week was that he got fired.

“Jeff,” said his boss at Twitter, “We’re going to lay you off.”

Jeff stared at Henry. “But…but…I need this job!”

“But the job doesn’t need you. Let’s face it, the work you do can be done by anyone. While we have a lot of techsters around here, who can be shifted around, you aren’t a tech guy. You can’t be moved into another position, so…” Henry shrugged.

“But what will I do?”

“Good question. I guess collect a little unemployment, maybe try to educate yourself before it runs out, and find a new job. If you’re smart you could even be a tech guy.”

That wasn’t going to happen, and Jeff knew it. He was not the sharpest shovel in the shed.

“Now, that being said, Bruno here will stand by while you clean out your drawer, and then escort you down to the street.”

Jeff looked at the big, muscular guy with the thick shadow on his square chin.

Bruno smiled up to his eyes. The eyes remained vacant, except for a subtle bullying delight.

“But Henry…”

Bruno moved forward, put a gnarly hand on Jeff’s shoulder and started him walking. He walked him out of the office, down to his office, and waited while he filled a small box.

He put his personal effects in the box. A picture, a pen with his name on it. But when he tried to put a Ticonderoga with the number 2 on it Bruno shook his head, waggled his finger, and said, “Nope.”

Five minutes later Jeff was standing on the sidewalk outside the Twitter offices. He tossed the box he was holding into a trash can, put his hands in his pockets, and walked away. His shoulders were slumped and his eyes downcast.

How would he live? What would he do for work? How would he eat?

Thinking these dire thoughts, Jeff walked the streets of San Francisco. His hands in his pockets he wandered out of the area where Twitter had offices and into a shabbier section of town. The night approached quickly, and he didn’t want to go home and face his wife.

He found himself standing on a street corner, and on the corner was a neighborhood bar. It had windows painted black with advertisements for various types of booze. It had a red padded door with diamond patterns made with silver rivets.

Jeff turned around and walked into the bar.

The bar was seedy. It smelled of beer and puke and the occupants sat at booth or bar and huddled their shoulders and crouched over their drinks like they expected them to run away.

“Whiskey,” Jeff said. He was so discouraged that he didn’t even ask for bourbon and Coke, which was his usual wont. In ordering the whiskey Jeff made his most awful mistake of the day.

If he had ordered bourbon and Coke he would have tasted the difference, turned the drink in for poor taste.

But straight whiskey burned the throat and he didn’t notice the taste.

The bartender, a gal with purple hair, rings in her nose and tattoos on her forehead, leaned against the back wall and picked her teeth with a thumb nail and waited.

Jeff felt the fiery liquor take a layer of flesh off his throat, then it splashed down. It felt good. This little moment of self-destruction aligned with how he felt, and he placed the shot glass on the bar and signaled for a refill.

The second shot didn’t burn as much, went down easier, and didn’t have any knock out drops in it.

Still, Jeff wasn’t used to hard drinking and his eyes watered a little.

“Beer,” he said, staring at the girl behind the bar. Oddly, the girl was sort of hazy, out of focus.

Still, she moved efficiently and placed a mug of suds before him.

Jeff climbed off the barstool and went to a booth. He was aware that he was slightly tilted, and he giggled. Three sheets to the wind, that was what sailors called it.

He was so miserable from losing his job that he didn’t place any significance on the fact that he was walking funny.

He sat down at the table, sipped his beer, and tried to think.

Thinking, however, was coming slow and unsure. His thoughts were slurred in his head, the bar was wheeling around him, he tried to drink more beer.

The mug hovered in the air halfway to his mouth. Then it descended, was placed gently on the table.

Jeff sat, hunched over, dazed, feeling like a cow that had been thonked on the back of the head with a four by four.

Still, he felt no alarm.

Of course, the knock out drops may have had something to do with that.

A couple of minutes later his head was on the table and he was snoring.

The gal behind the bar picked up the phone and said a couple of words, then put the phone down.

Five minutes later two husky women entered the bar. One of them was wheeling a dolly.

They stopped at the table and lifted Jeff off the seat. He was awkward, but seemed to respond to their suggestions that he stand up, lean against the hand cart. But that’s how roofies work.

They wheeled him out the front door, one of them holding the red padded door open and the other putting one hand on Jeff’s shoulder and telling him to stiffen up.

In the bar a drunk passed by the table and picked up Jeff’s beer. He quaffed it, wiped his mouth, and looked around for another beer.

On the sidewalk the two husky women wheeled Jeff down a slight hill. One of them waved to a passing cop car, and the cops nodded to her.

At the bottom of the hill was a black van with an open side door. The two women ran the cart right up to the open door, turned the cart around and laid it on the lip of the door frame. They tilted the cart and shoved it all the way into the van. The door slid shut and the van speed away.

“That was easy,” said one of the women.

The other one reached into her pocket and took out her cell phone. “Oops, got another one.”

“Let’s go.”

The two women took another handcart from a stack of them in an alley and headed for another bar.

On October 7 in 1849 Edgar Allan Poe died in Baltimore. A common rumor that has arisen was that he was given drink and forced to vote, again and again, until he died.

Which point, aside form being an amazing factoid, brings us to San Francisco.

In San Francisco people were given drink until they could be loaded on ships bound for Shanghai. Thus, the term ‘Shanghaied.’

Imagine the surprise of a fellow imbibing who wakes up on a long ocean voyage where he is forced to hoist sails, scrape barnacles, and other unenjoyable tasks.

Of course that was not the case with Jeff.

Yes, he was shanghaied, but the point of his kidnapping was a bit worse than a long ocean voyage.

Though he did get the ocean voyage.

Jeff realized he was staring at a gloomy ceiling. He tried to figure out how long he had been awake, and even if he was truly ‘awake.’

He groaned. Nothing happened.

He moved, and found that he was in a bunk. A narrow bunk. And the world was rocking.

Well, actually rolling. Like a gentle up and down, and the walls shifted so they slanted one way, then shifted back to the other way.

“Ocean,” he said. His voice cracked and his throat was dry. He licked his lips and tried to swallow. Slowly his mouth loosened up.

He groaned again, then heard somebody groan back.

He lifted his head, and it hurt, so he laid it down again.

A moment later he tried again, and in this slow fashion he finally managed to sit up, and to even swing his legs off the bunk.

Yes. He was on the ocean. There was a harmony to the rocking and rolling, and he could isolate sounds that sounded like a ship.

And he could smell the ocean. That salty brine, that peculiar odor to the nostrils.

He was in a room with a hundred bunks. There were no lights, but he could see, in the distance, a wall. Or bulkhead. Or whatever they called it.

In the other direction was another bulkhead similarly far away.

He put his hand to his head. He could feel the throb of blood that caused actual pain as it forced its way through his veins and arteries.

A row of bunks stretched down to the walls. On the bunks were people, presumably like himself. They lay, loosely covered by blankets, and were unconscious.

Not just sleeping, though many of them had transferred to that status, but unconscious.

A snore here, a restless turn there. A hundred people in a room, rocking and rolling as the ship meandered through a gentle progression of waves.

“Fuck,” whispered Jeff.

He grabbed the edge of the bunk and hoisted himself to his feet. He stood in the aisle between the beds and swayed. He almost feel, but managed to stay upright.

“What the fuck?”

He began walking. He was tired, dizzy, dazed, but…where was he? What had happened?

He had been in a bar in San Francisco. He had lost his job. But…what?

Twenty yards down the row of sleeping people he cut between the row of bunks and found a door.

The door was one of those semi-circular doors with a wheel on it.

He placed one hand against the bulkhead next to the door and breathed for a moment. He grabbed the wheel and turned, then pulled the door open.

He stepped out of the big room and looked around.

He was in a long corridor. It was better lit than the room he had just been in, and he could see doors similar to the one he had just come through.

More big rooms with beds and unconscious people?

He walked down the corridor, slowly regaining the use of his body.

He had had two whiskeys. That shouldn’t have knocked him on his ass.

But it apparently had.

He came to the end of the corridor and climbed a slanted ladder. The hatch was open above and he climbed through it.

Another corridor, but this one lead to the outside world. He walked down the corridor, came to a door, and stepped through it.

He was outside.

Salty spray misted over him occasionally, he could hear waves slapping on the side of the ship. A structure rose up behind him. He stepped out on the deck and looked back up. He could see shadows moving behind windows and realized that he was looking at the bridge.

He moved to the side and climbed a ladder. He walked across the. deck and opened the door to the bridge.

Half a dozen people were on the bridge, and they all turned and stared at him. All but one of them were women, and very beautiful women, at that. They were statuesque, tall, hefty in the bosom, and immaculate in their pea coats and bell bottoms.

The lone man in the room was talking to two of the women, and he glanced at Jeff, excused himself, and crossed the deck to him.

“You’re probably hungry.”

“Where am I?”

“Come along and I’ll tell you.”

The man took his arm in one strong hand and moved him back through the door to the outer deck. He turned Jeff and propelled him along the deck.

“Who are you?”

Jeff was confused, but if he could just get some answers…

“My name is Judd. What’s yours?”

“Jeff.”

“Excellent. Good meeting you, Jeff. Let’s get you fed and started on your program.”

“What? What program?”

Up close Judd was taller than Jeff, but there was something weird about his features. He had the blockiness of a man’s jaw, but no evidence of whiskers, and the flesh was softer. His eyes were like a man’s, but had a depth and architecture that reminded him of a woman.

His body, while tall, had a chest that was slightly bulging under the top of the pea coat. His hair was long and brushed back. It was not quite feminine, but…

“You’ll receive the full briefing after you’ve finished eating. But right now you are on the BNS Riachuelo.”

“BNS?”

“‘Brazilian Navy Ship,’ I believe. It will doubtless be renamed, and shortly. It is actually in the service of the Amazonian Republic.”

“Whoa! What? Amazonian Republic.”

Judd grinned. “If you don’t let me explain I’ll never get you sorted. This ship is being used by the Republic of The Amazon. The Amazonian Republic is a country, inside the boundaries of Brazil, which is run by and for women. Here we go.”

Judd motioned Jeff through a door.

They stepped into a large dining hall. The aroma of hot dishes perked Jeff up and he licked his lips.

“When you’ve eaten your fill go through that door over there,” he pointed across the room. Follow the pink line to your briefing.”

He put Jeff in the chow line and went behind the counter. Apparently he was not just taking Jeff to eat, he was checking on the status of the kitchen.

Jeff looked at the trays of hot food. Eggs, sausage, hot cakes, fruit, vegetables. Tall glasses of milk, apple juice. He had just started putting items on his plate when a noise behind him made him look around. Men coming through the doors. Men like him, probably just awakened from their slumbers. They were being directed by women in pea coats, and they staggered across the room and took their place in line behind him.

So he hadn’t woken up at an odd time, but just a few minutes ahead of the others.

He turned back to the line and filled his plate. He was hungry, and he sat down at the first table and stuffed his face. While he was eating he heard the women in pea coats telling men to go through the door after they finished eating.

Not wanting to be behind anybody, Jeff finished eating and put his tray in the trash and headed through the door.

He was in one more of the endless corridors, but looked at a sign on the wall. There was an arrow pointing down and the advice to ‘Follow the pink line!’

He followed the line on the floor. It led to the end of the corridor. He stepped through a door into a massive shower room. It was lined with tiles and had shower heads in the ceiling. The door on the other side of the rom was locked, and a woman in a pea coat stood just inside the room.

“Go to the other end of the room,” she advised.

“But what’s going on? I was in San Francisco. What am I doing here? How did I get here?”

The woman smiled a half smile. “You’re not in Kansas, that’s for sure. Head on over.” She pointed.

Jeff crossed the room. He was now fully awake, not suffering any effects from being drugged, and he was aware that something was wrong. He had been kidnapped. Shanghaied was the term. But what for? Why was he on this ship?
More men entered the room, and they seemed to be in the same dazed state. He heard them asking questions like his. “How’d I get on this ship? Why am I here? Who are you?”

A couple of the men left the room, went back up the pink line, but they returned a long minute later.

“They won’t let us out,” said one.

“We’re locked in!” blurted another.

The room slowly filled up, and when it was almost full the woman in the peacoat stepped through the door and pulled it shut.

One of the men tried the door. “Hey! It’s locked!”

There was a buzz, then the nozzles above sprayed water.

The men yelled and tried to avoid the water, but there was no where to hide. Thoughts of the gas chambers at Auschwitz went through Jeff’;s mind. But the water didn’t hurt. It just soaked. When everybody’s clothes were thoroughly wet the water stopped.

“What the fuck?” Jeff blurted.

Everybody’s clothes started coming apart! Seams separated, threads virtually disintegrated, and clothes began to fall off bodies.

There were loud cries, an uproar, but there was nothing anybody could do.

In a moment the floor was littered with bits of disintegrating material. Even their shoes were falling apart!

Five minutes later everybody was naked. A few of the men tried to cover themselves up. There were a few erections. Everybody was naked and staring at each other.

Embarrassed, but…there was nothing they could so!

The door at the far end of the room, where Jeff was standing, opened.

For a moment nobody moved, then a woman, grinning, leaned through the door and yelled, let’s go! Free clothes!”

Jeff was one of the first to go through the door. He didn’t hesitate. He was so confused by what was happening, anything was better than standing in a room where the clothes had rotted off his body.

“Let’s go! One size fits all!”

Two women were in the next room, wearing the pea coats, tall and beautiful. Smiling as the men came into the room and huddled.

“Move along, here you go. One size fits all.”

There were big shelves on the sides of the room, and the shelves were laden with pink bundles. One of the bundles was shoved into Jeff’s hands and he was moved along, down the room towards another door.

“Move along. Take this. One size fits all! Put it on!”

Jeff stepped into the next room and pulled the bundle apart. It was a pink jumpsuit.

Pink? He was supposed to put on a girly color?

Around him other men were looking at their jumpsuits. There were mutters and imprecations.

But, once again, they had no choice.

They were naked. They needed clothes. They needed to be covered up.

Slowly, a man at a time, they stepped into the jumps suits, pulled them up, put their arms through the sleeve holes, and buttoned up the front.

They were one size, but that size was small. The bottoms were cut off high on the thigh, and the tops had no sleeves. They were comfortable, because they were made of a stretchy material, but…they were tight.

Men’s packages were outlined in the jumpsuits. Dicks and balls could easily be seen, even nipples were outlined.

The jumpsuits weren’t built to protect against the cold, just to cover the body. But, with bodies outlined by the stretchy material, it was almost like they weren’t covered at all.

And, the tightness of the material hugging the men’s packages, more men bonered up.

Jeff looked down at himself. He started to turn red as the material snugged tightly around his growing penis. His balls were outlined. Once again he found himself wondering what the fuck?

More men pushing in from the pink jumpsuit caused the men already dressed to go through yet another door. On the floor was the pink line, and having no other choices, they meandered along the strip of pink paint. They whispered questions to each other, there were a few curses, but generally speaking the men were cowed. They had been stolen from their environment, from everything they knew. They had woken up on a strange ship and been fed and dressed in pink. What the heck was going on?

They reached the end of a long corridor and went through an open door into a class room. At the far end of the classroom were three women. All three were tall and magnificent in shape and appearance. They were on a slightly raised dais and they spoke to each other in low tones. Two of them were holding clipboards. The third one seemed to be in charge.

The men filled the classroom, and they were a sight. They were all in pink, all blushing, and all had erections.

“Make lines here,” one of the women yelled out. She pointed across the front of the dais.

The men stumbled to the front and stood in a line.

Then another line, and another. The two women came into their midst and moved them around.

That was the moment that Jeff realized there had been a major shift to his psyche.

As a man he would normally stand up to the bully. He would have questioned these women and demanded an answer. He wouldn't have blithely followed a line on the floor and followed instructions.

And putting on a pink jumpsuit?

As a man he might have fought that.

But he hadn’t fought. He hadn’t displayed any aggressiveness.

Standing in the room, being moved around, he became aware of his lack of aggressiveness.

And he became aware that he had become so submissive that he didn’t even object to everything when he realized how he had been changed.

“Okay, everybody. Put your right hands over your heart.”

Dazed, confused, the men slowly complied. Jeff realized that everybody must have been given whatever drug they had given him, because nobody objected. Nobody made a stand.

“Repeat after me!” Hand over heart the woman in charge placed her hand over her heart and turned to the side. She was facing a flag. One of the women who had gone through the room held the flag up so everybody could see it.

It was green with the shape of a woman on it. The shape was standing, slightly turned, hands on hips, her figure plain to see.

“I pledge allegiance to the flag of the Republic of The Amazon, and to the republic for which it stands, one nation under woman, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.”

Jeff tried to understand the words as they issued from his mouth, but he was confused. This wasn’t the right pledge of Allegiance, but…but…

The woman lowered her hand and faced the men in their pink jumpsuits. “Sit.”

The woman holding the flag out let it fall and took a step forward. She demonstrated sitting by sinking down into a crossed legs position.

Hesitantly, the men in the room followed her example.

The woman in charge stepped forward a pace. From their sitting positions the men felt like she towered over them.

“Welcome, warriors of the Republic of The Amazon.”

The men mumbled, looked at each other, but were subdued.

“You have been selected to be part of the army of women that conquers this world. We will bestow peace upon this planet, and all will live a life of contribution and love.”

Again, slight mumbling, but…acceptance.

“Over the following days we will be testing you, deciding how best you may serve the Motherland, and this planet. You will be trained, and upon reaching our destination you will be selected for further training, or sent on to your assignments.”

One of the men raised his hand. “What…what is going on?”

The woman smiled. “It is not for you to question. It is for you to serve. The planet is in trouble. We are under assault by the corruption of man. We suffer stolen elections, global warming, there are too many guns, borders are closed, and we need to correct those conditions. We will attempt to parley, to affect change through peaceful means, but we will not hesitate to use force should it come to that.”

Jeff glanced surreptitiously to the sides. Men were sitting with open mouths, taking in the speech as if it was gospel. It was at that point that he realized that he was slightly different. He was submissive, he knew that, but he was still thinking on his own. He wasn’t a mind numbed robot.

When he looked back to the front he noticed one of the women looking at him and scribbling something on her clipboard. Jeff paid attention. He didn’t want to be singled out. He had to go along to get along.

The woman in charge was continuing: “You will also undergo certain physical changes. You may be alarmed at first…” Jeff recognized her words as a command to the vacuous men, “…but you will accept those changes.”

Another man raised his hand. One of the women with clipboards watched the man and scribbled. “What kind of changes?”

The woman in charge raised her voice slightly, more command presence: “You will accept those changes! It is your duty to submit for the greater good!”

There was more. A lot more. A lot of redundancy as she commanded the men to accept what was coming.

Jeff didn’t ask any questions, and he didn’t look to the sides, but he noticed that the women with clipboards were constantly checking him. He made up his mind to follow directions and get through this.

Finally, the woman ended her speech with, “Please go through that door and follow the pink line.”

Once again Jeff was one of the first through the door, and he followed the pink line. He was feeling tired now, and yawning, but the day was only starting. He found himself in another room with another woman in charge. This was a smaller room as the men were being separated into smaller groups of about twenty.

“Hello, ladies. My name is Martha, and I will be your instructor on female behavior. You will learn how to conduct yourself as a woman. You will learnt he mannerisms you need to know, and you will divest yourself of male behavior.

Some of the men looked uncomfortable, but there was no outright revolt and the woman continued her speeching.

At the end of the class the men were tested on their knowledge, and Jeff was relieved to find that he had passed. Most of the men did pass, but there were a few who didn’t. As he left the room he heard the woman in charge, Martha, telling them that they would now repeat the class, and that they must try their hardest to pass. The Republic of The Amazon was depending on them.

The next class was focused on how to march. There were simple instructions, and the class was taken topside to practice. For an hour they marched back and forth, and they learned how to chant.

Hup two, three, four.

I’m a woman not a whore.

I’ve got big boobs galore.

Hup two, three, four.

After learning to march, they had a class on make up. And a class on how to set a table. A class on calisthenics.

Finally, they were allowed to eat, and then came the final instruction of the day.

Sex.

Jeff sat cross legged in a room with a hundred other ‘recruits.’

Martha was the woman in charge for this class, and she smiled at them from the dais. Behind her was a table with sex toys on it.

“Ladies, while the changes are happening you will be in an extreme state of horniness. When you are not doing classes you will be encouraged to avail yourself of toys such as these.”

A lone hand rose. A man who had objected to something earlier in the day asked, “Do we have to?”

At this point a woman in a pea coat came from the back of the room. She beckoned to him.

He looked like he didn’t want to go, he even frowned, but he finally followed her out of the room.

Martha opened her mouth to continue, but Jeff surprised himself.

“Where is he going? Why do we have to use these toys?”

Suddenly Jeff felt a presence. A woman in a pea coat was crooking a finger. She was smiling.

Jeff didn’t want to go, but…what else was there to do?

He stood up and followed the woman out of the room. The last thing he heard was Martha lecturing: “Make sure you use plenty of lube. Even when your female organs come in you’re going to want to be comfortable when inserting things into your…”

Jeff lost hearing at that point. But he wondered, Insert things into what? A pussy? A butthole? What was he going to be inserting things into?

In the corridor Jeff followed the woman. Under the pea coat he could see a sexy shapeliness to her. She turned to make sure he was following, and she gave him a sexy smile.

She led him through the ship to a stateroom. She opened the door and beckoned him in. She motioned him to the bed and said, “Take off your clothes, please.”

Jeff couldn’t help it. He unbuttoned the buttons and slipped out of the pink jumpsuit.

He was now shivering, and his erection felt gargantuan.

“My name is Sally, and you must learn to follow instructions.” She took off her pea jacket and revealed a lush body. She had on a black jumpsuit, but one with long legs and arms. She stripped that off.

“I don’t understand,” complained Jeff.

“You’re not supposed to understand. You’re supposed to follow directions.”

She came to him, took his hand and led him to the bunk. It was wider than the one he had woken up in, and had a comfortable mattress.

Jeff lay back, looking confused, wondering what was going to happen.

Sally lay down next to him, turned him to her, and kissed him. Her lips were soft and they traced his mouth, chewed on his own lips, then she slithered down and took advantage of his manhood.

“You will not be allowed to cum,” she said. “But you will enjoy that. You will look forward to not cumming. Not unless I tell you to.”

Her words melted him, and what she said came to pass. He loved having his penis so big and erect, but…he couldn’t seem to reach the trigger point. And she enjoyed that.

She rode him then. Spread her legs and squatted over him, sank down and he penetrated her.

She groaned, and made his hands feel her tits.

Jeff didn’t understand what was happening, but he did understand that he was in heaven.

He had a wife somewhere, but…but it didn’t matter. He had to submit to this wonderful woman who sat upon him with her velvet cunt.

And she kept whispering to him as she screwed him.

“You must follow directions.”

“You will love not cumming.”

“Accept it. Submit. You will be so happy.”

She had her first orgasm, and that should have triggered Jeff. But when she moaned and arched her back and cried aloud he just marveled. This was what he wanted, for her to feel such pleasure, and his pleasure was not in cumming, but in bringing her, again and again, to such pleasure.

She rested a moment, just held still, his cock still in her, and she kept whispering.

“You are a wonderful lover as long as you don’t squirt.”

“You please me by pleasing me. Your pleasure is in pleasing me.”

“You will be hard and want me, and you can have me, as long as you don’t have an orgasm.”

And so it was.


PART TWO

Jeff rejoined the group an hour later. He was just in time to be led back to the big room with all the beds. He also had a butt plug inside him.

“Why?” he had mumbled.

Sally just smiled, schmoozed him, and said “Real women always have these little decorations.

It didn’t feel little.

And, once in, it didn’t feel bad.

“You will be expected to take it out and wash it periodically. You will find that it makes you a little horny, but it will also cause you to drip, which will relieve you.”

It made Jeff walk funny, and he found himself thinking about the butt plug a lot. Laying in the bunk he wasn’t thinking ‘why was he here?’ Ot ‘What happened to him in San Francisco.’

Instead, he was thinking of how good it felt, and he noticed that he was dripping.

The following morning Jeff awoke with everybody else. He was tired, even though he had slept, and he was sore in the chest area. He was also terribly erect.

All of the men were erect.

Because of the plug he was dripping, and his pink jumpsuit was wet in the crotch.

Women in pea coats walked through the room, rolling men out of their bunks and getting them moving towards the dining room.

He was sitting at a table, eating a large portion of food, when the fellow next to him blurted, “My tits hurt.”

Everybody looked at him. He rubbed his chest, and it was true, his chest was swollen. It wasn’t shapely, like real tits, but it was bulgy, and his nipples seemed to be larger than normal.

Then everybody went back to eating.

And a few of them rubbed their own chests.

Jeff knew his chest felt funny, like irritated, but he ignored it. He was distracted by his plug.

After breakfast he was walking down a corridor to class when Sally called him out of line.

Suddenly he was standing in front of her, dripping, lusting, in love.

“How you doing, Jeff?”

“Can we, uh…can we…”

She smiled at the look of desperation on his face. “No, Jeff. That’s reserved for special needs.”

Her statement confused him. He wasn’t a special needs child. He didn’t understand what she meant.

“How’s your plug? Is it still in? Does it fit well?”

“Oh, yes. It’s not always comfortable, but…it’s…”

“And your chest? Does it itch?”

He reached one hand up and  rubbed his wrist against his pectoral. He frowned. “It does, but…I try not to think about it.”

“Excellent.” She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was swollen and he shivered.

His reaction pleased her, and she slapped his ass and told him to move along.

He joined the line and went down the corridor, but he kept glancing back. He was so terribly in love. It about broke his heart when she called another man out of line and looked to be asking the same kinds of questions of him, and feeling his nipples.

But having his heart broken didn’t stop his love for her.

There were apparently four groups on the ship. Each one having a couple of hundred men in it. During the day they took turns exercising on the deck, or running through drills.

There were several types of drills. One was simple calisthenics. They would do their sit ups and push ups and squats and so on for an hour, then head downstairs for a class on make up, or figuring out the right size for a bra, or how to prepare a meal.

They also had classes on yoga.

“Ladies!” shouted the WIC (Woman in Charge) “You must be more flexible.”

Then classes on dancing, sewing, and so on.

And, the strangest class of all, they all received wooden rifles and went through drills. They practiced thrusting the rifle like a bayonet, or just lifted it above their heads like they were pressing them.

Then, right before dinner, they were instructed on how to make love as a woman. That was the strangest class of all. They had to lay on their backs and thrust their hips upward and pretend they had a penis in them.

“But I’ve got a cock!” yelled one fellow. Then he began to sob. One of the pea coats took him out of the room. Jeff saw him later, at bedtime, and he was smiling and happy, and walked like he had a butt plug in.

The other position was on hands and knees, doggy style, and now they not only had to pretend they were being fucked, the women in pea coats walked around and handed out butt plugs and even helped the men insert them.

Not everybody took a butt plug, but they would over the following days, until every man had his heinie stuffed.

After a big dinner—they only had two meals a day—they were taken back to their berthing and went to sleep.

And woke up. Their chests hurting. Their nipples feeling raw, and only the distraction of the plugs helped them to function. The ones without plugs just suffered through. One more reason for them to want to be plugged.

On the third day they started having political classes, and these classes helped the men understand, and to adapt easier.

The political classes always took place after a heavy calisthenics class, as if being tired and physically worn down was a requisite for political indoctrination.

The Woman in Charge was Martha. The room was darkened and she presented a slide show.

“Republicans and Democrats have built up this idea that they are enemies. People want good lives, homes, enough to eat, but this enmity between parties stops everybody from having that.”

The slide show showed burning homes, riots, troops suppressing citizens.

“The real villains are the politicians…”

On the wall the slide show showed fat politicians eating expensive meals, smoking stogies, drinking expensive booze.

The men watched the show. They didn’t complain or fidget. They just watched it, and, if anything, there was a slight nod.

The slide show was presenting universal truths.

Then things took a turn.

“But our real enemy is not a country, or a belief system. These unconscious people may be drafted, as you were.”

A few blinks, but not much else, from the assembled men.

“You have been drafted to defend the world against the Silithians.”

Scenes of ugly women snarling and killing babies.

Seriously, women killing babies!

“While the Amazons have isolated women as a superior species, and have made great inroads on protecting the human race, the woman known as ‘Silithia’ has started a counter movement.”

Scenes of women rampaging through towns and cities. Using rifles and bayonets, stabbing and killing and castrating and laughing over their victims.

“Because of the Silithians the Amazons have had to draft large numbers of men. You men. You will be trained how to defend against these monstrous invaders. You will be transformed into women, and you will fight for your freedom.”

The lecture went on for some time, and when the men left the lecture hall for their next class they were a chastened bunch.

They had been taken from their homes and families because the world needed them.

They were to be transformed into women because women have faster reaction times, and would be able to defend against the forces the Silithian mounted more efficiently than they could as men.

The odd thing was that there were things wrong with what they had been told. But after three days of being drugged, of having their transformation started, of undergoing indoctrination by the WICs…the men didn’t resist the information that had been given them.

The next class, after that first lecture, and after all political lectures, was yoga.

Yoga was silent, contemplative, and the men would exist in the various asanas and contemplate what they had learned.

Women against women, and men were the tools. There was something universally true in that concept, and the men didn’t resist it, so much as justify it.

Politics was evil, a parasite, and should be replaced by a system that did work. By the Republic of The Amazon.

Men were lazy creatures who sat around and talked and stroked their dicks. They needed to be used, transformed, made into defenders of mankind.

Or…womankind.

That was one of the big problems. There was enough manliness left in the transformees that they did come up with a specific question.

At one lecture a man raised his hand and asked, “If we’re becoming women, then we’re not men, and why should we be used in war?”

A WIC beckoned to the man and led him out of the meeting.

And the light went on in Jeff’s mind. He raised his hand. “I’ve got that same question.”

Immediately a WIC came to him, motioned for him to follow her, and she led him out of the room.

Jeff though the was going to go to bed. He was hoping it would be Sally, but he would take any of the beautiful women.

He was led down the corridor to a small room. Inside the room were three women.

Jeff was left with the three women, who told him to sit in a chair, and then examined folders. He figured the folders concerned him.

One of the women, a ravishing redhead with a tight waist and large bosoms, glanced at him. “Jeff. You’ve had your initial adjustment. Why do you think you need another session with a sex specialist?”

Jeff blinked, was confused. He was hoping to fuck, and was now in trouble.

“I, uh…I just want to know why men made into women should have to…uh…” he trailed off as three sets of eyes stared at him.

One of the women sighed, made some marks in his folder, and said, “Jeff, your question is contrived, opportunistic, and it is the opinion of this board that you are merely trying to have sex. You should be ashamed of yourself.”

“But…”

“Step up to the table.”

The WICs pushed their chairs back, removed the folders to the floor, and stood up.

Jeff gulped. This wasn’t working out the way he planned.

The women waited, and Jeff slowly went to the end of the table and bent over it. One of the women took his wrists in her hands and pulled so he couldn’t straighten up.

At the end of the table a handcuff was soldered, and one of the women stepped forward, gripped the inner pant leg of his jump suit and pulled his erect cock out.

Now Jeff was terrified, yet his indoctrination had not been lacking. He stood, shivered, and let the woman put his package in the handcuff. She ratcheted it closed, and the three women held up paddles.

As a man Jeff had endured physical pain. He had been spanked when he was young, he had been tackled in football, he had been hit and choked while learning martial arts. But he had never been punished like this.

One woman would slap his fanny with her paddle. Slow, even strokes that turned his fanny red.

The next woman would take over, and his fanny actually blistered.

Then the third woman took over.

Jeff was far beyond sobbing when he was done. He was a broken man, and now subject to their whims. He never wanted to suffer such punishment again in his lifetime.

He was unlocked and one of the women helped him stand erect.

“Jeff, there will be no more lying, no more misrepresenting, ever. You are a woman now, and we don’t do those things. You may masturbate if your desires become too much. Or you can have an affair, or just a simple reach around, with one of your classmates. Do you understand.”

He did, and he was given a salve and taken back to his group.

His group was exercising, and one of the instructors applied the salve to his ass, then put him back in line.

Sobbing, ignoring the looks of the men around him, Jeff did his calisthenics and was determined to be a better woman.

By the end of the week the men stopped thinking of themselves as men. Most of them had nicely shaped boobs. Not super large, but definite, and definitely growing.

Jeff was so big he was given a bra. He felt very proud, walking around the ship with the badge of femininity sprouting out from his chest. A few of his shipmates stared at him enviously, and a few of them were even bigger than him.

It made exercising more fun, as he now had a jounce and a jiggle to his movements.

Also, it made his penis harder. If that was possible.

All the men were massively erect.

But they were all, by now, intent on their feminization.

They walked with exaggerated movements. They pranced, and walked with their heels high, as if they were wearing high heels.

They talked with lips that were becoming softer, more plump, and they changed the way they talked so as to emphasize their lips.

Their faces were transforming, the fat redistributing, so they lost the hard angles and jawbones and their faces became rounder, more oval-esque.

Even their eyes were larger, and the irises were gaining more striations.

Exercise was becoming a little more difficult, and some women were being transferred into groups that did weight lifting and extreme calisthenics.

Other women were being given advanced yoga, to become even more flexible.

Jeff was in the yoga group, and he noticed that the lectures that went along with their training were becoming more specialized.

The women that were doing extensive weight training began learning about weapons. How to take apart and clean and put back together an assault rifle. At times guns could be heard firing at the back of the ship as these women practiced shooting at targets bobbing in the water behind the ship.

Women in Jeff’s group learned about pistols, and they were taught how to read maps, how to organize small squads for combat, and so on.

Though they were women, they were being taught to be soldiers. And always, always, the enemy were the Silithians. Those ugly, cruel, maniacs that tortured both mankind and womankind.

They were a combination of demon and monster, dedicated to destroying, maiming, victimizing all who were not them.

“Here, Jeff. Read this.” They had been at sea for a couple of weeks, and Jeff’s shape was almost totally feminine now. He was large in the chest, curvy in the hips, and had been awarded lingerie and his own tube of lipstick.

He wore garters and nylons under his pink jumpsuit, and the WICs were talking about giving him a pair of high heels. But it was the lipstick he prized the most. He loved to step into the washroom and paint his lips. Again and again through out the day.

The other women were jealous, and the WICs watched him affectionately.

Jeff was progressing nicely.

He looked at the book the WIC had handed him. It was titled ‘Monastery of Broken Men.’ It was, he learned, a story of the beginnings of the Republic of The Amazon.’

And, shock of shocks, he came across the name Judd in it.

Judd, who he had met on his first day, immediately upon waking up. The man who had taken pity on him and started him on this strange journey.

And who he had seen at a distance a couple of times on the ship.

Judd.

Judd was a man, and he was accepted by the Amazons for various reasons, and they respected him and even gave him duties usually reserved for women.

Jeff grew very interested in the man who had managed to remain a man, and he read the book in a couple of sittings. Mostly, he read in the wash room. He sat on a toilet, stroked himself to stay awake, and read the fascinating tale.

The author was somebody named Alyce Thorndyke. He wondered what her story was.

When he was done he returned the book to the WIC who had given it to him, and received another book. Again by Alyce Thorndyke, it was titled, ‘Ship of Broken Men.’

Jeff was returning to his sleeping quarters. He had just finished Ship of Broken Men, and he was in a deep state of thought.

Are we going to the Amazon? he wondered. Are we going to travel up river to the home of the Republic of The Amazon?

He walked into the big room. Women were already in their bunks. Some of them were masturbating under the covers, their hands beating on their male organs so hard it was as if they wished they could pull them right off their female bodies.

He sat on his bunk, laid down, and felt something under his pillow.

Curious, he reached under the pillow. It was yet another book. “Silithia.’

He glanced around quickly. This book hadn’t been gifted to him openly, it had been secreted where he would find it, and he had the feeling that it was going to be a book that he shouldn’t read.

Silithia. The woman who had started the movement that had mobilized The Republic of The Amazon.

He wondered what she was really like.

Sure, she was a monster, a demon that ate humans and caused doom and despair wherever she trod.

But there was just enough male left in Jeff that he wondered.

Was there another side to the story?

It was gloomy in the room, by now everybody was sleeping. A few beds over he saw a woman reading one of the official and prescribed books on Broken Men.

He rolled on his side, used what light he could, and began reading.

Jeff was able to do the Vasisthasana, the Side Plank Pose, and the Halasana, the Plow Pose. He could hold them for long periods of time, and he was learning what to do with his mind when he did those poses.

Be calm, think further than the reach of your limbs, think forever, imagine far stars and reach for them.

This type of thought channeled energy through his body, and he could feel himself growing stronger.

He wasn’t as strong as the weightlifting women, but he was more flexible, and he had a litheness and quickness of motion that they didn’t possess.

He was also proving adept at organizing small groups, establishing positions, and moving those groups across hostile terrains.

Of course it was all theoretical, but the training was so intensive that Jeff knew he would be able to do these things when he was finally called upon.

One day, three weeks in, Jeff was pulled aside. “Third deck, stateroom 303.”

The recruits knew their way around the ship fairly well now. And it wasn’t unusual to be called out of a class and sent somewhere. They were getting tested, had medical exams, and sometimes met with WICs for a variety of purposes.

Jeff headed to the third deck. It was the above the main deck and towards the stern of the ship. He arrived at 303 and tapped on the door.

“Come.”

He opened the door and stepped in.

Sally and Judd sitting at a table. They watched him as he took a position in the center of the room and faced them.

“Hello, Jeff.”

Jeff curtsied.

Sally said, “How’d you like the book?”

Now Jeff was stuck. Was she talking about the ‘broken men’ books? Or something else?

“Uh, the book was fine.”

“Any thoughts?”

“Not really.”

Judd and Sally were acting relaxed, but there was an intensity to the atmosphere.

Do you think Silithia is real?”

Jeff’s mind was in overdrive. Silithia was the third book. The other two hadn’t mentioned her. But the whole point of the army of The Republic of The Amazon was to fight Silithia.

“Of course.” But he was glib. He was trying to figure out what the questions were about. Was this a trap? Had they given him the book on Silithia, presenting her as a caring individual who had the best motives for mankind, just to trap him?

“Do you see any relationship between the yoga you are being taught, and the yoga Silithia was supposed to have synthesized?”

“I do, but since I don’t know what she taught…I can’t be sure.”

“Are you looking forward to fighting Silithia? To defeating her soldiers?”

“Uh…yes.”

“You seem a little nervous, Jeff.”

“I don’t understand the questions.”

They were silent.

“Why are you asking me this?”

He was now in a high state of agitation. The book about Silithia had undermined his newly installed beliefs. He didn’t want another spanking.

Judd stood up. “I’ll leave you to it then.”

He walked out the door and Jeff was left alone with Sally.

Sally sat back, smiling a Cheshire grin, her legs crossed and one foot going up and down.

“Should I go back to my class?”

For answer she stood up and took off her pea coat.

Jeff’s cock had been 90% hard, it usually was, but now it went to 110%. It throbbed hard and the front of his jumpsuit showed his dripping.

“I think we’ll talk about the books for awhile.”

She led him to a bunk and told him, “Take off your clothes.”

Clothes sometimes meant butt plug, and sometimes didn’t.

“Should I take out my…?”

“That’s up to you. Some women need help in getting off at this point. Do you need the extra stimulation?”

He probably didn’t, but he liked the plug, so he left it in. He took off his pink jump suit and she pulled him down on the bunk.

For a long minute they made out, kissing, feeling each others breasts, getting more and more excited.

Then Sally backed off a bit and whispered, “I know you must think about the Silithia book. Was it exciting? Did it make you doubt the cause?”

He was caught, and he couldn’t lie. She was holding him, caressing him, feeling his pulse. She would know if he lied. But he had to answer.

“It was…” he searched for non committal words and phrases, “…controversial.”

Sally snickered. She had her hand on his dong and she jacked him.

He was having trouble thinking, definitely in forming a lie. He tried, “What did you think?”

She rolled him over and sat on him. He wasn’t in her, but he was in her hands, and those hands were doing magic. “That’s not how this works.”

He made a gurking sound. He was on edge, but she wouldn’t let him go over.

“Did it undermine what you’ve been learning here?”

He was desperate, but he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to squirt until she decided. “It…it was designed to.”

She brought him closer to the edge. “You prevaricate. Do you doubt the Republic of The Amazon because of the book?”

He was totally caught. He sobbed, and whispered, “Yes.”

She took him over the edge. She stroked, slapped his nuts, and he blasted off. For a long moment he shot his seed up into the air, all over her hands.

And he cried. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to.”

“Shush,” she whispered, milking the last dregs out of him. She leaned forward and kissed him. “Never speak of today. Not even to me. Be a loyal weapon of The Army of The Amazon. If you say nothing, then I won’t, either.”

She got off the bed. He hadn’t been in her, but she had taken his essence and measured his soul.

But for what? Was he supposed to doubt? Or not? Was he supposed to forget he had read the book on Silithia? What was he supposed to do?

One thing was sure, he would have to conceal this conversation, this meeting, from the WICs.

Maybe it was a trap. Maybe it was something else. But he had to forget about it. Not the book, but the meeting.

Were Judd and Sally on the up and up? Were they loyal members of The Republic of The Amazon? Or were they some kind of counter movement? Were they for or against the Amazons?

He didn’t know by what they had said. They had been very careful not to reveal themselves even as they exposed him.

He got off the bunk and put on his pink jump suit. Amazingly, he was still hard.

He thought perhaps he was hard because of the chemicals they had been feeding the men.

Whatever.

He left the stateroom and headed back to class.

The women could smell land.

The pea coats knew there was land, and they responded in the positive if the newly formed women asked them.

“Two days,” said one, smiling at the anxious women.

“Where? What country?”

But for that there was no answer.

The new women had been granted more free time. Their training was at an end, and Jeff wandered the deck and looked over the rail.

Land, he thought.

And, more importantly, What are Judd and Sally doing?

They hadn’t talked to him again.

He had ripped up the third book, not wanting to be caught with it, and flushed it down the toilet.

And he had not seen anybody else reading it, or acting suspicious, or in any way demonstrating a rebellion in their attitude.

Of course, everybody was well trained now.

They had been at sea for a month. They had women’s bodies, but with erect dicks. They wore their pink jump suits proudly, showed off their large breasts, used make up.

They were, in their own minds, women.

And their sexual appetites were changing.

In the beginning the men had wanted women. They stroked their cokes and dreamed of beautiful women.

There certainly were enough beautiful women, be it in pea coats, to stroke to.

But in the last week a couple of the men had muttered that they were thinking of men.

Jeff was not. He had feelings, but they were easy to tamp down. He wanted women.

Besides, he had no pussy. What would he do with a man?

Oh, yes, take it up the butt.

But though he enjoyed the butt plug he was not enamored of the idea of making love to a man, of doing the choo choo up the poo poo.

Another day passed, and the new women could smell the land. Birds soared around the ship. they perched on the rail and squawked.  At one point they could even see the tips of mountains hidden in a low haze in the distance.             

The new women crowded against the rail whenever they had a chance and stared shoreward.

That night they saw the far off twinkle of lights. Just a spattering of glitterings, but as the night progressed the lights became more, until they were passing a city.

They weren’t given leave to stay up late, however. They were ordered to their bunks, and the WICs seemed pretty determined about that.

“Wake up.”

Jeff jerked awake, would have said something, but a hand was clapped over his mouth.

He stopped trying to speak and the hand moved away. It was Sally, and she whispered, Go left in the corridor. Go to the rear deck. Make no noise. Hurry.”

Jeff had no idea what was going on, but his feelings for Sally were, courtesy of their recent assignation, very lustful. He followed her instructions.

He ran down the corridor and made his way to the stern deck. When he emerged into the night Judd grabbed his arm and pulled him into the shadow of the superstructure. “Quiet.”

Jeff huddled in the darkness. There were six other new women also crouching. They were no women among them that lifted weights or trained in weapons. Only the yoga women who studied squad tactics.

A minute later another woman joined them, then Sally.

Judd whispered just loud enough for them to hear him.

“The Republic of The Amazon is built on a lie. Silithia is the only hope. We are going over the stern, down the anchor rope. Swim towards the lights. It’s only a mile. There might be a boat, but don’t rely on it. Are you ready?”

The women looked at each other. Jeff could make out faces, and he realized that these once men had been selected because they had doubts, had those doubts had been cultivated by reading the Silithia book.

One of them shook his head.

Sally clonked him and he collapsed to the deck.

Judd grinned an infectious grin. “Okay, ladies. Let’s go!”

He slapped asses, pulled arms, shoved shoulders, and the group of women, minus one, ran for the rear of the ship.

They clambered over the rail, gripped the thick hawser and went down the rope.

Thank goodness for their classes in yoga and calisthenics. The slithered down the rope like monkeys, then dipped into the water.

Sally was first and Judd was last, and between them they herded the seven women towards the shore.

It was pitch dark, they couldn’t see each other, but they stuck together by the sound of their hands touching the water, pulling it back.

Into the night they went.

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


Boob Maximizer

He wanted biguns…he got ‘em!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I guarantee it will work.”

Lance Smith snorted. “It will make tits bigger?”

“Guaranteed.”

“And how do you know?”

“Come here…” Doc Brown led Lance into a back room. In the room were several tables laden with bottles, bunsen burners, and exotic machines.

Lance was actually impressed. He had known Doc Brown since college, and while the guy was a little over the top, it was obvious that he was sincere.

“See…see!”

Doc Brown pointed at a cage on a table in a corner. Lance leaned down and peered closely. Mice. Little white mice that were a little plump on…Lance peered even closer.

“Oh, my God!”

“That’s right,” Doc Brown folded his arms and took on a smug expression. “They have tits.”

“Can I see one?”

“Sure.”

The Doc opened the cage and took out one of the two mice. He held it up so Lance could examine it.

Sure enough, the mouse was…stacked. it had big tits. For a mouse.

“Can I touch it?”

“What are titties for?” giggled Doc Brown. Truth was, he was a virgin, and the idea of sex embarrassed him.

Lance reached forward and touched the tiny boob. Sure enough, it was a tit, almost looked human, except that it was miniature and on a mouse.

“OhmyGod!”

Doc put the mouse back in the cage and closed the door. “There’s your proof. What do you say now?”

“I say I want it.”

“It’s expensive. A thousand dollars a bottle.”

“I don’t care! I’d take a dozen bottles if you have them.”

The Doc frowned. “This is a very concentrated formula. One dab should increase bust size by a full, uh, cup, or whatever they measure boobs by.

“That’s okay. I understand. Can I have a dozen bottles?”

“Okay,” and in the Doc’s mind he was thinking, ‘It’s your funeral.’

A short time later Lance was writing a check for $12,000. It was his whole savings, but…but he was so excited.

He chortled, “Man, when Mazie sees this…she’s going to love it!”

“Remember, only a single dab massaged into the skin.”

“Sue, yeah. I got it,” Lance said, not giving it much thought, then he was out the door.

Behind him, Doc Brown looked at the check and smiled. Then he frowned. If he was any judge of character, he’d better start working on an antidote, or a ‘shrinker formula,’ or something.

“Honey, I’m home!” Lance called out cheerfully.

No answer. Good. Mazie was still at work. Boy, was she going to be surprised.

He went into the bedroom, opened the paper sack and took out the twelve bottles of Boob Maximizer. The bottles were small, and they weren’t labeled. He put them in the drawer of the little table next to his bed. Then he frowned.

Truth was, Mazie hadn’t been receptive to the idea of getting implants. And he had tried creams and potions before, and she had just laughed.

“I’m a comfortable C cup. I don’t want to carry big, old behemoths around and get a sore back. You want big boobs then you better think about getting your own implants.”

Huh. Short-sighted woman didn’t know what was good for her. But he’d get her there. Once she had a massive set of mammaries she’d be thanking him.

He took one bottle and went to his wife’s make up table. Hmm. Eye shadow wouldn’t work, nor lipstick, although the idea of Mazie with big, puffy lips was somewhat appealing to him. Ah, he picked up a blue and white bottle. Cerave. Just the thing. A skin moisturizer his wife always used.

He took the squeeze bottle into the bathroom and squirted the whole thing down the toilet. Then he opened the bottle of ‘Boob Maximizer’ and started putting the stuff into the empty tube.

Oh, man, it was difficult. The old saying, ‘it’s like putting tooth paste back in the tube,’ came to mind.

Still, he put the bottle and tube nozzle to nozzle, and the stuff went in eventually. Huh. Even smelled similar. But not the same. He frowned. He still had a little space in the tube of Cerave, so he went to the kitchen. Hmm. smell and texture, they had to match. Good thing most things were white. He spurted a bit of mayo into the tube, then held it up. Felt the same. Yeah. This would work.

He heard the sound of his wife’s car enter the driveway.

Cripes! He ran back into the bedroom and placed the tube back in its position, then went out to greet his wife.

“Hi, babe.” He gave her a big kiss.

“Whoa…” she said breathlessly. “You must have done something bad to be that horny!”

He laughed. “I’ve been a good boy.” In his mind he was chuckling at how bad he had been, and how happy she would be when she had some truly bodacious boobs.

“Well, Mr. Good Boy, help bring in the groceries and we’ll get some dinner started.”

So he did. And all the time he kept sneaking glances at his wife’s form.

She was five foot five, good figure, but, like so many women, she needed some help up top. And she was going to get it. He mentally rubbed his hands together in satisfaction.

Dinner. A little TV. Time for bed.

All the while Lance kept glancing at Mazie.

“You sure you didn’t do something bad?” she joked. “You’ve been staring at me all night long.

“How could I not stare at such a beautiful woman?”

“Wow. Flattery, too. What it is you’ve done, I give you permission to do it again.”

They laughed, and he made a mental note to ‘do it again.’ Heh. Right!

They went to bed, and made he couldn’t control himself. The idea of her having mountainous mounds made him so horny. He rolled over and grabbed her breast.

“Wow, you don’t waste time, do you?” She kissed him. A gentle, loving kiss.

He managed to turn it into a tongue poking, slobbery thing, and they were off and running.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned, running his hands over her body. His chest felt warm and tight with desire, and his penis was hard a rock. An extra hard rock.

“Boy, something’s got you all hot and bothered. Babe, your dick is like a steel rod. And…my gosh, you’re dripping all over the place.”

“Just my love for you,” he mouthed her breasts, sucking on the nipples gently. And my love for your big breasts about to be, he thought.

She laid back and helped guide him into her. He was shaking with desire as he pushed forward and…

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

“Oh, no! You didn’t cum already, did you?”

The feel of his squirtem coating her inner thighs was the answer.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

She hugged him. “It’s okay. I should have realized you were a little too excited.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You could always get down there and do a little mouth work…” she said, hopefully.

Lance was silent. He wasn’t fond of oral sex, and especially if he had just squirted all over. One thing he really didn’t want was a mouthful of his own cum.

Mazie sighed and pushed him off her. “All right.”

Lance rolled onto his back and lay there. His balls were empty, and it felt good, but he really wanted her to have big boobs. If only she would rub that Cerave into her chest.

Mazie lay on her back and waited for Lance to go to sleep. She needed a little private time with Vinnie the Vibrator.

But Lance was restless. He was fantasizing about her chest and couldn’t sleep.

Finally, Mazie got up. She had a wet spot under her and she wanted a towel, and it would be nice to take a quick shower and wash his squirt off.

She took a luxurious, hot shower, even washed her hair, and then came out of the shower. She would have to dry her hair, but that was okay. She picked up her hair dryer and went into the next room.

She needn’t have bothered. Lance was quite awake.

She came back into the room and got into bed.

Lance’s eyes burned in the night.

Mazie rolled over, closed her eyes, and went to sleep.

And so the week went. Every night Mazie came home to the very energized Lance. The evening passed and Lance seemed extra horny.

And, truth, Mazie was getting extra horny. Lance kept squirting before she could get close, and then he lay awake and watched her with big eyes. She wasn’t able to get out her vibrator, and she ended up taking late showers. Now cold showers, to calm herself down.

Funny. People always thought it was the guys who had to take cold showers, but, not so. In fact, if Mazie got much hornier she was going to pop!

“Geez, honey, what’s got into you?” she asked on Friday night.

“I’m just a little extra in love with you,” he quipped.

“Well, that’s great.” Inside she was sort of tired of the extra attention. She just wanted an orgasm and not all this endless slobbering and quick on the trigger ejaculations.

For his part, Lance was going crazy. He wanted her to put Doc Brown’s formula on her tits. He wanted her to grow, and grow, and…GROW!

He wanted her to have massive triple Ds. He wanted to bury himself in sucking and fuck her boobs and…and she just took her showers and never used the stuff.

Finally, Saturday afternoon, they were getting ready to go out and she was sitting at her table. She picked up the tube of Cerave and squeezed a small glob into her hand.

Lance grinned and watched.

Suddenly Mazie frowned, and sniffed at her hand. “Huh,” she grunted. “Smells bad.”

She took the tube into the bathroom and squeezed it down the toilet. “I hate it when stuff goes bad.”

Lance stared, open mouthed, and watched a thousand dollars go down the drain. Fuck! What the fuck! Shit! A thousand dollars.

“Well, no loss,” Mazie said, re-entering the bedroom. “I can just pick up some more.”

Lance almost cried. But he still shot early that night.

Sunday afternoon, and Mazie went out with a couple of her girl friends. While they late lunched Lance took the empty tube of Cerave out of the trash. He smushed another bottle of Boob Maximizer into the empty container. He used more mayo, and a bit of ranch dressing. When he thought the smell was perfect he wiped the tube clean and put it aside. When Mazie got another bottle he would compare the odors and texture, make sure everything was perfect, and replace the new with his special stuff.

Heh. This was going to work out, after all.

The week passed. Lance squirting all over the place, usually before he could even get inside her.

Mazie was actually getting used to this, and she did manage to get together with Vinnie the Viber, so it was okay. A little frustrating, but not too bad.

But, by Thursday, Lance was going crazy. She hadn’t replaced the Cerave, and he was desperate.

“Are you going to get a new bottle of that Cerave stuff?” he finally asked on Thursday night.

“Not yet.”

“Well, I’m going by the store tomorrow. I’ll pick one up for you. ‘Cerave,’ that was the name, right?”

“Oh, you’re a honey. Thanks, babe.”

She kissed him lightly.

And he immediately kissed her sloppily, grunted and groaned and palmed her boobs.

She giggled. “I don’t know what you’ve been putting in your tea, but…”

And they had an almost marathon sex session. Almost, except for the fact that Lance came too soon. But at least she got him to use his fingers.

“Honey, you’ve been leaving me high and dry. It’s time to help me out.”

So he risked getting his hands all gooey and finger banged her. Yuck.

The next day he picked up a bottle of Cerave, and before she got home from work he sniffed it, made sure his concoction was just the same, then put his tube in the box and threw out the new tube.

“Thank you, honey.” She took it into the bedroom and put the box on her table.

The next night it was still there. And the next night, and the next.

Lance was almost out of his skull. He wanted her to use the stuff. He wanted her to have big boobs.

Finally, unable to stand it any longer, he asked, “How’s that new cream I bought you?”

“Oh, it’s fine,” she said without thinking.

But she hadn’t opened it.

Lance could almost cry.

A week later he saw that the box was gone and the tube was…where was the tube?

He found it in the trash. Empty.

Trying to sound nonchalant he asked Mazie, “I noticed the Cerave in the trash. Didn’t it work out?”

“No. Something stinky about it.”

Another thousand dollars down the drain! And her boobs were still the same size!

“Well, I’ll pick up another one for you.”

“Don’t bother. I’m growing discouraged with the product. I’ll find something else.”

The next week she brought home some Vanicream.

By that night Lance had managed to throw out her original cream and replace with a cream of his own making. He spent hours trying to get the smell and texture just right. At least this time it was a jar and not a tube. Made it much easier to get the stuff into the container.

And, a day later, he found it in the trash.

FUCK!

A month later he knocked on Doc Brown’s door. The Doc opened the door. He was as seedy and wild-eyed as ever.

“Yes? Oh…yes… the Lance fellow. How’s that cream working out?”

Lance followed the Doc through the house and into the laboratory. “Not good, Doc,” and he explained how he couldn’t duplicate the texture and smell and his wife kept throwing everything out. “And I only have a few bottles left!”

Doc frowned. “What kind of cream is your wife using?”

“She just got a jar of something called ‘Neutrogena.’”

“Hmm.” Doc sat at a computer and found Neutrogena. “Yes, these chemicals…uh huh…I can do that.”

“What?”

Doc turned away from his computer. “I can duplicate their formula so your wife detect the difference.”

“Really?”

“Child’s play.”

“Really? I don’t know how to thank you!”

“Of course it will cost…”

“But, Doc, I’m sorry, I have no more money!”

The Doc quickly figured the math out in his head. The cost of the chemicals, the time, about $10 total, but he was entitled to a little profit. “Well, normally it would be about $10,000 for something this complex…”

“But Doc!”

“Since you’re a valued customer, however, five thousand dollars.”

Oh, crap! Lance thought. He didn’t have five thousand dollars.

“Check or money order is fine,” Doc mentioned.

Lance’s mind raced. “How about a credit card?”

“Nope.”

Lance’s mind raced some more. He could get the cash with the card, then… “Okay.”

An hour later Lance showed up with the cash, and a bottle of Boob Maximizer.

Doc took the money and bottle and promised he’d have something in a couple of days.

Lance replaced the bottle of Neutrogena with his special bottle. Perfect. Perfect. And he went to greet his wife, who had just driven into the driveway.

And, extra blessing, his wife didn’t make him wait a week or two before applying the goop to her skin. That very night she sat at her table and rubbed the sweet smelling ointment into her breasts.

He stared at her massaging her breasts, and he gulped, and he felt faint.

Mazie stood up and sauntered towards him with a grin. “What do you say, sailor, want to show a girl a good time?”

He nodded, hardly able to breath, but when she pulled the blankets up they both stared at his cock. He had already cum.

And, the next morning…”EEEEK!” Mazie sat up and stared at her chest. Lance was instantly awake. He had been so horny and frustrated that he hadn’t slept well, anyway.

Mazie’s chest was near doubled in size! From a comfortable size C she was now a double D, maybe even a G!

Lance stared in shock. He had expected some growth, but not this much…and certainly not this fast!

“Oh, my God!” he burbled.

“What…what has happened?” Mazie got out of bed and almost fell over. Her boobs were so heavy she was going to have to find a whole new sense of balance. She staggered across the room and stared at herself in the mirror.

Her breasts were enormous! They were so big she had to hold them with her hands. And she knew she was going to need to get stronger just to heft them like this. And a bra! My God! She was going to have to see Omar the tent maker to get a bra to fit these…these…massive…

“Oh, my God!” Lance was next to her staring, and licking his lips. He had never seen so much flesh, so much pulchritude, such delicious…even her nipples had grown! They were the size of thimbles, and he had never wanted to suck anything so badly in his life.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered, drooling, and he bent his head.

Mazie pushed him away. “What happened? What is going on? How can this be…?”

“Don’t worry about it, honey, your boobs are just fine. Just the way I like ‘em.”

She suddenly got it. She stared at him. “You did this.”

“No…no, I—“

“You’ve been horny for months, and getting me all that skin moisturizer which kept going bad…what did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he moved forward, reaching for her massive chest. He needed to feel them, to suck them.

“Tell me the truth! What’s in the moisturizer you kept getting for me?”

“Nothing, honey. I just—“

She slapped him a hard one. Right across the face. Suddenly he realized that she was actually mad.

“Ow!” He stared at her.

She stood, frightened and angry at the same time, holding her huge boobs up with one forearm. the boobs overflowing and looking so delicious that Lance was in danger of cumming right then. Just looking at them and he was going to—“

“What do you do to me,” she hissed.

And, finally, mentally cornered, Lance said, “It’s just a little boob maximizer. It’s good for you.”

She slapped him again, but this time with a fist.

“Fu—!” he was knocked back.

Then she kicked him. Hard. Right in the you know where.

Lance doubled up and fell to the floor.

“You stupid son of a…” then Mazie was sobbing.

Lance groaned and tried to figure out what the big deal was.

“I can’t believe you did this to me,” Mazie said for the hundredth time that afternoon. They had spent all morning with her screaming at him, and it didn’t look like she was done. Not by a long shot.

“I’m sorry, honey. I thought you’d like a little extra, uh, femininity.”

“That’s what you call it? Extra? You made me into a freak!”

“But…but…”

Lance stared at her chest. He was so damned horny. He had never seen such magnificent boobs in his life, but her anger…wow!

Mazie picked up the car keys.

“Where are you going?”

“To get a bra,” she snarled. “And I’m using your credit card.” then she was out the door.

And back two hours later, and in an even worse mood. “You son of a bitch! You maxed out your card…I had to use my own.”

Her tits now poked out in front of her. And they were really poking. They were like road cones, big ones.

Licking his lips, Lance said, “Well, but…I’m sorry. I had to pay for the last jar of…of…”

She gripped him by the shirt front and twisted her fist. He found himself staring into her baby blues, which weren’t looking so babyish right then. “What else did you spend money on?”

“No! nothing! I didn’t—“

“How much did you spend on that stupid cream in the first place?”

“Nothing! It was free! I didn’t spend—“

Mazie went to the computer, pulled up their bank account, and stared in astonishment. “Twelve thousand dollars!” She turned to him. “You spent $12000 on some stuff to make my boobs bigger?”

“Well, I didn’t mean to. I just…he, uh…I couldn’t…”

“You stupid, fucking, son of a…come with me!”

She grabbed his shirt front again and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“Honey! Please…you’re taking this all out of propor—“

She stopped in front of her make up table. Lance could see her monstrous boobs in the full length mirror, and the mirror wasn’t even wide enough to accommodate her new boobs.

She grabbed the cream and unscrewed it. She scooped a huge glob of the stuff out and slapped it on his chest.

“You want big boobs? You got ‘em! See how you like living with these…these…these FREAKS on your chest!

She scooped the rest of the ointment out and slapped it on his chest. She put her hands on his chest and started smushing it through his shirt and onto his skin. He tried to back up, but she went with him, pushing her hands onto his pecs, squooshing the cream into his skin, his pores.

“See how you like it you son of a bitch!”

Then he was falling back on the bed, and she was on top of him, pounding on his chest with her fists and crying.

“You fucking…fucking…”

Then she was in the bathroom, slamming the door, and sobbing like her heart had been broken. Which it had.

Lance sat up, now he was crying. He was stunned, dismayed, and finally figured out he had done something bad.

Yes, his wife finally had the tits he had dreamed of, but he was pretty sure he was never going to get to touch them.

Dismally, he wiped the goop off his chest, then took off his tee shirt and put it in the hamper.

The day, as days are wont to do, passed.

Mazie came out of the bathroom. She wouldn’t look at Lance except to glare, and she was mumbling curses under her breath.

Lance tried to talk, but her withering stare, her icy demeanor, he wound up saying nothing.

Dinner…without dinner.

Her drinking straight from a bottle, saying things like… ‘If I had a knife…somebody give me a gun…son of a fucking bitch!’

Him trying to keep a low profile, and gulping frantically as he caught glimpses of his wife’s huge profile.

Her slamming the bedroom door so hard it shook the house.

Him sleeping on the couch. Sad, miserable, and scratching at his chest, which had suddenly started to itch.

Slowly, time ticked.

Midnight, scratching and rubbing at his chest. He was truly miserable, because the itch seemed to be deeper than skin, no way to get surcease from the growing itchiness.

One o’clock. He felt like clawing at his chest. The itch was worse than anything he had ever felt.

Two o’clock. Even his nipples hurt. He felt like grabbing them and ripping them off his fevered body.

Three o’clock. Rubbing his chest so hard, his pecs felt inflamed he had rubbed them so hard. They were starting to feel not just itchy, but pained.

Four o’clock. The itching had grown into a pain so terrific, and his head hurt, and he tossed and turned, and…finally, went to sleep. Or, more like passed out from the pain.

Seven o’clock. He rolled over and felt something hit him in the chest. Blearily, he opened his eyes, looked down at his chest, and…

“EEEE!”

He had HUGE tits! BIG tits! MASSIVE boobs. He sat up and placed his hands under them. They overflowed his hands and he just sat and stared.

The bedroom door opening, and Mazie was suddenly standing over him, staring at him.

He looked up, opened his mouth, tried to speak, couldn’t say anything.

Mazie started laughing. She laughed and laughed and laughed. “Hah hah! Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander you stupid idiot!”

“But…but…but…”

He was crying now, and big drops fell on the huge expanse of flesh swelling from his chest.

Mazie, laughing hysterically, returned to the bedroom. Ten minutes later she exited the bedroom. Her chest was big and high, and she didn’t look at Lance.

“Honey…please…can’t you…”

She merely laughed at him and walked out of the house.

For an hour Lance sat and held his new tits. He cried, he snuffled, he wondered what he was going to do.

Finally, he stood up, and nearly fell over. The weight on his chest made him want to do nothing but walk forward.

He went into the bedroom and put on a tee shirt. His boobs sagged and he looked ridiculous. He realized that he needed a bra.

But where does a man get a bra? And especially for boobs as big as his?

He headed out to the garage and grabbed some duc tape. The next half hour was an education in frustration and enlightenment. How does a bra work? How much of a load do the straps take? How does a strip of tape duplicate the cups of a bra?

Finally, feeling very awkward and silly, he was able to put on his shirt. In the mirror he found that he had not made a bra so much as just bound his chest. The result was a big puffy chest, and boobs that hurt.

Hurt or not, he had to do something about them.

“Doc! You’ve got to do something!”

Doc Brown’s eyes opened wide at the site of his customer with a bulging chest.

“What the heck is…”

Lance pulled off the strips of tape, and nearly died when his nipples felt like they were being ripped off.

Doc Brown goggled, then he grinned. “My stuff really works, doesn’t it?” Then: “But why did you put it on yourself?”

“I didn’t. My wife put it on me.

“Well, wow. You’re really stuck now.”

“But don’t you have an antidote?”

“Sure. $10,000.”

“WHAT!”

Doc thought about all the household ingredients he had used. And in the proper proportion. “Well, for you, $9,000.”

“Okay. You have a deal. Where is it.”

“Not so fast. Money first.”

“But, I don’t…Okay.”

He took out his wife’s credit card.

“Cash only.”

“But…I can’t…Can’t you trust me? I’ve been a long time customer!”

“I trust you to get the money first.”

Lance sighed and nodded. Head hanging, he walked out the front door.

At the bank he tried to get a loan. No dice.

Then he tried to open another credit card. Less dice.

Finally, he tried to take out a loan on his house.

Nope.

“But why not?” he beseeched the banker.

“You’ve already got a loan out.”

“I do not! I inherited that house! It’s free and clear.”

The banker reached into a drawer and pulled out a contract.

“I lent the money this morning personally.”

“Let me see that!”

The banker held the contract so Lance couldn’t reach it, but so that he could read it.

“But…that’s impossible! Why would my wife borrow all that money!”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to talk to her.”

Feeling lower than a basement in a parking garage, Lance left the bank. He drove through the streets unaware, his mind trying to come to grips with his dilemma. He was entirely aware of his big tits getting in the way of the steering wheel.

What to do? What to do?

Finally, he realized he was going to have to go beg Doc Brown. Maybe the scientist could be convinced. And, if he couldn’t, Lance began thinking of more drastic measures.

He pulled up to Doc Brown’s house, went up the walk and knocked on the door.

“Yes?” Doc called through the door.

Lance frowned. “Doc, I’ve got to talk to you.”

“I’m busy right now. Come back later.”

Lance pounded on the door. “Doc! Let me in!”

“Go way!”

Sounds behind the door. Low voices.

Lance pounded on the door so hard the latch gave way. The door swung inward, and Lance goggled.

Doc Brown was…his wife…they were hugging….they had been kissing…what…what…

Doc Brown was irritated. “I said I was busy!”

“But that’s my wife!”

Doc turned to Mazie, “But you said you weren’t married.”

“I won’t be. I’m going to see a lawyer right now.”

Doc turned back to Lance. “You see? Everything is on the up and up.”

Mazie walked out the door, as she passed Lance he noticed that her chest was normal. “Hey! Wait! Wait!” He ran after her, tugged her arm and she turned. Yep, her tits were back to being a nice size C.

“What do you want?”

“Your tits! How did you get rid of them?”

She smirked. “Doc Brown gave me the antidote. I didn’t know you had bought the Boob Maximizer from him. Good thing he was my first stop.”

“But…but, honey…”

Mazie advanced on Lance. “What?”

Helpless, he backed up and blurted, “The bank…you took out a loan!”

She smiled. “Yep. And I signed your name. Good luck on paying it off.”

“But…you can’t sign my name.”

“Sure I could. I’ve been signing it for years. My signature is now more accepted as yours than yours is.”

“But…but why?”

“To pay for the antidote, stupid.”

“But…that’s $20,000!”

“It’s not my money so I don’t care.”

“But…but…”

Mazie ended the conversation by stomping off. Lance watched her car disappear down the street, then turned back to Doc Brown.

Doc was looking at the latching mechanism and scratching his head.

“Doc! you gotta help me!”

“You really busted this door.”

“The hell with the door. You gotta give me the antidote for these… these…

“Oh, I don’t have any more of that.”

“But…you don’t…”

“Your wife just bought all of my stock. She got a good deal, too.”

“But you have to make me some more.”

“Oh, no. No can do. Your wife took the recipe, and I simply don’t have the time to recreate the formula.”

“But, Doc!”

“Sorry.”

“But…why were you kissing her?”

Doc Brown looked puzzled. “I don’t know. She just saw your car pull up and started kissing me.“

Lance didn’t know what to think of that, so he snarled, “Ahh!”

Lance drove around for a while, but soon realized that he was going to do nothing but run out of gas. He finally headed for home. When he got there his wife’s car was in the driveway. Struggling to keep his breasts up, his arms were getting tired, he walked into the house.

His wife was sitting on the sofa, smirking at him.

“Well, my stacked husband is home. How’s it going, Mr. Big Boobs?”

He trudged past her and entered the bedroom. Then he came back out. “Uh, Mazie?”

“Yes, dear?” she drawled sarcastically.

“Do you really have the antidote for…for these?”

“Hmm. I do recall having a couple of bottles of Boob Maximizer antidote. Now what did I do with those silly, old bottles?”

Lance went down his knees, and almost fell over, and began begging. “Please, honey. Please! Can’t you let me have some?”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned it.”

“No. You haven’t. You haven’t until you have fully experienced what it is like to be a woman. And especially to be a woman with big breasts.”

“But…but…but what can I do to convince you to give me the antidote?”

“Well, for starters, you look silly standing there and trying to hold your boobs up. The specially made bra I used is on the bed. Go put it on.”

Lance went into the bedroom, found the bra, took off his shirt and put it on. He felt instant relief for his sore arms. The straps were heavy on his shoulders, but he could stand the weight.

Marveling at this fact of woman’s architecture, he went back to the living room.

Mazie started laughing. “You look ridiculous.”

He stood, red-faced, and hung his head.

“You look like a man wearing a bra. Do I look like the kind of woman who would be married to a man who wore woman’s clothing?”

“Uh…but there’s nothing else…I…”

“I guess we’re going to have to make you look like a woman.”

“WHAT?”

She stood up and went into the bedroom. He followed helplessly.

She handed him a bottle of Nair. “Take the bra off, put this on, wait fifteen minutes then shower.”

He took the bottle, stared at her, but had no choice. He gave a nod and began taking off the bra.

15 minutes later he stepped into the shower. He watched dismally as his body hair swirled into the drain. He stepped out to find Mazie waiting for him. She snickered.

“Can I have the antidote now?”

“Are you kidding? We’ve just gotten started. Put your bra on and sit at my make up table.”

He did, and Mazie was right there waiting. “Now, this is moisturizer. A simple bath won’t get you clean enough.” She cleansed his face with a little pad. “Now, this is primer. This will…” and she led him through the steps of make up.

Fifteen minutes later he stared at his face in the mirror. His eyebrows had been plucked, his eyelids were shaded, his lips were red…he didn’t look like a man at all. But he also didn’t look like a woman. His face might be pretty, but his haircut was a man’s, and he still had the muscles of a man.

Mazie was biting her lip, trying to keep from laughing.

“Please,” he begged.

She stepped into her closet and brought out a dress. It was skimpy and stretchy and low cut. She tossed it to him. “Get dressed.”

“But…” but there was nothing to say. He pulled the dress on. Mazie pulled him in front of a mirror.

He wasn’t a big built man, and his big tits gave him more than enough curves. The most amazing thing, however, was the decollete. His big boobs stretched out the dress and he had about a mile of skin showing. It was so stretched that his nipples were visible.

“Oh, my God,” Mazie muttered.

“What?”

“Look!”

She pointed at his crotch and he looked down. His dick was erect and quite prominent.

“What, but, what do…” he was confused.

“You like it! You like having big boobs and wearing a dress.”

“Honey,” he cried. “I don’t! Please, give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned my lesson.”

“It appears you’ve learned something else, too.” She rubbed up against him, and his cock grew even harder.

He pushed her away.

“What? You don’t want to get it on? I’ve got to tell you…you’re sort of turning me on. How many times have I gotten dressed up for you, just to go out and have some fun. Now you know what it feels like. Kinky and horny.”

Lance just shook his head.

But, if there was any good news, it looked like Mazie was getting over being angry. At least, she was grinning.

“Now then, try on my wig…yes, oh, that does wonders.”

He looked in the mirror at himself. His face was so red it shown through the make up, but he actually did look like a woman now. Except for the big bump in his groin.

She rummaged the dresser and pulled out a corset. “Put this on.”

He held the thing and was aghast. It was so small, and the fabric felt so…tight!”

“Come on, we haven’t got all day.”

Shamed, but still erect, he lifted up his dress and pulled the corset over his torso.

He didn’t have much of a belly, and now he had less. And the bump in his dress was less.

Mazie stood thoughtfully and studied him. She shook her head.

“What?”

“Not enough. I know. Your dick is pointed up. Put it down.”

It was difficult, the material was so tight, but he managed to push his dick so it was pointing downward. It hurt.

Mazie laughed. “There we go. And, look, you’re trying to bend a little bit. Trying to relieve the pressure?”

He nodded.

“Well, good. It makes your butt pooch out.”

“Honey, can’t we—“

“Nylons,” she tossed him a pair. “You’ve…no wait. Let’s paint your nails, first.”

He tried to sit down, and it was a struggle, but he finally made it. He could hardly breath, and he felt like he was going to suddenly snap straight and slide out of the chair.

Mazie bent down and painted his toenails a bright red. Then, while he was waiting for them to dry, she put fake fingernails on his fingers and painted them a bright red.

“Blow on your fingernails. I’ll help you with the nylons.”

He blew, and she unrolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset.

Finally, she went to her closet once again, this time bringing out some high heels. His favorite…when they were on her. High, so her calves would shape up. Open toed so he could see her nails poking out so sexy. Sling back.

But they were on him, not her. His toes, his calves.

Of course he overflowed slightly, and they were tight on him, but…they were still sexy. He could feel his dick trying to get harder and he bent over and groaned.

“Oh, I think he likes it,” Maxie laughed.

“Please, honey…I’ve had enough.”

“Nonsense. Now stand up and let’s get a picture.”

She pulled him to his feet, which made his feet truly ache in the tight shoes, and pushed him in front of a mirror. She stood next to him and snapped picture after picture. She even held the camera with one hand and felt his big tits with the other.

“Hey!”

“Hey, what?” she snapped. “You’re always groping me. How do you like it.”

And, the funny thing, he did like it. He liked the feel of his flesh being squeezed. He liked the stimulation to his nipples. He was glad the corset was hiding his excitement, because he knew Mazie would just laugh harder.

“Okay, you’ve dressed me up. Can we undress me and give me the antidote?”

“What? All dressed up and nowhere to go? Not a chance. We’re going to Charlie Coyote’s.”

“NO!”

“Yes. And we’re going to get drunk and look for men to fuck.”

“Mazie! I can’t! You can’t make me do this! Give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve had the full experience.”

“But I’ve had the full experience.”

She suddenly grew tired of his whining. She put her face right up to his and snarled. “You emptied our savings, and then I had to take out a loan on the house. We’re broke, in debt, and all because you wanted a bigger set of tits. Well, buster, you’ve got them now, and you’re going to find out what it feels like to have every man staring at you, looking for a feel, wanting to fuck your little, round butt. Now go get in the car. I’ll be out in two minutes.”

His mouth opened and closed.

“And don’t start crying. I don’t want you to ruin your make up.”

Totally defeated, but still with that betrayer hard on, he staggered out of the house.

Ten minutes later Mazie came out of the house. what had taken her an hour to accomplish with him she had done for herself in minutes. She was fully made up, wearing a green dress, a little more modest in the cleavage, and strutting.

Well, she was a good looking woman.

Lance stared at her.

“Get out,” she said, opening the driver’s door.

“We’re not going?” Lance said hopefully.

“Oh, we’re going, but you aren’t driving with your first set of heels.”

Lance got out and went around to the passenger side. He saw neighbors staring and he wished he could shrink into a ball and roll away.

Mazie laughed. “You don’t like the neighbors staring at your sexy legs and big boobs?”

He didn’t say anything.

“Here, we forgot to put earrings on you.”

She had a little bottle of alcohol and she dabbed his lobe, then shoved a needle through it.

“OW!”

“Baby.” She put an earring on him. it was long and dangly. Then she did his other ear.

“And don’t forget this.” She handed him a choker. It was black with little diamonds on it. This will emphasize your tits, and you want the men to notice that you’ve got a big pair, right?”

He shook his head, and was aware of the danglies brushing against his neck.

“Okay, sport. Let’s go have some fun.”

Charlie Coyote’s was an eatery during the day, and a night club at night. Every night beautiful women and handsome men slid across the small parquet floor to a five man combo.

“Oh, things are rocking tonight, aren’t they?”

Mazie locked the car and came around to link her arms with Lance’s.

“Mazie. Please don’t do this to me.”

“Heck, I didn’t do anything to you. I believe it was you who bought the Boob Maximizer.”

“Yeah…but, I’m sorry.”

“No you’re not. Not yet. Now, come on.”

She walked him across the parking lot, and it was good that he did because he was finding it very difficult to walk in high heels.

Inside the bar the place was jumping. Men and woman danced, couples and small partiers talked at the tables, and the bar was three people deep.

Mazie found a table and pointed Lance towards a bar. “A couple of drinks. You know what I like. Here’s my purse, and it might help if you tried to speak in a higher voice.”

Lance found himself standing alone, looking back at the table where Mazie waited with a grin, looking towards the bar.

It was only twenty feet away, but it felt like a mile.

Lance walked slowly, and measured his steps carefully. He was unsteady, but he managed to make it.

He stood and waited, and slowly moved through the crush.

And a hand cupped his bun!

“Hey!” He squealed, and a couple of fellows smiled at him. One fellow, a swarthy fellow with a sly look, merely grinned.

“What you want, ma’am.”

He turned to the bartender. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Order?”

Finally, he managed to blurt. “Pina Coloda and a Coke and bourbon.”

“What?”

He had to say it again, and he tried to raise the pitch of his voice.

The bartender started mixing, and he opened Mazie’s purse and searched for money. No money. But there was a credit card. Maybe there was a bit left on it. But maybe not. What to do…what to do.

The barman put the drinks down and asked, “You want me to run a tab?”

He nodded.

He picked up the drinks and turned around and his boobs slapped into the guy behind him.

“Whoa,” the guy gulped and stared at his chest.

“Sorry,” whispered Lance, and he staggered through the crowd.

Now he was so embarrassed that he was in a hurry. He almost fell, but managed to make it back to the table. He gave Mazie her drink and sat down next to her.

She sipped appreciatively, and he gulped his whole drink down in a gulp.

“Whoa,” she quipped. “You might want to make things last.”

“Okay. Okay. You’ve had your fun.”

“No…no. I haven’t. Now the game is simple. You’ve got to get a man to come on to you.”

“I’ve got to fuck a man?”

“Oh, maybe. You could give a blow job, or if you can find a man that likes trannies, your butthole is definitely for sale. No charge.” She giggled and sipped some more. “So, you’re all dressed up, and you’ve got to trap a man.”

“But why?”

“Because that’s what women do, silly. Why do you think I get dressed up before I go out?”

“I…because…”

“Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to suck my boobs and show me how much you love me. And now that’s what you have to do.”

“To…to have sex…”

“Like I said. A blow job is fine. Extra points for taking it up the heinie, but that’s the price of the antidote to those big pillows you’re toting on your chest. Now, watch me, and I’ll show you how it’s done.”

She gulped her drink, grinned, then stood up and headed out.

She stood in the back of the crush around the bar, and he watched as she shifted her weight and rubbed her thigh against a guy’s thigh. A look, a smile, and a conversation was started.

for a moment he felt a sharp rise of jealousy, and he could only imagine what that conversation was. ‘You come here often?’  ‘Yeah.’ ’Want to fuck?”

He looked away and tried not to imagine his wife with another man.

For a long minutes Lance sat there and wished he had another drink. Well, he had to get one, and he had to get out there and…and press his thigh against some guy’s. So he—“

“Want to dance beautiful?”

The fellow was big, athletic looking, and towered over Lance.

Lance’s mind went in seven directions, but he nodded.

The man held out his hand and Lance stood up. They stepped onto the dance floor.

Lance wasn’t much of a dancer, but he did know how to lead. Problem was, he wasn’t expected to. The fellow took him in his arms and swirled him through the pack of dancers.

Which was good. Lance found himself holding on, and being supported he didn’t trip and fall over on his heels.

They danced, and Lance actually found the sensation of being controlled and guided over the floor exhilarating. Time and again he thought they were going to collide with another couple, and the fellow picked him up and swung him this way and that, and his heart was thudding in his chest.

His over-sized chest. The fellow was staring down at it whenever he could, seemed almost mesmerized, and Lance began to feel a strange sense of power, of control over another human being.

Finally, after two quick dances, the fellow guided him to a quiet spot to the side of the bar. “I’m Johnny.”

Fuck! He hadn’t thought of a name. “Betty,” he blurted, momentarily losing control of his voice. It was the name of his cousin, and it would do.

Johnny tilted his head slightly and smiled. “So you come here often?”

Lance shook his head.

“Would you like a drink? Maybe unwind a bit? You seem awfully nervous.”

Lance nodded and whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.”

Johnny waved to the bartender and called out an order. The barkeep nodded and went about preparing the order.

Johnny moved Lance back, and suddenly Lance found himself with his back to a wall. Men and women streamed past them into the corridor with the bathrooms off it. Johnny braced one arm on the wall next to Lance and Lance found himself effectively corralled.

“You know, you really are a beauty.”

Lance stared wide-eyed. Johnny was leaning closer, talking intimately. “You haven’t been dressing up long, have you?”

“Dressing up?”

“As a woman?”

“I…I…”

Johnny laughed, showing some white teeth. “There, you’re all nervous again.”

The barman appeared and handed them drinks.

“Two more, Todd,” Johnny said.

Todd nodded and went back behind the bar.

They sipped, and this time Lance forced himself to actually drink slowly.

Johnny said, “What amazes me is your chest. I mean, those are real. Yet you don’t look like you’ve been taking hormones. How’d you do it?”

Lance’s voice sounded like it was from another planet to him as he answered, “Good genes.”

Johnny chuckled. “I guess so.”

The drink helped. Lance began to relax.

Johnny helped by holding up the conversation, smiling, and treating Lance respectfully.

A second drink, and Lance started to get dizzy.

“You okay?” Johnny asked, suddenly concerned.

“I don’t know. It’s gotten really hot. Do you feel hot?”

“We should go outside, get a little fresh air.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, we can go out the back.”

That was the point that Lance figured something was wrong. A couple of drinks never made him feel this dizzy, and it was so damned hot.

Johnny supported him and walked him down the corridor. They stepped through the back door and into a parking lot.

“What’s happening?” Lance asked. His voice was slurred.

“Come on over here. You can sit down in my van.”

“What? Don’t wanna. I need to go…”

He tried to move away from Johnnie, but the bigger man effortlessly kept him walking towards a far corner of the parking lot.

“Don’t wanna…lemme go…”

The van door slid open and another man was in the door. He grabbed Lance by the arm and pulled him.

“Wow! Nice boobs!”

Then Lance was in the van and the door was sliding shut. He felt hands on his body, grabbing his buns, feeling his tits. What had been sexy and gave him a hard on was no longer sexy.

The driver’s door opened and closed, and the motor roared to life.

“Let’s go…”

Lance tried to struggle, but he was thrown back by the sudden motion of the van. He fell and was pushed onto a mattress. He tried to move, but he was held down and hands lifted his dress.

“Fuck, this bitch is built!”

Voices laughing, then his panties were pulled down and…and thumb was pushed into his rear!

Lance tried to move his butt away, but his butt was drunk, too, and, it did sort of feel good, even though everything was wrong and…

WOOOOOO!

Red lights flashed and the inside of the van was lit up.

“Shit!” Somebody yelled.

“Go around!” Johnny screamed.

“I can’t!

CRASH!

Lance sat on the back of an ambulance and cried. He had been drugged. Rohypnol the cop had called it. The ‘date rape’ drug.

A few feet away a cop was talking to Mazie.

“Yeah, they get some poor tranny, drug her, take her out and rape her and beat her up. Your husband is lucky.”

“So you were waiting for them to make a move?”

“We’ve been watching them for a week. Just sorry it had to be your husband.”

A few more sentences, then Mazie thanked the cop, came over and sat down next to Lance.

Lance sobbed. Fuck his ruined make up. He couldn’t stop.

“You ready to go home?”

Lance nodded.

“Come on.” Mazie took his hand and led him to their car. Lance was aware of people staring, but he didn’t care.

Mazie put him in the passenger seat, then got in the driver’s seat and started the car up.

They drove through town silently, except for Lance’s snuffles and gulps. They arrived at their house and Mazie got out and came around to Lance. She got him out and walked him into the house.

She guided him into the bedroom and sat him down in the make up table. She began repairing his make up.

“What…what are you doing?” a frightened part of him was scared she’d make him go out again.

“Lance, you’re an asshole. But you’re my asshole.”

He listened as she educated him.

“Women have to watch out for men. We are weaker, we don’t know how to fight, so all we can do is pick the people we want to be with. But when the man you want to be with is a bully…that’s bad.”

He nodded, knowing exactly what she was saying.

“To be betrayed by my own husband…heck, I know you like big boobs, but I don’t want them. What you did…it was wrong.”

“I know,” he cried. The tears coming again.

She waited for him to dry up.

“Now you know. Now you’ve been helpless while some asshole has his way with you. Did you like it?”

He shook his head. He had stopped crying so she finished repairing his make up.

“So what are we doing?”

“Your lesson is almost done. But there’s something else you have to learn.” She rolled lipstick on his lips. He tasted the wax and found himself pressing his lips together instinctively.

“You have to learn the good side. The side I was experiencing before you had your momentary lapse of sanity. It would be a shame if you came out of this knowing only the bad. Are you ready?”

“Ready for what?”

“Come with me.”

She led him into the kitchen. She mixed him a drink, but with only the bare touch of bourbon. She had him drink it while she turned on the music. Then she took him in her arms.

They danced, and he felt her hips sliding against his. For the first time since the Rohypnol he felt an erection. It felt good.

They danced, swaying, not moving around much, but moving.

She began kissing him. Holding him and pressing her lips to his.

He felt the buzzing begin in his mind. He felt the heat in his chest.

She felt his boobs, gently, hefting them, holding them, palpating them.

“You can feel mine, if you want.”

He did. He touched them carefully, aware of what an asshole he had been, and he found a sweet joy, no matter that they were small, in fondling a part of the woman he loved.

They danced into the bedroom.

“Would you like to experience love as a woman?” she asked.

He found himself nodding. Gulping, but nodding.

Mazie lifted his dress and pulled his panties down.

He lay there, hardly able to breath. The corset was so tight, so restrictive, but that gave him other sensations, good sensations.

She stroked his cock, then she arranged a couple of pillows and turned him over. She went into the bathroom and returned quickly. She had a jar of Vaseline.

“This is what it feels like.” She slathered lube on his hole and he marveled. It didn’t hurt. It felt so good, and he felt himself giving minute jerks to her gentle fingers.

She inserted a finger into him and he gasped and arched.

“It’s good, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he mumbled.

She put two fingers into him and began reaming his butthole. He couldn’t help but groan.

Then three fingers.

“Would you like me to get out my vibrator?”

He nodded.

So she did. She touched it to his brown star and slid it gently in. He was relaxed now, and it slid easily, filling him, making him open his legs and moan.

“I’m going to turn it on now.”

She did, and he began to cum. Not an explosive cum, but a sneaky ocean that swelled up and overwhelmed him.

“Oh…oh…”

She worked him, swirled the vibrator inside him, and she stroked him, and the semen left him.

Finally, she pulled the vibrator out and turned it off.

“Oh, God!” he breathed.

“Want more, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said into the pillow he had been biting.

“We can do it again. We can do it all you want. But you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“Anything.” He turned over and looked at her with eyes of love.

“Keep those tits for a while.”

“What?”

She pulled his neckline down and began suckling his breasts. The sensation was out of this world, and though he had just cum he couldn’t deny the heat going from his chest to his chest.

“You see,” she finally said, “I realized something. I realized that I like you with tits. I like you all made up. But I also like you with a dick. Do you know how wet I got making you look like a woman?”

For the first time that night, in fact since this whole thing had started, Lance found himself giving a strangled sort of chuckle.

“So I will give you the antidote, but not for a while. And I am going to dress you up and make sweet love to you. Is that okay with you?”

Lance nodded.

“Good. Now, I’ve been doing all the work. Would you mind freshening up your lipstick, then coming to bed and eating me to a frothy squirt?”

“I’d love to,” Lance answered.

And they hugged, and then he did as he was told.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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