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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I’ve got a vision for the remaking of Star Wars.

Naked women of all species band together and use the force to take over the galaxy! We strut through the cosmos taking control of men’s cocks, enslaving those hairy beasts to our pleasure.

Yowza!

And, of course, free sex for everyone!

Except the men, of course.

And we don’t need no stinking ‘death star!’

We have our very own ‘Fem Star!’

Ha!

Coming soon to a theater near you!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Milf and the Dungeon!

Feminization and domination!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Mmm. Milfs. I’d like to be one.

Have a bunch of young men running around, throwing themselves at my feet.

And they would last all night!

MILFs are cool! They’ve been there and done that, and…they like sex.

Of course, when you combine a MILF with a dungeon, things can get dicey.

Don’t believe me?

Read on!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Linda was ten years older than Ted, but that just made him want her all the more.

She was thirty-eight, and her boobs were fantastic. They were big and round and her nipples were easily seen through her blouses. It helped that she wore half bras.

Her waist was almost thin. She had grown thicker over the years, but just barely.

Her ass was totally plump, a round heaven that beckoned to all when she slung it down the walk.

Her face was kind, pleasant, laughed a lot, and her eyes were blue, blue, blue.

“Ted, I need your help,” she said, placing her hand on his forearm.

Her touch electrified him, gave him an instant boner.

They were neighbors, and they were standing in the front yard at the time.

Ted had moved in the month before, and he had been stunned at how affected he had been by Linda.

He was freshly divorced, didn’t want to have anything to do with women, and then he saw her.

“What kind of help?” He was kneeling, weeding the side yard, and the looked down on him from her yard. The sun was right beside her head and he had to cover his eyes.

“Well, I hesitate to tell you.”

He stood up, brushed the dirt from his knees, and said, “I’m not sure I can help you if you don’t tell me what you need.”

She looked to the right, into the distance, and thought about it. Truth was, it had taken a lot of courage for her to come out and ask Ted for his help.

“Well, I need to build something, but I’m not handy with tools. It’s sort of a big project, and…oh, never mind.”

She turned away and he jumped the fence and was beside her in an instant.

“I’ll help you. But what is it?”

She stopped, sighed, then turned to him. She was standing close to him, and her breasts nearly touched him.

Ted was not a big guy. He was agile, and athletic, but he was not one of these guys that are muscular.

And he wasn’t suave. He wasn’t good at talking to girls. But this woman, this Linda… “Come on. It can’t be that bad.”

She stared at him, studied him, and worry was in her eyes. She bit her sexy lower lip with her white teeth and he caught a glimpse of her pink tongue.

“Okay. Come inside.”

Linda walked to the front door, and Ted followed her.

Her house was roomy and comfortable. The living room dropped down two steps, and the kitchen was on the left. She walked into the kitchen and he followed her, and was quite puzzled.

What the heck was she wanting help for?

But she didn’t tell him.

She opened the cupboard, stretched to reach the top shelf—which stretched her blouse and gave him a view of her award winning tits. She brought down a bottle of bourbon. Wild Turkey 101.

“There’s a six pack of Coke in the fridge. Two.”

She got down glasses and he took out two Cokes. She filled the glasses with ice from the ice dispenser on the fridge, and she was standing close to him. He smelled her light aroma and his pants bulged.

She turned to him, was embarrassed, maybe at being so close that her boobs nearly brushed him, then she slid past him, placed the glasses on the counter and filled them halfway with bourbon.

He popped a Coke and filled a glass the rest of the way. Then the other Coke and the other glass.

She picked up a glass, and he did the same.

“Come with me.”

She led him out to the patio and her swimming pool. She sat on a lounge chair and indicated he should sit in the one next to him.

He sat, sipped, smiled as the fire water warmed him up, and asked, “Okay. How can I help you?”

She sipped, her curvy lips kissing the lip of her glass, and he wished it was his lips she was kissing. “Not yet. I have to get a little drunk first.”

Hunh! he grunted on the inside. “Well, okay.”

They sat then, and drank, and she asked him how he liked his house. He said fine and asked how life was for her. He knew she had a small company downtown, but he didn’t know anything about it.

“Do you make a lot of money on the int…sorry, I shouldn’t ask about money. Not this early in our relationship.”

Relationship. He liked the sound of that.

“It’s okay. I’m just lucky my wife didn’t ask for anything.”

“How come she didn’t?”

“Probably because I had proof that she was sleeping around. That and the fact that she had a sugar daddy willing to take her in.”

“Was she beautiful?”

“Oh, yeah.” He looked into the distance. His wife had been a beauty contest winner, and he had loved her. Now he just hurt for her.

“What are you thinking about?”

Half a glass of bourbon down, he answered honestly, “It just hurts.”

Linda shook her head. “I can’t imagine anyone hurting you.”

He smiled ruefully. “There’s pain, and then there’s pain. I’m sort of getting over it.”

He looked at here and was surprised at the expression on her face. It was inscrutable. Something had happened in her psyche when he had made that remark. “What?”

“Nothing. Let me get a couple more drinks.”

She picked up his glass and headed for the kitchen.

Ted sat and inspected her yard. The patio was red brick and the pool was kidney shaped. There was a smooth rock for jumping off of at the far end of the pool. Beyond was a short bit of lawn, then a dirt section that ran up to the fence. Three fruit trees were planted in the dirt section. Oranges, lemons and he had no idea what the other tree was.

Linda came back and handed him his glass.

No, it was her glass. She had given him her glass, and her red lip print was on the rim.

Oh, fuck. He looked at her and smiled and raised his glass.

She raised hers, and watched him.

He drank from her glass, touching his lips to her imprint. In his mind he was kissing her, and his cock was about as hard as it had ever been.

She smiled. Did she know? Had she presented her glass to him so that he would see her lips? Was she kissing him in her own mind?

But neither made remark about this.

“Where’d you grow up?” she asked. “Tell me about yourself.”

Ted wasn’t usually gregarious. He was an introvert, but put a glass of whiskey in him and he could schmooze with the best of them.

He spoke of his hometown, of high school, of how he had started an internet business.

She listened, and was a good listener. She asked questions at the right time, laughed when it was appropriate, and asked him just enough questions to keep him going.

A third glass of bourbon and Coke, and Ted was feeling it.

And so was she.

“You might be wondering why I’m plying you with liquor,” she said, her glittering eyes seeming to shift slightly.

“To get me drunk. Hopefully to take advantage of me.”

She laughed, her voice pleasant in the gloom of coming night. “Thank you for that. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a compliment like that. But…I’m really just trying to get drunk enough to tell the truth.

She leaned forward, and her breasts leaned further. The light coming from the house shone directly on her breasts and he gulped.

“I need something built. I’m not a carpenter. And it’s a pretty big job. I have enough for materials, I’ve already bought the materials, but I wouldn’t be able to pay you for a few months.”

“You’d be surprised at how cheap I work.” He slurred a couple of words and was hoping to make brownie points with her.

“Well, this is a big job.”

“What is it?”

In his mind he was envisioning an addition to the house, or maybe a second floor for her garage.

“Come with me.”

They stood up, wavered, laughed, and headed into the house.

She led him to the kitchen, through the kitchen, and turned left right before the entrance to the garage.

They went downstairs and Ted found himself in a basement.

At the end of the basement was a double doors, storm doors, that opened up at the end of the house furthest from Ted’s house. There was a small stack of long boxes, and next to it a pile of boxes and bags. There was also a saw horse and a few tools. The tools looked brand new.

“What’s this?”

Standing next to him, her arms folded under her breasts, looking like an Amazon about to conquer a new land, Linda said, “My dungeon.”

Ted blinked and turned to her.

She turned to him. Her face was red, but she was able to speak with confidence. And a bit of slurring.

“I’m in a bind. I haven’t been here much longer than you, and I thought I would be able to afford this house. But…my company is being swamped by competition, and I’m going to lose it. The bank is already talking about penalties, and I figured I have about three months left, and then they’re going to repossess.”

“They can’t do that!” Ted blurted. He was frightened by the idea of Linda leaving. She was so incredibly beautiful.

“I know. But they’re going to. So I need to start a second business, one that has high profit and won’t go up and down with the season, the market, or competition.”

Then Ted remembered what she had said, but a few seconds before. “A dungeon?”

She managed a weak smile. “I’ve still got my looks, and I want to be a dominatrix.”

Ted blinked again. “A dom…”

“Yes. Sex sells. But I need to build a dungeon, and fast. I can advertise through the internet, and…and I need a dungeon.”

She had a hand on his forearm again, and she was close to him. It didn’t feel like she was trying to use sex on him. Oh, sex would work, but…it seemed like she was merely, brutally honest. She needed help.

Ted took a deep breath. “I’m handy with tools, but I haven’t done anything like this. What if I mess it up?”

“Oh, Ted. I’ve watched you. I’ve seen you trim shrubs, work on little projects in your garage, and…you take your time and measure things and…I think you can do it.”

“Tell me what you want?”

They walked down the length of the basement. There were small rooms on the side. “I need doors for these, heavy doors.”

“You’re making cells.”

“Two cells and a storage room,” she said, not looking at him.

“I need to paint everything black, I can do that. Mostly, I need things like a St. Andrews Cross. Bolted to the floor. And chains. They have to be drilled into the cement walls and floors.”

They reached the small stack of long boxes and Ted examined the labels and small pictures.

A St. Andrew’s Cross. Some sort of a sex bench. Other things. The small stack of boxes and bags were filled with hardware. On the far end of the boxes was a coil of chain.

“I also need better electrical wiring, and it would be nice if I had a source of water. For a wet bar.”

Ted walked around the pile of boxes. He looked up at the top of the wall. He examined how the wiring was set up. There was a pipe in one corner that he could probably use for water. Of course, he had never worked with cement before, but he knew it was just a matter of special bits for mortar, or something like that.

He went into the small rooms.  Perfect for cells.

He went to the pile of boxes and laid them out on the floor. He visualized the finished products and thought about the things he would need to do.

At this point Linda was silent, biting her lip, and hoping.

He stood up. “It’s possible.”

“Really.”

He smiled. He didn’t know what he was going to get out of this, but…he was okay with it. Heck, it was a problem, an intriguing problem, and he was intrigued.

And she hugged him. Suddenly, trapping his arms. “Oh, thank you! Thank you!”

He was caught by pleasant surprise, and he really enjoyed the feel of her body pressing against his.

Then she let go, and was embarrassed. This was odd, because a woman who was going to abuse men for a living shouldn’t have been embarrassed.

“So you’re a dominatrix.”

She answered the question in his mind. “I am now.”

So she hadn’t been, but…he admired her guts.

“Well, I’ll get started tomorrow. I’ll have a spotty schedule at times, I can’t ignore my own business, but if I can get it done in a month, will that do it?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

And so it was settled.

The next day Ted began the construction. He measured the walls and made plans for eyebolts. He laid out the boxes with the ‘furniture’ in it, and eyeballed where the bolts to fix everything in place.

Linda had started painting the walls black before he got there, and she was making good time. She was wearing a coverall and old tennis shoes. She was shapeless and spattered with paint, but that didn’t stop Ted from side glancing at her form.

Not even the coverall could hide the wonderful shape of her breasts, and he was shortly with a hard on. His pants bulged, and he made a note to wear tighter underwear or something.

He had a feeling the Linda noticed his condition because he caught her glancing at him and smothering a grin.

He didn’t work long, just wrote down measurements and made a quick ‘blueprint’ for what he was doing.

An hour after arriving he was done for the day.

“Well, I’ve got to. I’ll see you tomorrow.“ He noticed that she looked scared. “Hey, Don’t worry. I’ve just got to do some research on the internet, make sure I’m doing everything right, figure out how to drill through the concrete the best way. That sort of thing.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…it’s just that I’m so desperate. I’ve really got to make this happen.”

“Not to worry,” he said.

She said, “Drinks at five. Dinner at six.”

He smiled.

“It’s the least I can do.”

“Best offer I’ve had in years,” he quipped.

He showed up at five. He wore cargo pants and a jock strap to keep his bulge down. He had on a tee shirt that read ‘I’m a virgin.’

Linda almost dropped the drink she was offering him when she saw the shirt. She didn’t say anything, just giggled as she lead him to the patio.

They sipped their drinks and talked about the dungeon.

“I’ll be getting some tools tomorrow, so I’ll be a little late.”

“Is drilling into cement hard?”

“It can be, but if you have a special drill bit and keep applying water to cool things down it’s pretty easy.”

They discussed his shirt. “It’s hard to believe that you’re a virgin,” she murmured, reaching out and placing her hand on his chest.

“Yes,” he said loftily. “I refused to have sexual relations with my wife. I wanted to be pure for her.”

His statement was ludicrous, and meant to be.

She moved her hand to the side, brushing it over his nipple.

Sproing. And he gulped.

She pretended she didn’t notice, but she did. His rapid breathing, the throb in his pants…how could she not notice?

She looked down at his feet. “I’ve got a rather strange request to make.”

“As if building a dungeon isn’t strange enough,” he laughed.

“Well, this might be a little stranger.”

“Okay.”

“After dinner…can I paint your toenails?”

His eyes fluttered briefly. “Paint…why?”

“Well, I’m going to be doing all sorts of things to men, and I’ve never done a lot of them. I need to practice. I promise…we can take them off right after. I paint my own nails…but it’s different painting somebody else’s nails. I need to figure things out.”

Ted looked at his drink. He sipped it. His cock was jumping like a Mexican jumping bean on steroids. “I guess so.”

They had another drink, and Linda offered a swim in her pool. Ted wasn’t ready for that, not with his boner, and he said ‘some other time.’

Then they had dinner. An excellent dish of steaks and potatoes with asparagus in cream and…more drinks.

“I think you’re trying to get me drunk,” he said, at one point.

“I’m trying to get myself drunk. This is all so new to me.”

Ted took the dishes into the kitchen and put them in the sink to soak. When he returned to the living room Linda had her make up kit out. She lifted out a bright red colored bottle and smiled. “This should do it.”

Ted sat down opposite and put his feet on her chair, right between her thighs. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch. He was, though it was only his foot, inches from paradise.

She prepared his feet, washed them with soap, sanded callouses, trimmed his toenails. Then she began painting his toenails.

Ted stared in fascination, his dick going hog wild in his pants.

She stroked down from the cuticle, just a couple of strokes, and his toenails were suddenly red and wet looking

“Oh, these are sexy.” Her tongue protruded slightly from between her lips as she concentrated. The she looked up at him. “Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

Ted turned a bit red. He was already red, so he turned a bit redder. “I cannot tell a lie.”

“Good boy,” she said. She put one foot down and he raised the other one to her chair. “I hate liars.”

A long moment of silence while she prepared the other foot. Then she went back to the first one and applied enamel.

“This will coat your polish, make it last longer.”

“I thought we were going to take it off.”

“We can…if you want.” She looked up at him, and there was an intentness to her expression that actually made him stop breathing for a second. “Or we can leave them on. And let your cock enjoy itself.”

It was the first time she had used a dirty word, and it was a turn on, as if he wasn’t turned on enough.

“So I’m supposed to just walk around and let everybody see my toes.”

“You can wear shoes. You’d have a secret. Nobody would know, and that would make you horny every time you thought about it. You’ll walk around with a hard cock all day.”

He said nothing.

“Or I can take it off. Your choice.”

She finished, got up and freshened their drinks.

They sat, him barefoot, red toes, bonered up.

She took off her shoes and began doing her own nails. She stripped them, and redid them, and Ted was almost shivering for the sexual excitement he was feeling.

She murmured, not looking up at him, “I need to practice things. All sorts of things. And, I like you. You’re helping me, you’re handsome and sexy, and…I’ll respect your tee shirt, if you want me to.”

His voice sounded a little strangled. “You’re not going to fuck me?”

She looked up at him and grinned. “Never say never. But it’s the fact of anticipation, of not knowing, that’s going to kill you.”

“It’s already killing me.”

“I know.”

She placed her feet on the floor. They were toe to toe and they looked down at their feet.

“Damn, your feet are a lot sexier than mine.”

“Yeah,” she spoke almost dreamily. “Well, you can go home and try to sleep…or I can take the polish off. It’s up to you.”

He stood up, and he was having a hard time thinking.

She pressed her hand against his crotch, pushed on his boner, and he groaned. “Nice. This is going to be fun. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He staggered out of the house and back home. It was just hard walking.

When he got home he ripped his clothes off, grabbed his cock and—

Ring! Ring!

He looked down at his meat in his hand. He wanted to do this. He was desperate to do this.

But he answered the phone.

“Don’t masturbate.” Click.

“Oh, heysoos!” he muttered. He took his hand off his dong and stared at it.

It was throbbing, bouncing, and a little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip.

He took a deep breath, and went for a shower.

The next day he showed up, and his face was red, and Linda smiled and patted his groin. “You’re going to be working with power tools?”

“Uh, a little bit.”

“Well, be careful. I know you’re probably a bit distracted, and I wouldn’t want you cutting anything off.”

“I won’t.” He stared at her breasts, she was wearing a tee shirt that stretched over her boobs. Her nipples poked through the material.

She put her hand up in a slapping motion, but drew it gently over his cheek. “Careful, tiger.” Then she laughed and turned to her painting job.

Ted had spent a sleepless night, his mind kept thinking about his toes, but he was careful when working. Besides, the power tool was only a drill, and he wasn’t really in danger of ‘chopping’ anything off.

Linda had finished the wall and he measured and began drilling holes for eyebolts. He used his body weight carefully, and dipped the tip of his drill into a glass of water regularly, and an hour later he had a length of chain hanging from the wall.

He put the drill down and stepped back. “Okay. One item down.”

Linda stood next to him and admired his work. “Can it take a good pull?”

He grabbed a couple of links and pulled, hard. The chains held.

The silver against the black wall was sexy.

“You might want to touch up around the eyebolts,” he suggested.

“But what if a really big man is pulling on the chains?”

“How do you mean?” he was curious. He had already demonstrated that the chains could support weight.

She looked at him, “Can we try something out?”

“Sure.”

She went to the bags and returned with hand cuffs. Turn around. Back to the wall.”

Ted could hardly breath. He stepped back against the wall and she fastened a handcuff to his wrist, and to the chain.

“Put your arm up,” she spoke breathily.

Ted was gasping now. He raised his arm and watched her.

She didn’t look at him when she fastened his arm to the wall.

She stepped back and met his gaze. “Pull.”

He jerked his arm out. It made a delightful rattle of chains against the wall, but the chain held.

He knew it would.

He was trapped.

And his cock was so hard it was painful.

Linda stepped close to him, she examined one of the cuffs, then slid along his front, brushing her breasts against his chest. Smiling at him as her face came within inches of his.

He was in love. Her lips were red and shiny. Her nipples touched him.

“Are you going to let me go,” he whispered, unable to speak in a louder voice.

“Oh, yes, but I need to practice a little. You don’t mind if I practice on you, do you?”

“Oh, no. Please. Practice. A lot.”

She grabbed his hair with both hands. He had long hair, and she had complete control of his head, and she held him still. She moved her face closer, but she didn’t kiss him. She breathed on him. He felt the graze of her lips over his, but….she didn’t kiss him, just let him feel her.

“Oh…” wheezed out of him.

She snaked down his body, grabbed his groin and unzipped his pants.

His cock came out rock hard and ready to go. She wasn’t about to let it go, however.

She held his cock up and licked the bottom of the head.

He shivered and his legs grew weak.

She held his balls and licked them.

But she didn’t stroke him.

She didn’t have to, he was dripping.

She stood up, smiling. “Well, I guess I can turn you loose. The chains will hold you.”

“Oh, lady,” he whispered, desperate for more of her.

She pushed his cock back into his pants, and he pooched his butt back, folded at the groin slightly. It was painful to push his rock hard into a confined space.

She zipped him up.

“Thanks,” she whispered. She kissed him lightly, just a quick peck, and undid his cuffs.

Ted almost fell down. He was sexually wasted, or over sexed, or something.

“I’ll get us a couple of drinks,” she smiled, “while you recover.”

He nodded and gulped.

They drank, and had dinner, and she chatted merrily. He was having a hard time talking.

The truth was, he was besotted. He had never experienced anything like what she had done to him, and had never felt so sexed up in his life.

She was aware of how he was feeling, and she enjoyed how he stared at here like a puppy dog.

“How was it having red toenails?”

“You’re right,” he admitted. “I was horny all day. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

“We could go one step further.”

“What do you mean?”

“We could paint your fingernails.”

He said nothing, but his eyes were saying tons.

“After all,” she tossed out, “I need the practice.”

“But we can take them off.”

“Absolutely. In a heartbeat. I don’t want you weirded out or anything.”

Which was exactly what she wanted. She was exploring domination, and liking it.

“Well, if you really need the practice.”

“Oh, I do.”

He took dishes off the table, made more drinks, and she brought her nail kit to the dining room table.

Watching his toes being painted had been heady, but it was nothing compared to this.

She trimmed and sanded and prepared him. Then she brought out long fake nails. She looked at him. “Would you like me to use the press on nails? Or can I glue them down hard?”

Ted  tried to breath. He looked at the little things in her kit. “You can try the hard glue.”

She trimmed nails to fit, put glue on the back of them, and pressed them down on the ends of his fingers.

They waited a minute while the glue hardened. He couldn't take his eyes off her. She looked up at him, smiled, and glued another nail onto his hands.

Twenty minutes later he had long nails. They extended about a quarter inch beyond his real nails, and she began painting them shiny red.

“Oh, my God,” he said at one point.

“How’s your cock?” she asked.

“It’s…there.”

She giggled. “Want to try something?”

“Sure.” He wanted to try everything.

“Come on, let’s go into the basement.”

They walked down the steps and into the basement. She took him to the chain and cuffed him up to it. He stood with his arms out.

She again teased him. She brushed her lips against his, not allowing full contact.

She reached down and cupped him, and he felt like he was going to faint.

Then she moved over to one of his hands. She pulled her shirt off and he could see her breasts.

Clothed, they were perfect. Uncovered, they were more than perfect.

She stepped up to his hand and said, “Feel me.”

He closed his hands over her boob and she sighed. “God, does that feel good.”

He used his new nails to stroke her nipple.

“Oh, yes! You keep doing that and I’ll cum.”

He kept doing that.

She reached down, into her shorts, and began rubbing her pussy.

Ted couldn’t stop. He kept pulling on her nipple with his long, red fingernails.

She groaned, and kept rubbing.

“I haven’t cum for a long time,” her voice was low and she was having trouble breathing.

“I haven’t either,” said Ted. He wanted her to let him loose, he wanted to fuck her, but his statement just excited her more, and suddenly she was pressing against him, moaning in orgasm, her hips lurching against his groin.

His cock felt her pussy. He imagined he could feel it writhing, and even squirting, then she was done.

Then she stepped back. “Is it safe to release you?”

He nodded.

“I know how horny you must be, but I’m in charge here, and I don’t want you throwing me down and raping me.”

“No…no…”

She turned the key and released him.

He wanted to jump her in the worst way. He was shivering, his eyes were moist, and the front of his pants showed how he was dripping pre-cum.

She led him up the stairs, turning and smiling at him.

Then she sent him home.


Part Two

Ted found life interesting. He took to wearing gloves when working on the dungeon, going to the store, or being anywhere in public.

When he was at home, working on the computer, he watched his hands and his cock bobbed endlessly.

His thrill of the day was having drinks at the end of the day with Linda, holding a glass with his fingernails.

It was a thrill for Linda, too. He was younger than her, but he was wrapped round her finger. When she spoke he dropped everything and started at her. She frequently found him staring at her.

When caught staring he would become flustered, and she would pat his cheek, and the work went on.

The next project was the doors for the cells, and here Ted came up with something that was perfect for Linda’s new career.

He hung thick doors, but in the center of the doors he drilled a hole just big enough for a cock. He rounded and sanded the edges, and presented the door to Linda.

“What in the…”

He dropped his drawers and closed the door. Linda’s jaw dropped with he put his peeny through the little hole. What made it even funnier was that his red tipped toes stuck out under the bottom of the door.

Linda laughed and grabbed his cock.

“You can put a hand cuff at the base and I’ll be locked in place.”

She pulled his balls through the hole, they barely fit, then locked the cuff around his package. Sure enough, he was fixed in place. He could take little half inch steps and open or close the door. When the door was closed she shot the bolt and he was stuck in place, his cock projecting through the door.

He stood in the darkness of the cell and she began licking his member.

He shivered and groaned, but there was nothing he could do.

“Do you think you could spend a night like this?”

“Probably, his teeth were chattering as she fondled his testicles. “But if I pass out I’d probably hurt myself.”

“Would you pass out if you came?”

He was silent for a moment, then: “I might. The way I feel now…”

“Oh, goody. Let’s pass you out.” She began fellating him big time. She held his balls and stroked and sucked, and in no time he was on the edge.

She backed off.

“Just kidding.” She unlocked the handcuff and he pulled back. She opened the door and he was sitting on the ground, gasping, staring at his cock.

“Oh, honey,” Linda said. “You’ve just made me a million dollars.”

He struggled to his feet, smiled, and his eyes were glittering and locked on to her.

She knew she had addicted her first man.

After the cells were finished Ted began working on the furniture. He set up the St. Andrew’s cross, bolted it to the floor and against a wall. Again, she used him for a bit of practice. She turned him towards the wall and scratched his ass with her fingernails, then she tried out a series of whips, belts and canes.

Ted was crying when she finished, but he loved it. The pain just made him hornier and hornier.

Then he set up the sex bench. Again, he bolted it to the floor, and they stared at the contraption avidly. It was just a saw horse with a wide beam in the center and smaller beams on the sides for his elbows and knees. When he was positioned on the thing the length of his arms and legs made his butt stick up into the air.

“Oh, this is wonderful.” Linda walked around him and felt his ass, pulled on his nipples, and stroked him.

“Oh, man,” gasped Ted.

“Want to get off?”

“Oh, Lord! Yes!”

“Sorry. Too bad, so sad.” She giggled and gripped his package and pulled on it.

Ted was close to squirting, but she was expert on not letting him. Still, he was so close…she knew she had to do something.

“Wait right here,” and she scampered out of the casement.

As if he could get up and walk away. As if he would…

She returned a minute later and she sprayed his penis with a cool mist.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a numbing agent.”

He went numb, and, a minute later, his dick started to shrink. No sensation, and even though he was horny, he couldn’t maintain a hard on.

“Don’t worry,” she said, as she fiddled with his penis, “it won’t last long.”

“What are you doing?”

“Protecting you.”

He heard a click.

Puzzled, he looked around at her.

She unlocked him and helped him from the bench.

He stood up and looked down and…his jaw dropped.

He was wearing a chastity tube. His cock was shrunken and inside a small tube, and his package was encircled by a ring. The whole thing was locked together with a padlock.

“Oh, my…what…what…” he sputtered.

“Wait until the numbness wears off.”

He could already feel a little bit of sensation, and they went upstairs and sat down and watched as it started trying to grow harder. It wiggled, it jerked, it pressed, but there was no way he was going to get hard.

He stared at her, aghast, but not really upset.

“You’re going to leave me like this?”

“Honey, you’re too close to coming.”

“But…oh, my God!”

“How’s it feel?”

“It’s…I need to get out. It hurts. I need to get out and…”

“And squirt?”

He nodded, actually feeling a bit of guilt.

“Sorry, babe. No squirting for you.”

He stood, like an ox trying to figure out a math problem, and she realized something.

“You’ve passed a point of no return. If I let you go you’re going to get out of that thing and jack off.”

“No…no…”

But he meant yes…yes.

“Okay. You’re staying with me tonight.”

“I am?”

“We can sleep together. How would you like to sample my body, feel my flesh. Give me a long back rub and…I’ll even let you wear a strap on and get me off.”

“I…you can’t…”

“Shush up and finish your drink. I’m getting sleepy.”

He gulped the rest of his bourbon down, hiccuped, and followed her to her bedroom.

She undressed, and since he was helpless and not a threat, she just laughed at the expression on his face.

“Are you ever going to fuck me?”

“Oh, maybe. If you beg hard enough.”

“Oh, I’m begging.”

“Then I should wear the strap on tonight and fuck you.”

His mouth closed.

He was going to get fucked?

That was too much.

She laughed and said, “Well, maybe some other time.”

She undressed him. “Lord, you’re shaking. Is it that bad?”

“It’s…it’s that good.”

“Good answer.

She took her clothes off.

He stared and swallowed hard. Her body was magnificent. It was full and beautiful and… “You shave down there.”

“I do. Nothing like a bald pussy, eh? I mean, you can see everything, can’t you?”

He stared at the slit, the slightly puffy labia.

“I love you.”

“I know.”

“But I’m ten years too young.”

“That’s okay. Ten years will pass in no time, and then we’ll be the same age.”

He laughed, while gulping, and his laugh came out weird, but she loved it.

They took a quick shower, and he touched her. Everywhere. He soaped her breasts, and when they were clean he bent his head under the water and sucked on her nipples.

She washed his caged cock, and when they left the shower she used a hair drier to make sure he was dry.

Then they climbed into bed.

He was in heaven. They were curled up together. He had free access to her, except for his cock.

But he used his fingers and his mouth and devoured her, kneaded her, stroked her.

She guided him, told him what she liked, and she came. Hard.

Then they lay there, entwined, and she yawned.

“Remember,” she said. “Don’t go sneaking off and getting out of that thing. Just stay here and sleep with me.”

A short time later she slid into rhythmic breathing.

He lay there for an hour, glorying in the feelings he was experiencing.

The next day they awoke. She smiled and kissed him, then pushed him out of bed. It was time to work.

He finished the furniture and began rewiring the basement. HE installed a sound system, set up the lighting, and his every moment was taken up by love for her.

She just smiled at him.

Did she love him?

He didn’t know. She was inscrutable, and made sure she stayed that way.

She accepted his exclamations of love, and kissed him and played with him…but she didn’t tell him she loved him.

She just…used him.

And he realized, wasn’t that the way it was supposed to be?

He was a slave to her, in a sense. And that’s what dominatrixes did, they made slaves. Love slaves. Love slaves that loved to be enslaved.

And he began sleeping every night with her.

He couldn’t sleep, so he woke up early and fixed her breakfast.

He attended to her at night, giving her long rubs and orgasms.

And, on a day a week later she took him down to the basement. She brought the key to his chastity tube and unlocked him.

He sprang out and his heart almost stopped for the pure feeling of pleasure that his erect dick gave him.

“I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“What?”

“It’s a surprise, silly. “Put your dick through the door.”

He slipped his penis through the hole in the cell door. He had put a couple of grips for him to hold onto, and he could even be cuffed to the grips. that way he wouldn’t faint and rip his dingus off.

When he was fastened, hands and penis cuffed, she said, “In a way, I do love you. But you know what I am, and you know what I’m doing.”

He gulped. She had said ‘in a way,’ and he knew the reservation in that, and yet…it was commitment enough for him.

“So just hang out for a while. I’ll be back.”

She turned on the sound system, a bit of Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo,’ and went up the stairs. She turned off the lights as she went, and the gloom engulfed Ted. It was comfortable.

Minutes passed, and might have been hours.

Ted was perspiring. He was holding on to the grips. He felt a little faint, but he was in no danger of passing out. He was just that excited.

A time later, Ted would always wonder how much time, he heard noises.

Light, happy noises. Vocal noises.

He jerked and listened. The cell door was open and he turned his head and tried to hear.

Then the kitchen door opened and he heard footsteps. the lights went on and Linda descended the stairs. She was followed by two women.

They were laughing, joking, but Ted was so befuddled he didn’t discern the specifics of what they were talking about.

All three women were wearing very sexy clothes. High heels and nylons. Linda was wearing a dominatrix outfit. One was wearing a coat, and she took it off and revealed a strippers outfit. The third woman wore a tank top and short shorts.

“This is Ted.” Linda cupped his butt. “Ted, say hi to Donna and Becky.”

“Uh…hi.”

“Ted is building this establishment for me. Ted, these are two of my workers. They’ll be working the dungeon with me. They wanted to see it, and I wanted them to meet the genius in charge of construction.”

“He’s cute,” said Donna. She was in the stripper outfit and wore a bubble haircut. Her breasts bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. She reached down and felt his cock. “Wow! He’s fucking the door!”

“Step back a little, Ted. Let the girls see your manhood.”

Ted took tiny steps and the door swung slowly back.

The girls giggled at his red toes. Then they examined his penis.

“Nice. how long since he’s cum?”

“How long has it been, Ted?”

“I don’t know. A couple of months.”

“He’s certainly dripping now. Are you going to let him squirt?”

“I don’t know. I was actually thinking of draining him.”

Both girls snickered, and Donna said, “I’d like to help with that.”

The door had a little grate in the upper half, and Linda opened it. Ted looked out.

“What do you think, Ted. Would you like to be drained?”

“What is  draining?”

“That’s where we tickle your prostate until your semen cums out. It feels really good, and it will relieve your sexual urges.”

“Oh…” Ted tried to think about it, but he was so sexually stupefied he could hardly think.

The girls giggled at how far Linda had taken him.

Becky grabbed his penis and held it.

Ted started to surge, and she gripped it tightly and prevented him.

“Unh…unh…” he groaned.

“He really is close. We better drain him.”

“Okay. Hold on. Or spank his weenie or something. Did you bring a prostate massager, Donna?”

“Absolutely.”

The girl ran up the stairs, pattered through the house, slammed the front door, then the door opened again and she made the return trip.

Ted grunted and groaned and wanted to squirt.

Becky held him tightly and spoke through the grate. “You’re cute.”

“Thank…thank you.” He was shivering and his eyes were rolling back a bit.

“Can you kiss me?”

They kissed through the grate. It was heaven and hell, and Ted wondered if he was going to start liking hell as much as he loved heaven.

“Here we go,” Donna ran across the basement. Her heels making loud and rapid clicks.

Ted took little steps and opened the door. He was standing exposed, the cell behind him, and Donna massaged his ass. “Honey, this is going to feel good.”

Ted was shaking, and she began reaming his rectum with lubricant.

“Oh, God!” he murmured.

But Donna couldn’t get the prostate massager in. At least not so she had the right angle for draining him.

“We’re going to have to put him on the bench.”

The girls undid his cuffs, got his penis out of the door, and walked him over to the bench.

Ted was walking like he was palsied, and they bent him over the bench and helped him get his knees and elbows on the side beams.

Ted wasn’t struggling, he was actually trying to help. He didn’t know what was going on, but he was pretty well gone in the mind.

Donna slid the prostate massager into him, and he raised his head and looked straight ahead.

The girls giggled and Donna began working the little tool. She angled it so it would hit his prostate, then began rubbing.

Ted groaned, and then he felt it. She was hitting something with the bulbous tip of the tool, and he suddenly felt like he was peeing. Then he was peeing.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, feeling an immense relief as he peed.

The girls just chuckled and Donna kept massaging his prostate.

Linda leaned down to his face, kissed his cheek. “That’s not pee, honey. That’s semen. You’re getting drained.

Ted understood, but there was nothing he could say. It was like he was having an orgasm…but without the orgasm. He just turned all mushy inside and felt like he was glowing.

After a couple of minutes Donna said, “He’s all done. Want me to leave it in?”

“Nah. Let’s use a regular butt plug. We don’t want him walking around and suddenly draining all on his own.

Donna extracted the thing and Ted whispered. “That felt good.”

Becky chuckled. “Wait a while. You’re going to feel even hornier. It’s going to be the most delightful torture.”

Interestingly, Ted found that he could think once again. He wasn’t distracted by his own full nuts. He understood what the girls were saying, and he sighed.

He stood up and Linda put his chastity tube back on. “It’ll be limp for a while, so let’s strike while the iron is hot.”

Ted and the three women sat around the pool and drank bourbon and Coke. Ted was still naked. They didn’t want him dressed while they were all there. And he never knew when one of them would kiss him, tweak his nipples, or lift his butt plug.

“The dungeon looks good. Is it going to be done in time?”

“Yes,” answered Linda. “Right, Ted?”

“Shouldn’t be a problem.”

Linda turned to the other two girls. “How’s the business going?”

“We’re holding our own, but you can feel the marketplace. More people competing, it’s only a matter of time.”

“What kind of business do you do?” asked Ted.

“We’re sort of in the computer business, too. We have a big site that advertises models.”

“Real models?”

“No, fake models. Of course, real models. What do you think we used to do?” All three girls smiled at him.

That was when he realized that Donna and Becky were older than him.

All three girls were beautiful, but they were past their prime as models.

“When jobs start drying up we decided to enter another business, and we had always had trouble getting enough direct exposure, so…” Donna shrugged.

Becky tilted her head slightly. “You know, we’re going to need more people.”

“I know. I was going to go through the models that were older and see if any of them wanted to work in this kind of field.”

“That’s a touchy one,” explained Linda. “Dominatrixing isn’t a normal career choice.”

“I know. You’ve got to have the interest.”

Becky: “Why don’t you hire Ted.”

All three girls looked at Ted. Their eyes were thoughtful.

“We need a guy around, any heavy lifting, and he understands computers…”

“But a guy might scare off some of our customers.”

“So we make him not a guy.”

Ted blinked, and now the girls were really inspecting him. They were considering his eyes, his hair, the line of his jaw.

“His nails are perfect, and it gives hint of how ‘changeable’ he might be.”

“Wait a minute. You’re talking about changing me into a girl?”

“Why not. You’re slender enough. We could tie your weenie back, give you a pair of implants…I think it would work.”

“I don’t think so,” said Ted.

Linda snickered. “You don’t now, but when you start getting horny enough…you’ll be willing.”

“Then I’m not going to get horny. Give me the key to this thing,” he indicated his chastity cage.

“Nope.”

“Then I’ll cut it off myself.”

He stood up, and Linda dove at him. Ted fell back into the pool.

The other girls jumped in and dogpiled him. They didn’t drown him, but three girls are stronger than one guy, and especially in a swimming pool where you can’t get a stand on the bottom. And especially when you have a butt plug in your heinie.

Ted yelped and tried to pry hands off him.

Hands were pried, but came back.

The girls were laughing as they overwhelmed him. They kissed him, and groped him under water.

For fifteen minutes they wrestled in the water, and finally, Ted gave up. He floated, was held up, and the girls laughed.

“You give in? Ready to be a girl?”

“I…I’m afraid.”

“Of what? You’ll be taken care of by three beautiful women. You’ll be like our little boy that wants to be a girl. We might even let you cum!”

Then, all three blurted, “Nah!” And laughed.

Ted had to chuckle. He was scared, but they had him. And, the truth…he liked what Linda had done to him. He slept with her every night, and now he would be sleeping with other women. He enjoyed making the dungeon more than he enjoyed working on the computer. He loved his red nails, and when he combed his hair in the morning he frequently gave it a quick style, made it look feminine, then combed it out.

He realized that, in spite of everything, he wanted this.

“I am going to want to cum every once in a while. A real dick cum.”

“Three times a year,” said Linda.

“I was figuring once a month.”

“Three girls, and if we’re going to have to put up with your puny pecker spitting in our pussies…it’s once a year.”

They argued, got out of the pool and drank some more, and it was finally agreed. Ted got to cum four times a year, and a bonus program would be set up that might give him a couple of extra squirts.

For all their talk, the girls didn’t look too upset about having him screw them.

As long as he was dressed like a woman when he did it.

Which led them to the next step.

“Come on, let’s make him up right now!”

The three girls pulled him into the house. They giggled and grabbed his now limp weenie. They kissed his nipples. They smeared Nair on him and took off his hair.

Ted sat on a dining room chair and the girls worked him over. Donna styled his hair and Becky went out and brought back some lingerie and a couple of outfits. Linda, in between him moving around for his hair styling and getting dressed, did his make up.

Two hours later he stood before them, dressed as a woman. He wore a bra, and it had been stuffed with nylons and panties to give him some shape.

He wore a dress, and he looked…voluptuous.

“Are you really going to want me to get implants? Like…real boobs?” He felt his bra, the way the ‘stuffing’ material moved around.

His face was beautiful, and most female looking.

He looked like a woman, pure and simple.

“Honey, you’ll love them,” Donna murmured. She was moving around, taking pictures with her cell phone. They were going to put them on a wall and make decisions as to his look, his apparel, and other things female.

“How about his dick?”

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“Some of these outfits are going to be a little too revealing.”

“I’ll just pull the chastity tube back.”

“No. I think…we’ve got a couple of choices.”

“What choices?” Ted was worrying.

“Well, we could chemically castrate him. He’d be unable to bonerize.”

“You can’t do that!” protested Ted.

“I’m in favor of sewing it back between his legs. I’ve read about that. It’s supposed to be excruciating. He’d be horny all the time.”

“No way! The deal was four cums a year, with a couple extra…if I can earn them.”

Linda thought about it. “You know, it’s a good idea. We could make him limp for three months. Then we all fuck the shit out of him, and give him another shot.”

“No way!” Ted stated, and it was obvious that he was serious.

Linda, however, had a handle for that. “Ted, would you like to invest in the company?”

Ted was silent.

“We’re equal partners. We could handle another equal partner, but they wouldn’t be able to have a dick, if you get what I mean.”

Ted opened his mouth. Closed his mouth. Opened his mouth.

He liked the sound of money. But…his dick?

Could he stand being limp for three months?

“Will I still be horny for those three months?”

“Of course you will. We’ll make sure of that.”

“I’ll think about it.”

But they all knew he had made up his mind.

He was going to go for it.


Epilogue

SIX MONTHS LATER…

Ted hung up the phone. “Got another appointment for Friday. Is Lana coming in?” Lana was a new girl.

Linda was in the kitchen. She came to the door and leaned against the jamb. “No.”

“Oh, fuck. You want me to cancel?”

“No.”

Ted was sitting at his computer. He turned and pushed a swivel chair towards Linda. “What do you want me to do?”

Linda sat, steepled her fingers and thought. “Well, We’ve got Donna, Becky and Me in the big room. You’re upstairs answering the phones and making appointments…how much do you answer the phone on Fridays?”

“Never. People are out on Friday. You girls are busy, and…nobody calls on Friday. Or Saturday night, for that matter.”

“What about during the week?”

“Sometimes.”

Linda studied him closely.

Ted’s hair was long and curled over his shoulders. His lips were plump and his eyes were changing. They looked bigger and they had that inscrutable female stare to them.

The hormones were really working on him.

His breasts were big. He had had implants, then the hormones had kicked in.

His whole body, which was slender to start with, was gaining roundness.

And he spoke in a very natural sounding higher pitch.

“What’s going on?” he asked. “I don’t like that look in your eyes.”

Linda smiled. “Ted, the girls and I have been talking.”

“That can’t be good,” he muttered.

“Oh, I think it’s good.”

“So what have you been talking about?”

“Two things.”

“Yeah?”

“First, we want to expand. That means hiring more girls, and we need more space.”

Ted waited for the shoe to drop.

“Would you like to donate your basement to the cause?”

“Huh!”

“More money for everybody. More girls. More fun for you.”

And Ted had been having fun. He didn’t get to screw, but they handled his organ mercilessly, and they made him horny, and…he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it, and he liked it.

“What’s the other thing?

“Why don’t you fill in for Lana?”

“Me? but I’m a guy!”

“Are you?”

He was silent.

“You look more like a woman than me. You walk in high heels, you type and answer the phone with long, red nails. You get drained, which is, pardon the crudity, taking it up the butt. Are you really a man?”

“Well, I thought I was.”

“If you take Lana’s place we’ll make sure you don’t get customers who want to screw. You can play with them, their dicks, their buttholes, and they will never know the different.”

“Seems sort of dishonest.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. Forget about this Friday, and we’ll advertise you as the tranny dominatrix. You don’t think there aren’t a few people who don’t want that?”

Ted’s mind suddenly ignited. The tranny dominatrix. He knew enough about the business now that he knew that there would be men…and women…that would flock to something like that.

Linda knew she had him then, and she broke into a broad grin.

He looked at her.

“What if they want me to fuck them?”

“You can use a dildo, unless you’re at one of your three month intervals.”

“More money, eh?”

Linda chuckled. “Come on, sport. Let’s go talk to the other girls about this.”

And she led him out of the computer room and headed for the pool.

END
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Author’s Note

Strippers and lesbians. how can you go wrong, eh?

But I’m also fascinated by how a dick can break. I mean, there’s no bones in those things! But you bend them too sharply, or just pull out too far and ram it into something more solid…ouch!

But the real story here is how a man can change.

I meet men all the time. They are proud and cocky, think they are impervious and immune, and the next thing you know I’ve got them wearing lipstick, toenail polish, and loving it.

Men. You gotta love ‘em.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It happened when he was dancing at a party.

He was wearing a thong that went up his fanny, around his waist, down his front, and circled his package.

Yes, he was exposed. His schlong was a mighty twelve inches and he was in big demand. He danced around the living room, flopping his big peeny up and down, slapping women in the face with it, letting them hold it, suck it, stroke it.

The women, of course, loved it.

The women grabbed it, held his balls and sucked, and shrieked.

They all wanted to be the one who made him cum.

Ha! He was quite expert at resisting the women’s blandishments.

He danced, and shook his weenie, and the women all had a great time.

A lot of them weren’t married. They were up for a sexual adventure, and letting their friends watch them fellate a dancer was right up their alley.

But even if they were married, they wanted to engage with him.

Every single party almost all wanted to suck, and half of them were willing to fuck, and…he drew it out.

He danced and cavorted and showed his fabulous tool. And when the clock got close to his time ending, he would pick a miss and splatter his semen in their face.

Or, if the woman was willing, up their pussy.

Then he would go home and watch some sports, read a book, and be perfectly content.

Until that one party.

He had danced for an hour, and his time was almost up. The women were shrieking and yelling for more, and he selected his target.

She was a wild and wanton blonde, full bosomed, red lips, and she had seemed unduly turned on him throughout the night.

So he danced on over to her, grinned, received a grin back, and she stood up and turned around.

Doggy style, his favorite.

He inserted and rammed and she pushed back at him.

Everybody could feel it coming. Everybody knew he was about to squirt, and they wanted to see it. Even if he unloaded deep inside the gorgeous blonde, they wanted to see the look on his face, the mix of pain and pleasure that an orgasm was.

“Come on, big boy!” yelled the blonde.

Several women took off their tops and danced with him.

He could feel the trigger pull, and the semen started up his shaft.

Oh, yeah, this was going to be a good one. He could feel it. He could feel—

TOK! The actual sound of something breaking.

The pain exploded in his shaft and he pushed away from the woman. It was excruciating, and the women all sobered up. Something was wrong, then he fell back. The pain was too much. He fell back on the floor and…darkness.

Johnny woke up in the hospital. He was bleary, dazed, and knew that they must have given him something.

They must have, because his dick didn’t hurt anymore.

Nothing hurt.

Then he realized that nothing hurt because he was totally numb down there.

He looked around, took in the white walls, the shiny tile floors, the sound proof ceiling.

Machines, beeping sounds, a drip next to his bed. Drip, drip, drip. Going into him.

He raised his head slightly and looked around.

There was nobody in the bed next to him. Nurses were walking down the hall outside the door.

He reached for a little switch with a red button in it. He pressed it.

It took a while, but a nurse finally entered the room. “Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. How are we feeling?”

“I don’t know. What happened?”

“You were brought in unconscious. Caused quite a ruckus, all those women, and they were all drunk, and a couple of them weren’t even wearing tops.”

He remembered the party, and cursed. He hadn’t been paid yet.

“I know, but…what happened to me?”

“I don’t have any idea.”

He knew she was lying.

“But we’ve called the doctor and he’ll be here soon.”

“Oh.”

“Would you like some ice chips?”

“Sure.”

The drugs had made him thirsty and the nurse gave him a little cup with ice chips in it. He chewed on a small amount and sighed.

“I’ll go check on the doctor now, and you can always press on the button if you need anything.”

“Okay.”

The nurse left.

Johnny lay back and tried to remember what had happened.

Everything had been going swell. Women were grabbing him, and he fucked a few, and lot of them gave him head, and then…the blonde. Oh, yeah. He had screwed her, and something had happened. He remembered the bad sound and the suddenly feeling. It had felt like somebody had ripped his cock off.

She had been tight, amazingly tight, and she was agile. He remembered enjoying the tight feel as she tilted her hips and slid her vagina over his shaft.

But what had happened?

“Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. “I’m Doctor Mason.” He was thin, wore glasses, and had a haircut that was swept up. He wore a stethoscope, black shoes, and a white coat.”

“What’s wrong with me, doc?” Johnny blurted.

“Before we get into that, let me ask you a few questions, then I’ll answer yours, okay?”

“Sure.”

There followed the usual battery of questions. Ever experienced this before. History in the family. Taking any drugs. Yak yak yak.

Then, the answers having been presented, it was the doctor’s turn to talk.

“You have what we call a penile fracture.”

“A what? But I have no bones in my, uh, boner!”

“It’s true, there are no bones, but you can have a penile fracture. This is when the protective covering of your penis, it is called the tunica albuginea, is torn open. This happens when the penis is bent too much.”

“What do I do about it?”

“I’m afraid that the only recourse you have, if you want your penis to return to any kind of normality, is surgery. We have to go in and repair the protective sheath.”

“But I’ll be normal again?”

“There’s a seventy-five per cent chance that you will recover 100 per cent, and with no adverse effects.”

“What happens if I’m in the twenty-five per cent?”

“There are a number of possibilities. One, you could have a severely bent penis. It could be discolored and misshapen, perhaps bulging in some way. There’s also the possibility of either erectile dysfunction or priapism. There’s also the possibility of blood in the urine, or semen.”

“Oh, God.”

“We have you scheduled for an hour from now. Getting you into surgery as fast as possible is very important.”

“Wait a minute…wait.”

“Is there a problem?”

“Well, uh, how do I pay for this?”

Johnny was the same as many young men when it came to money. He spent it as fast as he made it. He didn’t have any savings.

The doctor surprised him, however. He said, “Your wife has taken care of all the financial arrangements.”

“My wife?”

“The good looking blonde? She is your wife, isn’t she? She said she was…”

“Oh, uh…is she still here?”

“I believe she left.”

“Oh.”

“Now, the nurse is going to come in shortly, and we’re going to be putting you under, so…”

The doctor babbled on.

Johnny thought about the blonde.

He didn’t know any blonde.

Well, except he had been fucking a blonde when he broke his dick. But she wouldn’t come pay for his surgery. So who was it?

They rolled him down the hallway forty-five minutes later. He was rolled into an operating theater and he looked at all the machines, and the knives on the little table, and he listened to the casual conversation.

Then the doctor came in, smiled through his white face mask, and told the anesthesiologist to administer the gas.

“Count backwards from 100 please.”

Johnny did so, and he made it to 94 before he forgot everything.

THREE MONTHS LATER

Johnny was recovered. He was behind in his rent, but the landlord seemed to understand. His car was in danger of being repossessed, but he had scored a night watchman job that paid the bills, and he was working during the day as an Uber driver.

It wasn’t the big money he had been making as an erotic dancer, but it was something.

He didn’t want to dance again.

He didn’t know for sure why, but he assumed it was because he was afraid of the trauma. He never wanted to hurt his dick again.

So he lived, and worked, and…something bothered him.

The blonde woman had paid for his surgery, then disappeared.

Who was she? Why did she pay?

After a couple of months he was obsessing on this question, so he headed for the hospital.

“I need to know who paid my bill.”

The girl behind the window tapped on her keyboard, made a ‘hmm’ sound, and looked up at Johnny. “Sorry, sir. We can’t reveal that.”

“Wait a minute! This is about me! I was injured, those are my records…that’s my financial records, right?”

“Yes.”

“So I’m asking for information from my own records.”

“I understand that, but we can’t reveal that sort of information.”

“So if I pay a bill, and want to know if I paid the right amount, you won’t tell me.”

“In that case we would print off a bill.”

“I’d like to see my bill.”

“Since there are no discrepancies I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

Johnny argued, a lot, had the supervisor called, and…nothing.

His next step was to go to the house where he had danced. The woman who had hired him was Nancy Fairgate, and she recognized him right away.

“I always wondered what happened. You were in such pain.”

Turning a little red, Johnny explained about his broken dick. He ended up by asking about the blonde woman who had been at the party.

Nancy frowned. “I remember the woman, but I don’t remember who brought her to the party. A lot of people drop by, and…”

“Could you find out? Make some calls?”

“Well, I suppose. But if she doesn’t want to talk to you then there’s nothing I can do.”

“I understand, but here’s my number, and…thank you. I really want to thank this woman. I’m not out to stalk or sue or anything.”

Nancy grinned. “A man suing a woman because she broke his dick.”

Johnny was embarrassed for a moment, then he chuckled. “I guess it is pretty bizarre.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll try to contact her, and one way or another I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you,” said Johnny. As he turned around to leave she spoke again.

“Do you still dance?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not?”

Again with the embarrassment. “Well, the truth is, I can get erect, but I can’t squirt.”

“At all?”

He shook his head. “The doctors don’t know why, but until I can, well, I’m just not of a mind to dance.”

“I understand. But…do you want to try?”

Johnny tilted his head.

“Come in,” she pulled on his arm and he entered her house.

Before he knew what was happening she was unzipping him, unbuckling him, pulling his pants down.

“But…I don’t…”

“Come on, honey. Let me give it a try.”

His penis was still big, a full twelve inches. It was round and thick and his balls were the size of baseballs.

Johnny didn’t want to…except that he did. A couple of girls he had known had tried to get him to cum, but they had failed, and he had sort of given up on the whole thing.

He was afraid that he was permanently dysfunctional down there.

Nancy pulled in into the living room, pushed him back on a couch. She spent a long time working him over with her mouth. She could hardly fit his dick into her mouth, but she stroked his shaft and fondled his balls, and she was able to put his head into here mouth.

She sucked and licked and loved him like he had never been loved, but he couldn’t squirt. He couldn’t click the trigger down in his groin. He couldn’t start the semen flowing.

Then she sat on him. She gasped as his immenseness opened her up. Then it wasn’t just her trying to get him off as it was her trying to get off.

Johnny groaned, it felt good. Real good. But he just…couldn’t make it!

Nancy did. Several times. And each time was better. Finally, however, she collapsed on him. “Oh, honey,” she gasped, “I’m sorry. I did my best.”

Johnny got dressed. He hadn’t cum, but he had been more horny. He gave her a kiss and sad, “Please, if you can just get ahold of this woman.” Then he left.

The weeks passed.

Nancy eventually called and told him she had had no luck. Nobody knew who the blonde was.

“I know it sounds weird, somebody coming in off the street to watch and orgy, and to be in it…”

He thanked her and hung up.

He was stuck.

There was no way to find the mystery woman.

So he continued working. He was paying his bills, even getting a head a little, but he wanted to know who had paid his medical bills.

He didn’t know why he was obsessing, so much, he just was.

Summer turned into fall, fall into winter.

He slept on his night watchman job. He was in a warm building, nobody ever came, and if they did they would have to ring the bell, and if he didn’t answer he could always say he was off on rounds.

Fully rested, he would head out for Uber, making airport runs, getting off early, and then he would have the rest of the. day to do whatever he wanted to.

He wanted to make his dick work.

He saw doctors. He read abut his condition. He went to massage therapists. He tried everything. And the only thing he got was hornier.

He hadn’t cum for a year, and he was so fully loaded, his balls were so big and hard…but…nothing.

Then he was driving down La Cienega, past the Beverly Center, and he saw her!

EEEEE! Hit those brakes so hard he thought his foot might go through the floorboards and hit the pavement. He controlled the skid, moved his Prius over to the curb and jumped out.

She was wearing a see through rain coat, slacks, and a sweater. She was carrying a small red purse, and that blonde hair, so rich and full….it was her.

“Hey!”

A few people glanced at him.

“HEY!”

Everybody looked at him, and she turned and stared.

She had a panicked look on her face, the result of his yell, and she started to back up.

He put his hands up, palms out, and in an almost begging tone. “Please…lady…I’ve been looking for you.”

He managed to balance the desperation of his look with concern that she might run away, and a look of curiosity crossed her face.

“You were at a party last year, it was a…” he was stuck. He didn’t want to chase her away by referring to something she might not want referred to in public. He opted for, “I got hurt and you paid my bill.”

She blinked, then a look of joy crossed her face. Other people were watching, one guy looked like he might step in, but she blurted. “Dick boy! I broke your dick!”

A feeling of relief swept through Johnny. She remembered.

At her lack of alarm people continued on with their business.

“I’m sorry…I’ve been looking. I…”

He didn’t know what to say.

Fortunately, she did.

“How’s your penis?”

His turn to look a bit abashed. But he had searched for her so long, and been so frustrated, he blurted out the truth.

“Terrible.”

“But the doctor said it was just a ruptured tunica albuginea.”

He blinked. It was a medical term, and it just rolled off her tongue. He had trouble saying tunica albuginea and it had happened to him.

“I know, and it looks fine. It gets….erect.” His voice was dwindling. Even though he had partied with her, even though he had had his dick in her, he wasn’t sure how much he could say without offending her.

She, however, was not embarrassed in the least. “So the doctors say everything is fine, and you even get boners, but…what? No squirt?

“Uh,” he glanced around. “No. It just…it won’t…”

“Oh, say it. You can’t get off.”

He nodded. “I can’t.”

“Wow. That must be frustrating.”

“You have no idea.”

“Oh, I might,” she spoke almost mysteriously. “So why did you want to see me?”

“I just wanted to thank you. You paid my bill. That was a huge help.”

“Oh, that,” she waved a hand. “That was nothing. I have a great insurance plan, and I know people. It didn’t cost me near as much as it would have cost you. Besides, I felt a bit guilty.”

She looked around, then stepped up to him and spoke in a low tone, “After all, it was my pussy that broke your dick.”

She laughed at the look on his face.

“So, was there anything else?”

And he realized, he had thought about her so long, obsessed on her, but… “No. I guess not. I just wanted to thank you.”

He stared at her, and realized there was everything else.

She was beautiful. He remembered being inside her, the feel of her. So tight, so moist and wonderful.

She was fuck beyond all other fucks, and she was the most beautiful woman he has ever seen.

“Well, then I guess it was nice seeing you, I was always curious about—“

“Can we have coffee or something?” he blurted.

She blinked, and considered him as if in new lights.

Then she said, “Wow.”

“What?”

“You’ve got it bad.”

He didn’t know how to respond to that. She reached into her purse and asked, “Are you busy Saturday at ten o’clock?”

“No.” And if he was he would get unbusy for her.

She wrote on the back of a business card and handed it to him.

Saturday ~ ten AM

He looked at it, absorbed it, and couldn’t stop from grinning. He looked up at her. “But what’s your name?”

“It’s on the front of the card, silly.”

He turned the card over.

Cathy Long

Sex Therapist

And the address and phone number.

He stared at her, and she was laughing.

“You’re a…”

“I am. Now relax a little and I’ll see you on Saturday. Maybe we can even handle your problem.”

It was a promise couched in gold, and he felt like his heart had just exploded.

He watched as she walked away. Just before she turned into the Beverly Center she waved at him.

He turned and went back to his car.

He had found her.

And she was…she would take care of…he was dizzy, almost in a rapture.

Almost a year had passed since he had seen her, and yet the five days until Saturday went slower than that whole year.

He went to his night watchman job and couldn’t sleep.

He made wrong turns in his Uber gig.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her.

He relived that fateful fuck, where his dick had broken, a thousand times a day. Hearing the ‘crack’ as his tunica albuginea ruptured.

Yet, the days slowly passed, and the nights, and Saturday, in spite of all expectations, arrived.

He wore cargo pants and a sweat shirt and entered her suite.

For a suite it wasn’t much. There was a waiting room, then an office. It was in a building just across the Golden State freeway, the old Earthlink building, and the big window in her office looked over a three par golf course.

The door to her office was open and she called out, “Back here!”

He went back to her office and she said, “Close the door, please.”

It closed with a thunk, self locking. Sturdy.

She was wearing a pencil skirt, mauve, and a blouse and matching jacket that looked like a toreador’s jacket. Her hair was down, her lips were red, and she had that glorious smile on her face.

“Good morning, Johnny Boy. Have a seat and let’s talk.”

He sat. Looked out the window, looked around the office, and at her.

She was observing him, her lips slightly stretched in a small smile.

“You know,” she said, opening up the conversation, “I don’t usually go to those kinds of dance parties,” she was referring to that first party.”

“Oh.”

“But I feel I owe it to myself. How can I call myself a sex therapist if I don’t partake?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, I did. There is a certain sense of freedom. I was curious when I first blew you, but that just liberated me. The next thing you know I was bent over and you partaking of me.”

She was so calm and relaxed, and he was feeling a bit of embarrassment.

“So tell me about your condition. Be as thorough and descriptive as you can. Don’t mind the dirty words.”

So he talked. He told her how he had fallen into dirty dancing because of the size of his penis. He explained how enjoyable it was.

And he discussed the feeling of being so deeply inside her, then she ground her hips, and he started to pull back, and that awful feeling of pain that assaulted him.

I couldn’t even stand up,” he said. “All I could do was lie there and hurt.”

She nodded. “I know. I saw it.”

“Then the doctor, and…here we are.”

She sighed. She pursed her lips and studied him. Then: “Can I see it?”

“My dick?”

“Yes,” and she almost laughed at his perplexity.

“I guess.”

She waited, then, “Well?”

“Oh. Okay. He stood up and unbuckled and unzipped and pulled his cargo shorts down.”

“Come around here so i can really look at it.”

He started to walk, tripped, then, his face a bit red, he toed his shoes off and his pants. He rounded the desk and stood in front of her.

She took out a ruler and measured it.

“This is a sizable hunk of meat,” she murmured. “Even though I’ve had it in me, it is the Moby Dock of penises.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She glanced up at him, her mouth twisted in humor. She looked back at his dingus and reached forward.

It took both of her hands to encircle his beast.

It took both of her hands to hold his balls.

Johnny groaned.

She smiled. “Hurts, eh?”

“No.”

She lifted his penis, turned it this way and that. She ran her hand down it, pressing her fingers into the meat. “Here’s where it broke,” she said. You can feel the scar. That’s probably where he stitched it.”

“You can feel his stitches?”

“I can feel the scar of the break, and…maybe. I feel little dots, a couple of them, where the stitches would have gone. He really did good work.”

“Thanks to you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, and she ran her hand between his legs and felt his asshole.

He jerked, but she was serious, professional, and she inserted a finger and felt his innards.

She was close to his groin and his dick went over her shoulder. It was now hard, of course, and it throbbed.

But he knew, from past experience, that he wasn’t going to cum.

“Feels good, yes?”

“Yes,” he muttered, as she explored him.

She withdrew her finger, reached into a drawer and wiped her digit off with a baby wipe.

“I’m wondering how much is psychological.”

“Like, in my mind?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know.”

“You did have severe trauma, and you might just be scared of experiencing that pain again.”

“So what do I do?”

“Well, there’s a couple of things. If we can get you to cum…that might do it. Break the hold of the trauma, let you feel pleasure instead of pain.

“Well, so much for that,” he muttered miserably.

“Not so much,” she sat back and eyed him.

Her pale blue eyes scoured him, searched him, contemplated him.

“What do you mean?”

“It means I broke it, so maybe I can fix it.”

“Huh?” But he understood. It was just too much to hope for.

She stood up and wiggled out of her pencil skirt. She was wearing pink panties and he could see her monkey paw.

“They say that if you repeat an experience, a painful experience, sometimes it loses its hold on you.”

She took off her jacket and her blouse. In just her bra and panties Johnny could see how well endowed she was. Her boobs bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. He could see her stiff nipples through the material.

“But—“

“Take off your clothes and fold out the couch.”

She took off her panties and came around the desk.

Johnny was trying to get his clothes off, and was confused.

She brought out the folding bed. “I paid a lot of money for this. You’ll find it’s more comfortable than the normal folding bed.

Johnny was naked now, and his penis was jutting out. Jutting out but unable to squirt.

“Okay, how did we do this. As I recall I was bent over like this.” She bent over the bed and her large boobs hung down. “Put your hands on my hips. I remember that.”

Johnny, in a daze, grabbed her hips.

“God, yes. That feels so damned sexy. Now, you slapped your weenie across my buttocks a few times, and then, I was pretty juicy, you rammed it in.

Johnny, moving as if in a dream, slapped his dong across her cheeks. He sort of remembered it, and then he slid his dick into her.

Cathy gasped. A loud sound in the silence of the office. “Oh, yeah…that’s how it was. Now, go around and around. Scour me with that thing you call a dick.”

He moved his hips around and around. His penis filled her, but he could feel the tip rubbing against her insides.

“Oh, fuck! I feel all excited again! It’s just like it was!”

“Oh, God,” he groaned. He was in heaven. He kept moving, tilting and swirling and going in and out.

And he realized, as the moments built, that he hadn’t lasted this long the first time they had screwed.

He had screwed her for a short while, then, when he came, when he…the break…

She began to wiggle and thrash and he held her in place.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” she yelped.

She came, hard, and he just held her, and tears began to flow.

She had had a wonderful orgasm, but he had had…nothing.

She fell forward and he let her go.

She sprawled on the bed and gasped for breath.

“Heysoos! I’ve never…”

At last, she turned over.

He was sitting half on her desk, looking down, his face wreathed in misery.

“But you didn’t…”

He shook his head.

“Well, fuck,” she muttered.

She went back to her desk. She didn’t bother putting her clothes on.

“It’s nice not having you dribbling out of me, but we want you to dribble.”

“I know.”

He turned and sat on the edge of the folding bed.

“Well, not to worry, there’s other things we can try.”

“There are?” he looked up at her, a bit of hope in his eyes.

“Oh, yeah. We can try machines. We can try other women. We can try role playing and all sorts of things.”

“I only want you.”

She almost didn’t hear him, but she did, and a look of consternation, and of even sadness, crossed her face.

“Oh, Johnny Boy, I know you do.”

He said nothing, just filled his eyes with her and loved her.

She had conquered him, broken his penis, and now she was his all. In his penis breaking he had submitted to her, and he would never get over that.

Dance for a thousand girls, but the one who breaks your dick, she’s the one.

“But it won’t work between us.”

“I know. You’re a professional. This is just a patient/doctor relationship.

“Oh, hell. No.”

He looked up at her.

“Sure, I’ve got to be a professional, but I’ll tell you honestly…when you broke your dick in me it did something. It made me feel powerful, and my orgasm was…it was more than a normal orgasm. I could feel my soul shuddering, giving in.

“But then…what?”

She smiled ruefully, shook her head slowly. “Johnny Boy, the reason it wouldn’t work between us is something else entirely.”

“What?”

“I’m a lesbian.”

Johnny’s jaw dropped.


Part Two

“Wait…hold on…what?”

Johnny stared at Cathy.

She gave a rueful smile. “It’s true. I prefer women over men. I can like either equally, but when it comes down to it, my vagina heats up over women.

“But, you screw! You fucked me! You used my dick to get off! Not just a year ago, but just now!

“I know,” she was sad, but not for herself. She was sad for Johnny. “I don’t mind sex with a man. I can do either. I can enjoy either. Heck, I wouldn't even mind fucking you again. But when you talk about going beyond like, as you so obviously are, then I prefer the softness of a woman. Women are more accommodating. They reason from the heart, not cold, hard logic.”

“But—“

“Johnny, I like you a lot, you are a gentle soul, but it’s not all about the dick.” She glanced down at his groin and smiled, “even a dick as nice as yours.”

Johnny sat and stewed in his frustrations. Now he was not only frustrated sexually, he was frustrated in the emotional sense of having met somebody who he really liked, perhaps loved, but couldn’t have.

Cathy was content to let him think his way through the mess.

He finally blurted, “Can we go out sometime?”

“That might be nice. We might even have sex again, that dick of yours…” she shook her head slowly in appreciation. “And, we haven’t really solved your problem.”

“No,” he said. Almost relieved to get back to his plumbing problem.

“As I indicated, there are several possible solutions we might try, the first one would be draining you.”

“Draining?” He hadn’t heard that term, except in the crudest of ways.

“Draining, also called male milking, is when we stimulate your prostate until your semen comes out.”

He blinked. “How do you drain the prostate? Isn’t that inside my body?”

“It’s located at the base of your penis inside your body. We reach it through the back door.”

“The back…I don’t understand.”

She smiled. “We access the prostate through the anal passage.”

He heard the words, but he wasn’t sure…except that he was, and just couldn’t handle it.

Cathy opened a drawer and took out a schematic of the male sexual apparatus. “Trace the line of the penis into the body, see here, and you’ll find that the prostate…here…butts up—sorry, bad pun—presses up against the anal passage.”

She turned her hand sideways and moved her hand as if she was sticking her finger up the heinie in the picture. “So we enter through here, and right about here there’s a little bump. We press gently on that and that will cause the semen from here to exit the body through the penis.”

“Doesn’t that hurt?”

“Not at all. It feels good.”

“But you’re talking about putting something up my…wouldn’t that make me gay?”

She gave a low laugh. Gay is more a state of mind than an anatomical fact. Oh, I suppose there might be some kind of physiological adaptation, but scientists have not found a ‘gay’ gene, or a part of the body that is unique to homosexuals.”

Johnny sat on the end of the couch and was lost in his own world. She was asking him to do something gay. He was having a hard time getting over that.

He suddenly stood up and folded the bed back up, then sat down again.

“Of course we don’t have to do any of this, but it’s my opinion that we might be able to get in touch with your problem.”

It popped out of him. “You’re not trying to make me gay.”

She actually laughed. “Are you really hung up on that.”

He gave a belated smile, “I guess I am.”

“Honey, it’s just like any anal exam. We make sure your plumbing is in working order, and it has the added benefit of cleaning you out.” She grinned, “And you do want to be cleaned out, I presume.”

He nodded.

“Then you should let me do this.”

“Right now?”

“Sure. I would use my fingers, I’d have to do that anyway, but if it doesn’t work then I can order a prostate massager and use that.”

“A prostate massager.”

“A little tool, shaped to reach the prostate, very efficient.”

“Oh.”

He was still reticent, and she realized she was going to have to take the bull by the horns.

“So would you like to try it?”

“Uh, I guess so.”

“Okay. Let me get some gloves. You’re already naked, so just bend over and put your hands on my desk.”

Cathy opened a file cabinet and took out latex gloves and a jar of lubricant.

Johnny bent at the waist and waited while she came around behind him.

She snapped on the gloves and scooped her finger into the lubricant.

She placed a hand on his back, right about the left kidney, and began running her finger over his anus.

“Oh, fuck,” he shivered.

“Nope,” she said cheerfully, pushing lubricant into his hole.

She massaged his hole gently, running her finger into and out of , reaming him, and warming him up.

To Johnny it quickly became the most incredible experience of his life. It felt like little lightenings waking up his nerves. It was sensual, and it made his legs shake so hard he thought he was going to fall.

“Easy, tiger. If you want to lay your chest down on my desk you may.”

“I’m…I’m okay,” he spoke through chattering teeth.

For a long minute she greased him up, then she knelt and pushed her index finger deep into him.

He gasped, then he felt her touching something inside.

“There it is. We just have to…”

He felt her moving her finger back and forth, and he felt like he had to pee.

“I’m going to pee!”

“That’s okay. That’s the sperm trying to get out.”

But it didn’t come. It felt like it was going to, it felt better than anything Johnny had ever felt, but…nothing happened.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Cathy frowned. He should be leaking like a faucet turned on, but he was just standing there. His dick was hard, and it pointed down. She took her hand off his back and gripped his penis. She began stroking it.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny gasped.

But though his penis was red and hard, nothing issued.

Cathy took her fingers out of him and cleaned them with baby wipes.

Johnny stood up, his whole body trembling. His cock was throbbing, and his nipples were stiff as if they were made of bones. But he hadn’t drained.

She pushed the wipes to him. “Clean your ass off. Wastebasket is right there,” she pointed to a spot behind a small potted palm.

He was embarrassed now, wiping his ass in front of a woman, but…he endured and cleaned himself off.

“I didn’t do it, did I?”

“No.” She was frowning.

“And we don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She smiled, “But we have taken a step, and I’ve got a couple of other things up my sleeves.

“Oh.” But Johnny was discouraged.

Discouraged or not, Johnny made an appointment for the next Saturday. He had to. He wanted to be with Cathy. Yes, it was a patient/doctor relationship, but it was more than that.

Johnny just liked being with her.

The week passed slowly, made more slow by the increased horniness that Johnny was experiencing.

On Thursday Cathy called him and told him the ‘tools’ she had ordered for him had arrived, and would he be there on Saturday.

“You know I will.”

“Well, that’s good.”

“I’m sorry I’m being so much trouble.”

“Johnny! It’s no trouble. If you’ll forgive me being too clinical, it’s a fascinating problem. And what I learn from you will help me with other patients.”

“Patients,” he repeated, a little disappointed.

She laughed, “Okay, that sounded too professional. Let’s just say that what we learn with you will help me with other people.”

That actually made him smile, as if he was making progress.

And he wanted to make progress. He wanted to be more than a patient.

Then, though she had other things to do, they found themselves talking for an hour. They talked all manner of things. Cars they liked, family members that were a pain, favorite pets.

And it wasn’t clinical. It was human, and when Cathy hung up the phone she pursed her lips and stared into space for a long time.

She was a lesbian, yes, but why was she finding Johnny so…intriguing?

The next Saturday finally arrived, and Johnny entered her reception room, then walked through the open door.

She was wearing glasses to read, her blonde hair had a few stray wisps curling around her ears, and Johnny knew she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

But…he controlled himself.

“Hi.”

“Hello, Mr. Johnny Boy.” She folded a file and slipped it to the side of her desk.

She swiveled around and picked up a couple of boxes that were on the shelf behind her.

Johnny sat down in a side chair and watched as she unfolded the cardboard flaps.

She took out a long, shiny, hollow tube.

“This is a catheter. It is designed to go into the penis.”

“You’re going to put that inside me?”

She smiled. “Don’t look so scared. Lots of lubrication, a gentle touch, and I’ll be able to feel inside your penis. This will enable to find any blockages or other problems.”

Johnny stared at the tube like it was a hand grenade. “I think I need a drink.”
“Maybe afterwards. Now take off your clothes.”

Johnny stripped, and his penis jutted out like a small baseball bat.

“Lordy,” whispered Cathy as she lubricated the catheter. “You always amaze me.”

He said nothing, just shivered as she sprayed something on the end of his dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’s numbing spray. The penis being sensitive, this will help you not feel anything.”

Still, he swore he could feel everything. She sat on the couch, her head perfectly situated for a blow job. But she wasn’t blowing, she was inserting.

She moved the catheter in a small circle, inserting it into his urethral tube. He stared down at the top of her head, totally reminded of how like a blow job this was.

Very gently she threaded the tube into his penis.

The numbing spray did help, but a quarter inch in he felt it. It was the weirdest thing he had had ever felt in his life. He could feel his flesh being opened. He could feel the slide of metal against the sides of his urethral, and he muttered, “Is this what it feels like when a dick enters a woman?”

“I don’t know,” said Cathy, focusing on her grip, the insertion, trying to feel if there were any obstructions or abnormalities in his penis. “Probably, but I have no penis to judge by.”

“Oh, holy…” he whimpered. His dick was long, and she had ordered an extra long catheter, and he watched as his penis absorbed the long tube.

“You’re doing well,” she spoke softly.

Inch after inch disappeared into the slit int he head of his dick. He stared, and fascination mingled with a sense of horror. Would it never end?

“Okay, almost there. I think you’re going to pee now.”

A moment later urine started dribbling out of the end of the catheter. Cathy was ready, she had put a mat and a bowl on the floor, and while there was some sprinkling, the bowl caught most of it.

Cathy ignored the pee and worked the catheter back and forth, searching for anything wrong.

Finally, him done dribbling, her done searching, she began extracting the catheter.

“This is making me even hornier,” he whispered.

She looked up at him, “Good. Maybe you’ll get horny enough to shoot your load.”

“I certainly wish.”

The catheter exited his slit and she wiped it off and placed it to the side. She stood up, and was looking down at his penis, which she was still holding in her hand. She took some wipes and cleaned the excess lubricant from around his hole.

She looked at him, was so close to him, and said, “I don’t feel anything wrong.”

They were so close, he was so horny, she had his penis in her hand, and he leaned forward slowly.

She could have stepped back. She could have stopped him, but except for a brief hesitation, she leaned into him.

Their lips met, and the kiss was intense. They lost themselves in each other, in their lips…in their souls.

She broke the kiss and leaned against him. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“No.” he responded. “Not sorry.”

She backed away from him, let go of his penis, which she had been holding the whole time. “No, I guess I’m not. Only…”

“I know, he filled in when she stopped. “I’m not a woman.”

She frowned, then she walked around him and went to her swivel chair. She contemplated him deeply.

“Well, what now?” he tried to move the subject along.

“Let’s make an appointment for next week. I’ve got a prostate massager, but I want to make sure we don’t experiment with too many procedures too closely together.

“All right. Then it’s okay if I get dressed.”

Then occurred a long, long moment. The look on her face was inscrutable. Her eyes were like a thousand yard stare. Yet she was motionless, like a jaguar preparing to pounce.

He finally broke the silence. “What?”
She didn’t hesitate. “Open the bed up.”

He knew what she wanted, and he unfolded the bed.

She rounded the desk, ripping off her clothes as she came.

She launched herself into his arms, drove him back onto the fold out bed.

He gave way happily, giddily. This was what he wanted.

She sat on his thighs and stroked him, stared at him. Then she leaned forward, her large breasts falling on his chest, and kissed him.

After a long minute of tongue wars she pushed back, sat up straight, and knee walked over his cock.

She settled down slowly, taking him into her.

His eyes were open, and his desire for her was palpable.

“Oh, crap,” she muttered, as she felt her breasts and pulled on her nipples. “This is so unprofessional.”

“Stop thinking,” he admonished her.

So she did.

They met on Wednesday. Presumably to remind Johnny of his appointment on Saturday, but that  could have been handled with a phone call.

They met in a coffee shop and she had coffee and a croissant. He had a Coke and a donut.

“I’m breaking all my dietary rules,” she commented, leaving a red li print on a cup.

“I’m keeping up with mine,” he joked.

“I wish I could eat like a man,” she gazed at his donut enviously.

“So you want to be a man.”

“Ha! And give up the joys of the pussy?”

He was silent at that. He had been butt fingered, and he had enjoyed the idea of a pussy.

“What? What’s that look on your face?”

He smiled. “You want to be a man, and you want me to be a woman.”

She blinked, then she grinned. “It would solve a lot of problems.”

They laughed, and they chatted, and felt ever deeper for each other. When they left she reminded him, “Don’t forget Saturday.”

“Bells on my toes,” he reassured her.

On Saturday he showed up an hour early. Just sat in the garage of her building and felt his heart beating. He knew he was out of control. He could never truly have her because she wanted a woman.

And what was he supposed to do?

After an hour of wishing, he entered her suite, went through the reception area, and smiled at her.

“Hello, handsome.” She grinned. She knew she was being unprofessional, but…what was she supposed to do? Strange things were happening inside her heart, and she was confused. She preferred women. But why was her heart fluttering whenever Johnny walked through her door?

“So are you ready to…do me?”

She chuckled. He had spoken with an unexpected sexual innuendo. She didn’t let it bother her, she went with it.

“Baby, I’m going to plug you up. When I’m done with you…”

They were both laughing now, and they were both excited.

Johnny was no longer embarrassed. He was hungry. He kicked off his shoes and slipped out of his clothes.

Cathy studied his body. He was slender, a smallish man, except for that incredible penis.

He bent over the desk and looked at her with a lopsided grin. “Well?”

She stood up, grabbed the prostate massager and some lubricant, and her heart felt like it was bursting.

She came around the desk and began massaging his butthole. She filled it with lubricant, reamed him lovingly. She had three fingers in him, and he was groaning loudly.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah.”

She pressed the massager against his brown button.

A prostate massager is like a dildo, but narrow at the base and slightly bent. This gives the working end of the tool a bulbous shape.

Johnny’s legs trembled as she slid the large end through his sphincter.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, feeling amazingly wet between the legs. If she was any wetter she’d be dripping. She had never thought a simple expansion on what was basically an anal exam would affect her this way.

Johnny’s knees broke, and his chest hit her desk. He lay there, his legs spread out, half bent, supporting nothing, and twitching.

Cathy grabbed his dong and began the dual action of stroking him as she rubbed the prostate massager over his prostate.

Johnny felt like peeing. His skull felt like it was exploding. His whole body was writhing and twitching so hard Cathy had to lean on him, use her weight to settle him down.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

But nothing came out.

After fifteen minutes Cathy sighed and pulled the little tool out of his rectum.

Johnny lay there, soaked in sweat, his eyes glazed.

“I didn’t…I didn’t…”

“No,” said Cathy, sitting back against the couch.

After a minute Johnny managed to stand up and face her. He had the odd expression of sexual happiness, and sadness.

He was happy for what she had done. He was sad because it hadn’t worked.

He cleaned himself off with wipes, then sat down next to her.

“What am I going to do? We’ve tried everything, and…fuck.”

Cathy leaned against him. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out.”

He put an arm around her and she cuddled against him. Definitely not a doctor/patient relationship.

They sat for along minutes, then she turned, threw a leg over his lap. His dick was rock hard, and it was obvious what she wanted.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “But I’ve got to have this.”

He smiled. Frustrated, but happy to be of service.

And, once again, she slid down his long shaft and began to move.

In and out, up and down, round and around, and she squirted. And in the squirting she had a thought. Not fully formed, but…she thought she had a solution.

Then, resting against him, still impaled, she whispered against his neck. “Next week. I have an idea.”

He nodded. He would have shown up no matter what. He was firmly hooked by her.

Another week, and they met twice, once on Tuesday and once on Thursday. Tuesday for coffee and a chat, Thursday a lunch.

Now they made no excuses about reminding Johnny about the coming appointment. Now they were in it for each other.

He couldn’t cum.

She loved women.

But they wanted to be together.

Something had to give.

On Saturday Johnny entered her office and greeted her.

She jumped to her feet. She was bubbling with energy, so excited that she made him excited, as if he wasn’t already excited just to be with her.

“Come on.”

She led him out of the building. She got into her car and he got into the passenger seat.

She turned up the radio and the top was down and they enjoyed the sensation of being in motion, of the wind and the freedom of the drive.

She lived on a little house on stilts in the hills.

“Heysoos,” he said, as she parked on planks under which there was nothing but a skinny set of metal poles. “Aren’t you afraid of earthquakes?”

“It’s all rock under the house. Not going to slide for a thousand years.”

“Says she in the year 999.”

She laughed, and they exited the car and entered the house.

It was nice in the house. A calm place to let the mind relax.

She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. “I hope you like bourbon and Coke?”

“I used to, but now I only like bourbon and Coke.”

She laughed, and handed him a glass.

They went out on the balcony and stared at the rich foliage of the hillside. Hundreds of houses under trees, all waiting to toboggan down the slope.

He said, “The slithering snake slipped and slid on the slippery slope.”

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Made it up.”

“You didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“No reason.”

They watched car on the other side of the canyon rounding a turn with the squeal of tires.

“On his way to the hospital, no doubt,” Johnny murmured, then he turned to Cathy. “So I thought we were going to try something else?”

“Oh, we are,” she smiled. “Drink your drink, and I’ll go make you another one.”

He tilted his glass, emptied it, and handed it to her. “So bad I have to get drunk for it, eh?”

“Something like that.”

She walked through the house and into the kitchen, and he watched her round fanny sway rhythmically.

He was in love, and he knew it. No doubt. But…sigh.

She returned, told him to drink quick so they could get started.

Within a minute he was finished. He hiccuped and felt the bolstering effects of alcohol in his system. He was happy and high and excited.

“Okay, let’s go for it.” She took his hand and walked him back to her bed room.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

“What are we doing?” he asked, taking off his pants and shirt. His cock stuck out ludicrously.

She looked down at her favorite toy, gripped it and stroked it, kissed him, then stepped back.

She picked up a bottle of Nair and held it out to him.

“What?”

“Lose all your hair. Spread this stuff all over you, everywhere but eyebrows and scalp. When it starts to burn hop into the shower.

“I have to be hair naked?”

“Who’s to know?” she quipped.

So he spread Nair all over his body. He covered his groin, she helped him with his back, and…he waited.

“Ouch,” he finally said, and he got into her shower.

The curlies slid off his body with the water, and he stepped out of the shower bald everywhere.

Cathy toweled him off, then led him back into the bedroom. She picked up a can of spray and spritzed his cock.

“Hey!”

“It’s numbing spray. You won’t feel anything down there for a while.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to feel things?” he protested.

“Because it will enable you to be limp. Now, let’s leave it alone.”

She gave him another drink. “Too much alcohol will also help you be limp, so enjoy.”

“Why do we want me limp? I thought we were trying to get me hard enough to cum.”

“But that’s not working, so we’re going a different route. Put this on.” She handed him panties.

His mouth opened and he stared at the wisp of cloth.

“These?”

“Listen, we’ve tried everything. We’ve tried me bending you over and duplicating the original incident. So now we’re going to try the opposite. We’re going to reverse roles.”

“You mean…”

“I mean put those panties on.”

He gulped, and pulled the dainty underwear up his legs.

She helped him with a bra, and stuffed it with two water filled condoms.

“I hope these are big enough,” she said.

“I hope they don’t pop.”

She just smiled. “If they do we’ll get you implants.”

His dick, which had softened, now grew harder.

“Damn,” she said. I was hoping we could keep you limp. I wanted to avoid a boner bump in your dress.

“My dress.” His voice sounded so very strange.

“Your dress, now sit down over there. I want to do your nails.”

He sat at her vanity table, and she sat at his feet and painted his toenails. As his toes turned bright red she glanced up at him and smiled. “I like you like this.”

“If I become a woman, will you fall in love with me?”

She said: “I’m already in love with you.”

He caught his breath.

“But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I need to see how I feel.”

“To thine own self be true,” he whispered.

“Exactly.”

His toes done, she moved to his hands. She fixed long nails to him, trimmed and prepped, and glued them down. “I’m not using the normal press on cheapies. These are good nails, and good glue, they should last you a while.”

“But I don’t…”

“Get in the mood,” is all she said.

He had another drink, and he was feeling pretty loopy now.

She rolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

He wanted to see himself, to look in a mirror, but she wouldn’t let him. “Wait,” she said. “Wait until I’m done.”

She gave him a dress, it was tight around the chest, but flared easily at the hips.

“We need to get you a corset,” she said, and she sat him down at her vanity table. She put little white. clothes around his neck and began applying make up. As she did she explained what she was doing.

“This is cleanser…this is primer…this is foundation…I’m doing your eyes now.”

She worked quickly, and he enjoyed the feel of her hands on his face. It was more intimate than sex, and he loved it.

When his face was done, his eyes gleaming through dusky shadow, his lips red and plump, she fitted a wig to his head. It was long and auburn, and he was startled when the long tresses brushed over his shoulders.

And, finally, she was done.

Now he looked in a mirror, and now he was stunned.

He was a woman. He had enough curves on the body, enough softness in his face, and…he was a woman.

That excited Cathy. She felt electricity shooting through her body. Her pussy was wet and her nipples were rigid.

They stood and faced each other.

“Would you like another drink,” she asked, breathless.

“You’re my drink,” he answered.

“And you’re mine. Bend over the bed.”

He did, and he looked back over his shoulder at her.

Cathy went to her dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. It was a strap on and she stepped into it. Her dick wasn’t as big as his, but it was stiff and rigid.

His was stiff and rigid and hung down, pressed against the side of the bed.

She lubricated him, used lots of lube. This was different than a prostate massager.

“I love you,” he murmured into the bed spread. His hands gripped the spread and his knuckles were white.

“I love you, too,” and she pressed into him.

It was different. There was a little pain, but not much, then she was sawing back and forth, opening him up.

He cried out, then gulped and began to move against her.

They screwed, and for him it was sweeter than any of the thousand women he had screwed as a dancer. Except for her, of course.

For her it was a revelation. She kissed the back of his neck, and her fantasies were fulfilled. She was screwing a woman.

He suddenly felt like peeing.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

“Pee!”

He did, and the semen, at long last, began to pour out of him. But it didn’t pour long.

She pulled out of him with a pop, pulled him up, turned him, and pushed him back. Now his dick, spitting out semen, was ready for her.

She sat on him, and enjoyed the drizzle. She could feel the immense amount of ejaculate he was giving her.

Then he started to shiver, and twitch, and he grabbed her arms. His eyes were wide, almost panicked.

“What?”

“I’m cumming!”

The orgasm wasn’t big, but it was long lasting. More female than male, but the best of both worlds.

Cathy rode him, and grinned, and laughed, and, finally, he started laughing.

“I did it.”

“Yes, you did.”

Then he sobered. “But I want to do it again, with you.”

“Honey, as long as you’re a woman…that won’t be a problem.”

They laughed and held each other.

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


I Feminized a Car Salesman!

A man test drives being a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Salesmen, hunh! They fib and sweet talk and do anything they can to get your money.

Wouldn’t you love to fib and sweet talk them into feminization?

Can’t you just see that handsome fellow with the sweet, kissable mouth? Giving way to your spiel, understanding that the only way to be himself is to be herself.

This is for all the fellows who have sold me a car!

Enjoy, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Okay, the bets are in the hat!”

Sally grinned, held the hat up, and shook it. She was a slender girl with a heavy chest and some of the nicest lips that ever kissed a man.

“Oh, man! Oh, man!” Liam licked his lips and worried. He was Sally’s hubby. He was slender, thinner than her, actually, but without the chest. He had long, brown hair and a soft face that showed his concern.

Betty laughed. “You won’t believe what I put in there.” Betty was a large boned woman. BIG boobs, which made up for her extra weight.

“I would,” said John. “Last time we played cards you made Liam wear a butt plug for a week!” Liam was Betty’s husband. He was tall and muscular, a towhead, and a lopsided grin.

This was their monthly card game and, as usual, the bets were getting out of control.

“Listen,” said Liam, trying to crawfish, “I don’t think I want to bet this time.”

“Bawk, bawk, bawk, bawk!” Betty made a sharp chicken sound and Sally laughed.

“What’s the matter, honey? Afraid you’ll lose?”

“Yes!”

“But you don’t even know what I put in the hat!”

“Doesn’t matter. I know you. And I know what you’ve put in the hat before.”

Betty chortled, “And here I thought you were a man!”

“I’m with Liam,” John ventured.

Betty turned to him, flipped her hair back, sniffed, and snapped, “No sex for a month?”

“Okay…okay,” John quickly caved in. He knew that he wouldn't just lose his sexual privileges, she would tease him mercilessly. By the end of the month he would be a gibbering idiot.

“Okay,” stated Sally, shuffling the cards, “So John is in. What’s it going to be Liam? No sex? Or be a man?”

Liam sat back and frowned. “That’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair about a little game of chance?”

“What’s not fair is that if you lose you give me head. If I lose…there’s no telling what you’ll have me do.”

Sally whispered, in a loud voice, to Betty. “He’s still pissed off because that one time he had to kiss a man’s cock.”

“Did he do it?”

“No. Can you believe it? He’d rather lose sex for a month than kiss a man’s cock.

The girls laughed.

“Really, Liam. I don’t see what the big deal is. We girls kiss cock all the time.”

“But you’re girls!”

Sally and Betty snickered.

“Okay, so are you in?” asked Sally.

“Are you in, chicken heart?” queried Betty.

Liam sighed and looked at John.

“Don’t look at me, buddy. I’m willing to pay the price.”

Liam tried to get something out of the deal. “But none of the kissing a cock stuff.”

“Of course not, honey,” purred Sally.

Liam grumbled to himself, the others watched him, and finally he nodded.

“Okay. I’m in. God help me, deal the cards.”

“You betcha, but first, let’s have another drink.”

Betty concurred, John wasn’t opposed, so Liam got up and went to the kitchen. He was muttering under his breath all the way.

“I’ll go help him,” said John, following his friend into the kitchen.

In the kitchen Liam put ice in glasses and poured in bourbon. John added Coke, and Liam turned to him.

“Why don’t we opt out?”

“No. I don’t want to piss Betty off.”

“Yeah, but you might end up with a dildo up your butt!”

John sighed, took a sip and smiled ruefully. “Yeah, but…I hate to tell you this, buddy, but you always seem to be the one that loses.”

Liam heaved a breath. His friend was right.

“Do you think they fix the cards?”

“No. I just think you’re unlucky.”

Liam said, “So that’s why you’re staying in the bet. You figure my luck is so bad you won’t lose.”

“Something like that,” John grinned.

“Well, fuck,” Liam looking dourly at his drink.

As soon as the boys headed for the kitchen Sally ran for her purse. It was on the end of the couch and she sat down and dug through it. Her action was so abrupt and intent, that Sally asked, “What’s going on?”

“I’m going to play a joke.”

Betty grinned. “Oh, goody. I love jokes!”

Sally held up a deck of cards. “Hide those other cards. It’s your deal.”

Betty’s eyes lit up. “You fixed the deck?”

“Absolutely.”

“So we’re going to win. Where’s the joke?”

“The joke, my fine, feathered friend, is in the hat.”

“And what is in the hat.”

“While nobody was looking, when I put the hat over on the mantle, I replaced all the pieces of paper with ones that I had written, and they’re all the same.”

“So no matter what, Liam loses, and Liam gets the prize.”

“Exactly.”

“Okay. But you have to tell me what you put in the hat.”

Sally leaned forward. The boys were still in the kitchen, and she started whispering. When she was done she sat back, and so did Betty. “Really? You’re going to do that?”

Then both the women started laughing.

Liam and John came back into the room.

“What’s so funny?” asked John, handing Betty her drink.

“I just told Betty a joke.”

“Oh, really?” Liam handed his wife her drink. “Have I heard it.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well…tell?”

Sally sipped, then asked, “How do you know a blonde has just lost her virginity?”

Both of the men looked blank.

“I give up, how?”

“Her crayons are still sticky.”

John almost sputtered his bourbon out his nose.

Liam went into hysterics.

“Oh, my God! And you call me bad!”

“You are bad.”

The girls were laughing, not just at the joke, but at how the men were laughing.

“That is pretty raw,” agreed John.

When the laughter faded Betty began to deal. She was careful not to cut the deck, and she slid the cards across the table quickly and professionally.

Each player picked up the cards as they were dealt and studied their hands.

The girls each got three of a kind, they asked for two cards.

John got a pair, and he always asked for three. He ended up with a full house.

Liam got three deuces. He asked for two cards, and got nothing.

Still, three of a kind wasn't bad. It was just good enough that if the girls played it smart, did some good acting, he’d hold on.

Not that he had much choice at this point. This was the big hand of the night and they were stuck with whatever they got.

“Okay,” sighed John. “Start showing them.”

Betty had to show first, and she had three kings.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Liam. Still, there were two more players to go.

John had a full house, and Liam placed his hand on his forehead. “Oh, no.”

One person to go, but he was starting to get a bad feeling.

“Okay, Sal, lay ‘em down,” blurted Betty, feeling the excitement.

Sally laid her cards down one at a time. A three, a seven, a four, a three, and…a three.

Liam felt his heart sink in his chest. It felt like it felt into his stomach and made a splash.

“Oh, shit.”

The other three looked.

“I don’t want to play.”

“Too late, babe. You agreed. What’s in your hand.”

He laid ‘em out. Three twos.

“Oh, dear,” muttered Betsy, trying to act nonchalant.

“Ha!” exclaimed Sally. “Guess you lost.”

Liam shook his head. “Why did I know this was going to happen.”

“Cause you knew it was going to happen. The power of positive thinking, my friend.” John smiled. He had dodged the bullet and was glad. Sorry for Liam, but better Liam than him.”

“Okay,” Liam reached for his glass and drained it. He had half a glass left, but he had given up all hope. He looked like a Captain about to go down with his ship.

“It’s okay, honey,” Sally patted the back of his hand. “It’ll be over before you know it.”

Liam just sighed deeply.

Betsy got up and went to the mantle. She returned with the hat and held it out.

There were four slips of paper in the hat. One from each player.

John and Liam always put in things like ‘get naked and please me!’ Or ‘Bark like a dog while I do ya!’

They always laughed hysterically when they won.

The girls put in things like ‘Clean the house?’ Or, ‘A night out and a personalized bubble bath.’

Then, the month before Sally had put in, ‘wear a butt plug,’ and her husband had gotten it.

That week had been tough for Liam.

She had greased him, reamed him, and he still claimed it was like somebody was pushing a watermelon up his ass.

Sally had just laughed. The plug she had bought was tiny weeny, and Liam was just a whiner.

Still, he had moped around and acted the victim the whole week.

Funny thing was…she thought he liked it.

Sure, he complained, but she just had this little niggle of woman’s intuition that his butthole enjoyed being stretched out.

Liam reached into the hat. He didn’t want to. He just wanted to go home. His heart felt like the proverbial lead balloon, and he closed his fingers on a slip of paper and took it out.

He opened it, read it, and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t…what is this?” He held the slip of paper for everybody to see.

Take MPA

Betsy couldn’t help a snicker. Sally, however, kept a straight face. She read the paper out loud. “Take MPA.”

“But what is it?”

“The full name is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.”

“But what is it?”

“Birth control,” Sally said, speaking very smoothly.

John blurted. “Birth control?”

“Birth control? What do I need birth control for? I can’t have any babies!” He turned to John, “I can’t have a baby?” Back to Sally. “Why do you want me to take this?”

“Honey, it’s not just for stopping babies, it’s for helping with mood swings, hot flashes, that sort of thing.”

“But…”

“And you’ve been very excitable lately.”

“I have not!”

“Remember how angry you got when the tire place refused to fix your tire?”

“But that’s different! I had plenty of tread left. They just wanted to charge me money for new tires!” Just the thought was making him mad.

“And how about when we were driving here and that guy cut you off?” She turned to Betsy. “Oh, the language I heard? I thought I was going to have to wash his mouth out with soap.”

“Yeah! But he cut right in front of me!”

John was now grinning. Heck, he had dodged the bullet, and this thing of his friend taking birth control sounded funny. He was already thinking of things he could say to rib Liam. “Better just go with it, buddy. After all, it’s not as bad as that butt plug thing.”

Betty chuckled. “Heck, I’ve been on birth control for years, and it’s certainly worked for me. It’s almost like getting a nice, pleasant high that keeps you happy and smiling.

Liam pursed his lips and thought. Like getting high?

“Come on, babe. You lost, this is the deal. This is the reward you pulled out of the hat…”

“Some reward. I lose hot flashes, which I’ve never had.”

“No, but you’ll be happier, and you won’t be so angry.”

“I think Liam needs another drink,” commented Betty.

John jumped up, “I’ll get it for you, buddy.”

Liam complained some more. He said, “I’ll never play cards again,.”

Sally said, “Sure, but you lost this time, so…”

He said “If this thing backfires and I grow two heads or something…”

“Then you’ll be twice as smart,” Sally quipped.

He was weakening. After all, he did lose, and he was the kind of guy who liked to pay his debts.

But why did this bet seem so…weird?

“Here go,” John placed Liam’s glass on the card table.

Liam took a few glugs. He was suspicious and…even sort of scared.

He wasn’t a pill taking kind of guy.

Sally went to her purse.

“I just happen to have a shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate right here.”

“I might have known,” muttered Liam. “She’s a nurse. We have more medicine than Carter has pills.”

“Latest version. Good for one month.”

She held up the shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate. It was a syringe in a plastic wrapped piece of cardboard. It had a purple band on the corner, but the corner had been ripped off. Still, they cold see the big ‘ONE’ that was left.

Liam glugged some more.

Betty looked at John and nodded towards the kitchen. John headed out to make another drink.

Liam groused some more. And, finally, Sally had had enough.

“I don’t wanna! Whine, whine, whine! When did you turn into a four flusher?”

Liam blinked. He wasn’t a four flusher. He paid his debts. It hurt his feelings to be called one.

John returned with another drink.

His feelings hurt, feeling the alcohol, realizing that he best just get it over with, Liam snapped. “Okay. Shoot me full of that stuff.”

Everybody smiled.

“Come over here and drop your drawers.”

Liam stood up and loosened his belt. “You guys want to turn around or something?”

“Nah. I want to watch.”

Liam grunted his displeasure. He turned his back to his wife, lowered his pants just enough to expose one cheek, and she shot him.

“Oh!” he rubbed the spot which was a lot less than a bee sting.

“What a baby,” remarked Sally.

“You’re not pregnant,” said John, acting real surprised.

Liam pulled his pants up and buckled. He looked at his friend in puzzlement. “Of course I’m not.”

John chuckled. “That stuff works pretty good then.”

Everybody laughed.

Except Liam.

Liam didn’t think he’d ever laugh again.

The drive home was pleasant, if restrained.

Sally was humming along with the radio. Liam was deep in his thoughts.

He didn’t like getting shots. Even though his wife was a nurse and gave shots regularly, he didn’t like them. He didn’t take flu shots, he was an anti-vaxxer, and…why did he feel so bad about this one?

Because he didn’t have a condition that required one.

But, it was over and done with. So the heck with it.

He pulled into the garage and he tugged the door shut and followed Sally into the house.

“You should get that door fixed.”

“It’s not big deal,” he said. “I’m strong enough, and I don’t want to get up there and straighten out the track.”

She poured them a couple of Cokes. “Too much caffeine,” she remarked, taking a sip. “I’ll be up all night.”

He grinned. “Aw, poor baby.”

“But if you think I’m feeling frisky, forget it.”

“Honey,” he took a drink of his own Coke. Yea for caffeine. “You’re always complaining that I’m too oversexed. Why don’t you just go with it. Enjoy my weenie and stop complaining.”

She moved up against him. Kissed him lightly on the lips. “Honey, I love sex, but, let’s face it. You want it when we go to bed, you want it when we wake up. You want it when you come home for lunch. Don’t you understand? Sometimes a girl needs a break!” And she thought Like for about a month.

He kissed her back, and ran a thumb over a rapidly stiffening nipple. “I’ll give you a break later.”

They walked back into the bedroom and Liam felt his weenie starting to engorge.

She began sliding out of her dress. He stared hungrily at her large boobs, then moved his gaze down to her monkey knuckle. “Oh, baby,” he muttered.

Sally just smiled and kicked off her panties and unfastened her bra.

Liam, horn dog as always, was on her like a dog on a cat.

He half lifted her and propelled her towards the bed.

She hit the bed and sprawled. She smiled. She did like sex. Sure, sometimes she had to be talked into it, but…she grabbed his tool. “You’re going to fuck me with this?”

“Yeah!”

“So when’s it going to get hard?”

Liam looked down at his shaft.

It was chubby, lots of blood in there, but…it wasn’t a big, old stiffie. It wasn’t a boner he could be proud of. It was only half way there.

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, here. Let me help!”

Sally used her mouth. She was good with her mouth, and she slobbered and stroked and worked him over.

But his weenie was having none of it. In fact, it seemed to get a little softer.

“What the heck?” Liam stared down at himself.

“Can you get it in?”

“I don’t know!” But he was willing to try. He was one of these guys who, if he failed, he worked harder. And when it came to sex…

He moved up between her legs and tried to insert himself.

Sally moaned. She was getting turned on. Maybe she should have given him the shot after he had satisfied her.

He pushed, he guided, he did everything he could, and finally it slipped in. Sort of.

It was like one of those big air tubes guys they had at car dealerships. A motor pushes air up a big tube and the tube, with outstretched arms and goofy grins, wiggles and waggles and just when it looks like it’s going to blow all the way up…it bends and slumps and falls.

“Heysoos,” grunted Sally, getting irritated.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Too much liquor.”

“Not enough caffeine,” she corrected.

But she knew it was neither. It was too much depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.

Liam’s month had started, and it started with a bang. Or, rather…a bangless.

The next morning Liam awoke. He stared at the ceiling. He had the dry taste of whiskey in his mouth, and he thought about his failure of the night before.

He never failed to get hard. If there were three things you could count on it was he’d forget their anniversary, he’d never win the lottery, and his dick would never fail to get hard.

But now he had. Failed, that is.

His balls felt full to the touch, but his cock…it just wasn't…he got up and went to the bathroom.

He stood in front of the porcelain throne and held his penis and peed.

His dick was a little hard from the morning woodie, but as soon as he drained his urine this peeny went soft.

Real soft. Shrinky soft like it did when he went swimming too long.

Normally he was a good seven inches. When he was swimming pool shrinky he was about as big as a thumb.

He stared at his dong dismally.

The funny thing was that he still felt horny.

Just…his dingus wouldn’t go along with it.

“Well that’s sure a disappointment,” Sally entered the bathroom and chuckled at the sight of his mini dick.

“Yeah, well….forget it.”

He returned to the bedroom and dressed.

“Hey, sorry,” she called from the bathroom. “It’s just that you’ve never failed me before. Oh, crap. I didn’t mean it to sound that harsh.”

“That’s okay,” he said in an even tone. “I like being emasculated. Feels real good.”

She finished her ablutions and walked across the bedroom towards him. She reached into his pants and held his little thing. “Sorry, honey. But just think about how hard and true this little piece of meat has been. Just ‘cause a guy can’t get it up once doesn’t mean I should insult you.

She squeezed it, tugged it, went for his balls.

His penis, of course, didn’t react, but all his nerves did.

“God, that feels good!” he moaned.

Sally smiled, kissed him. She could tell he was getting horny. And he would get hornier and hornier, but…Mr. Happy wasn't going to be getting happy.

She finally let him go, sat down on the bed and watched him finish dressing.

He was not a muscular man. He had a great weenie, when it worked, but…his body was slender.

She smiled. If he had tits his body would almost be feminine.

“I’ll pick up a donut on the way,” he said, and kissed her good by. A moment later she heard the sound of his car backing out of the garage, then zipping down the street.

Sally smiled and laid back on the bed. She was naked. She felt good.

She was pretty sure that Liam would experience a bit of anger when he found out the joke she had played on him, but he would get over it.

And she thought about his body again. Slender, lacking muscles, long, brown hair…she blinked.

Her vagina was wet. What the heck? Then she realized that his condition had excited her.

Of course it had. They had made out, twice including the night previous, and he had gotten her all roiled up…and left her high and dry.

She frowned. That was going to have to change. He was going to have to get her off from now on. Especially since he couldn't get it up.

No reason she should suffer just because he did.

That thought, so twisted, brought a smile to her face. She leaned down to the dresser and opened it up. She selected a big dildo with a vibrating head. She lay back and started teasing herself, rubbing her nipples with her fingers, sliding the big vibrator up her slit and onto her clit.

Oh, yes!

“Unnnh!” She groaned. And “Unnnh….unnnnh….unnnh!”

Then she came, hard, and collapsed.

Yes, this was going to work out just fine.

Liam worked as a car salesman. He actually didn’t own a car because he could always drive one from the dealership. Saved him a lot of money.

And he made a lot of money.

Most people think that new cars are the pot of gold when it comes to money and profit and such.

Actually, the used cars—pardon, the ‘pre-owned’ cars—were where the money was.

So he drove onto the lot, parked his car in the front and put a big sign on it: Driven by a little, old lady!

He snickered as he headed for the showroom. Yeah, if that little old lady had a lead foot and could outrun the cops.

He entered the showroom, high fived a couple of the fellows, and headed for his office.

In his office he checked out the list of cars sold. He didn’t want to try to sella. car that had already moved off the lot.

Then he called up the car trader on the internet and perused. He looked for prices mostly, just to stay ahead of the game. He liked to have as much info at his fingertips as he could.

He—felt a strange feeling in his chest.

He blinked.

It was like a golden feeling, a rod electrified, not by electricity, but by just a happy, warm feeling.

Good. He looked to feel good.

But his balls felt…stimulated. They felt full, buzzing, ready to go.

It was the height of horniness, but his cock didn’t move.

It just lay in his underpants, a slug. Sensitive to the Nth, more sensitive than it should have been, but it didn’t stir.

He gave a little moan at one point. He thought about going into the bathroom and stroking one out, but…it wasn't getting hard.

It was just…laying there.

And the feeling in his chest was intensifying. He felt like somebody was hitting him with a happy stick, and his heart was pounding and his chest was throbbing and…he felt so good.

That was the moment the idea of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate flitted across his mind.

He never felt like this, except after a six pack, or half a bottle of whiskey.

He sat back. He couldn’t fight, even if he wanted to, so he just sat back and enjoyed it.

His face was flushed, his nipples were hard!

But…no boner.

“Hey! Liam! Customers!” One of the other salesmen called to him from the next cubicle over.

He pushed himself to his feet and headed out to the lot.

He was smiling, feeling that incredible rush, wondering if this was the effect of that shot, and…”Hey folks!”

His manner was so relaxed, so happy and full of charm, that the couple smiled.

They were looking for a car and…he sold them one. Just like that.

Sure, it was the right one for them, he was that rarity, an honest salesman, but…usually people hemmed and hawed, wanted to calla. friend who knew about these models, and then they wanted to play hardball, leave the lot, yadda yadda yadda.

But he was so honest and forthcoming, and so obviously happy, they bought the car. Just like that.

He turned them over to the finance manager for the paperwork, and headed back to his office.

“Liam to the lot, please.”

Hunh. Going to be a busy day.

And it was.

And he made sale after sale, laughing and joking and feeling that wonderful lightening like lance of pleasure shooting through his chest.

Say, maybe that shot was good for something after all.

Sally was horny.

She had gotten herself off that morning, and that had not calmed down the fire within.

She wasn’t normally this horny, but she knew what was causing it.

Denial.

In giving Liam that shot she had caused herself to be denied. And if there was one truth to the human condition it was this: tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it.

And she wanted it. Really wanted it. All day long she was so wet she squooshed when she walked.

She went shopping and wondered if she was leaving a snail trail of pussy juice.

She met with a few of the girls for lunch and fidgeted on her chair.

Was she really trying to rub one off on a cafe seat?

She was. She just wanted to cum again. There was no reason to be denied, even if her husband was.

She was a woman, dammit! And women have rights!

She drove, and found herself staring at men on the street.

She was a true blue wife, but every woman, and that included true blue wives, wondered what kind of a package a man had.

Normally she wondered by the way. Now she was staring and licking her lips.

But she had cum hard that morning!

She headed for the clinic where she worked a couple of hours in the afternoon. She didn’t have to work, but she liked to work. Besides, if her marriage ever went bad she wanted to have up to the minute skills so she could hit the ground running.

Not that she ever wanted a divorce.

Liam was a catch. He was a good salesman, he was kind and tender, and he actually made an effort to remember their anniversary. He failed, of course, but at least he tried.

How many woman could say that of their husbands?

Walking into the clinic, however, was like an exercise in deep breathing and sweats, and for the first time she understood why men tried to play baseball in their head to slow down their desire to have an orgasm.

She passed young male nurses in their prime. Hunky, young men. And doctors. Some of the younger ones were ripe, and she wanted them.

Damn! This wasn't right! She was married! She couldn’t live like this. She could go on lusting after every man she saw just because she wasn’t getting laid.

And, it burst open her: this was only the first day!

Sally arrived home first, and she beelined for the bedroom. She got out the trusty, old vibrator again, and she wore out the batteries.

Well, it didn’t have batteries. It had a cord. But if it had batteries she would have worn it out!

As it is, she probably caused an energy shortage in town.

After getting herself off she staggered out to the kitchen and started on dinner. Efficient, she had it done by the time Liam got home.

“Honey1” he burst out as he burst in through the door. “I don’t know what was in that shot you gave me, but I made more sales today than I ever had! This one day will make me top salesman of the month!”

Sally turned, one hand braced on the counter as heat surged through her groin. “Oh?” That was all she managed to say.

“I mean, it really does make me happy. I feel like I’ve got goodness and light shafting up my chest.”

Shafting? Did he say shafting? Sally nearly swooned.

“It made me so happy, and the customers just laid down for me and spread their wallets.”

Laid down…spread their… Sally felt weak. She wished he’d stop using such sexually suggestive words. Her groin was damp and she wanted to get off.

“And I owe it all to that little shot you gave me.”

Sally raised a fist to her mouth and bit her knuckles.

“Honey? Are you all right? You’ve got a funny look on your face.”

“Are you…do you…have a boner?”

He blinked and his eyes slitted a little.

“No. I mean, I’m horny enough to, but…why?”

And Sally broke. She lowered her head, slumped her shoulders, and said, “Liam, I have a confession to make.”


Part Two

“I’m not going to get a boner for a month?” Liam cried out, stunned, shocked, and almost falling over.

“I’m sorry, honey! I thought it would be a good joke! You’re such a cocksman, and…I thought it would be funny!” Sally sat at the table, crying, beseeching, begging for understanding.

“You attack me right in the manhood and think it’s funny?”

“I did, but now I see it wasn’t funny.”

Liam undid his pants and pulled them down. He held his limp cock in his hand. “Sorry, buddy. This is what happens when you put women in charge.”

“But it’s not that bad!”

“It’s not? Pardon me, but did your hole suddenly get sewn up and useless?”

“But you’re making sales! You’re getting rich! And it’s the depot medroxyprogesterone acetate!”

“Maybe. Or maybe I just had a good day.”

“And you’ll have a good day tomorrow! Just wait, you’ll make tons of money and you can thank me.”

He went to the cabinet, got down the liquor, made a drink, drank the whole thing, and turned to her. “We were doing well before, and if I had a choice in the matter…I’d like to have my dick back.”

“It will come back! A month will pass and your penis will be up and roaring once again! And I’ll never refuse you sex ever, never, not if I live to be a thousand.”

Liam hiccuped. He poured himself another drink. His penis was still hanging out of his pants. Except, it wasn’t really hanging.

He looked down sadly. “It’s shrinking. Even if it does come back, how do I know it will be the full seven inches again? What if it stays like this? Gee, just think. I’ll have a one inch boner. Can you get off on that?”

“But I’ve told you I’m sorry, and…”

And the talk went on.

The next day Liam went to work, and he was pleasantly surprised to find that he had that same golden glow shooting up the center of his chest.

It was like he was high, but with all his senses intact.

He went into his cubicle, opened the computer, and thought about the fight he had had the night before.

It had been a doozy. It had gone on for hours, Sally begging for forgiveness, and him just getting more and more riled up.

Well, what did she expect?

“Liam to the lot,” the loudspeaker blared.

He jumped up, headed through the dealership, and as soon as he stopped thinking about Sally and her stupid joke…he was fine.

That golden glow enveloped him, he was happy, he was charming, and…he made a sale.

And another one.

By three o’clock that afternoon he was up to yesterday’s total, and it was obvious he had the magic touch.

He was almost giddy with success.

All he had to do was stop thinking about his limp dick.

Just let the shot have its effect, and go on about his business.

Then he wasn’t so mad at Sally. Sure, she had goofed, but he was feeling so mellow and charged up with goodness, and, like she said, he was making money. Lots of it.

He usually made a thousand a week. Now he was making a week’s salary in a day, and that meant if he worked seven days he’d make almost  $50,000!

And he’d even get bonuses!

Then he realized that they’d have to bring in more cars for him to sell.

At the end of his shift he went in and spoke to Jim Perkins, who was in charge of getting used cars.

“Hey, Jim. Are we going to have trouble stocking used cars?”

Jim grinned. “Yep, lots of it, but if you keep selling then I’ll handle it. That’s my job, after all.”

As he left Jim’s office Tuck Fowling tracked him down. He was one of the big bosses, and he congratulated Liam on his sales.

“How you doing it?”

“I just have a good feeling these days.”

“Well, keep it up. You get rich we all get rich.”

Man, with the mark up on cars, that was the truth!

Sally had spent the day crying. When she wasn’t on her back on the bed and plunging the vibrator into her pussy.

What a mess she’d made of things! Why had she ever thought robbing her husband of his manhood was funny?

It wasn’t funny to him, and it certainly wasn’t funny to her!

Of course, if he could get over his anger with her then it might not be bad.

She did enjoy her big, old plastic Peter.

The fact was that she enjoyed the dildo more than she did regular sex.

There was no white mess to clean up. She didn’t have to sleep in a wet spot. The dildo never missed the right place in her vagina, it knew exactly what she needed and when.

She sighed, and fixed dinner, and groaned when she heard the car in the garage. But when Liam entered he was in a good mood.

“Hello, honey!” He grabbed her, whirled around, and planted a big old smoocheroonie on her lips.

She felt instant relief. “You’re not still mad?”

“Of course I am. I’m furious. But it’s hard to stay mad when you feel good and you’re making money.

“Oh, thank goodness!” And she made him a drink, then, in between fixing dinner she sat on his lap and kissed him and kissed him and kissed him.

And all would have been well, except that, as the month passed, Liam noticed that he was getting out of shape.

Nothing big, at first. Just a little flab on his waist and his chest, and he didn’t feel quite so strong.

He was having to really grunt to push that stupid garage door shut.

But he didn’t think much of it until one morning, when he was getting dressed.

His underwear was on the right, Sally’s was on the left.

His were BVDs, ill shaped, especially now that his dick was minuscule, and…uncomfortable.

His weenie was so little it poked out and was rubbed by the material.

He looked at her underwear.

Silky, satiny, stretchy.

His was built to contain.

Hers was built according to the curve of the body. Nothing to contain. And now he had nothing, so to speak, to contain.

He picked up a pair of white panties. A little patch of absorbing material on the bottom. Wouldn’t be in the right spot, but…so what? If he leaked, or didn’t shake his weenie off enough after peeing, he could just fold up a little square of toilet paper.

He chuckled. A home made diaper. No, a sort of panty liner. For a man. Hunh!

“Go ahead.”

He turned and found Sally watching him.

“Oh, I don’t know.” He started to put them back.

“Why not?”

He stopped.

“They’ve got to be more comfortable than your tighty whiteys.”

He thought: Maybe I should.

“I won’t mind. It’ll be an excuse for me to buy some more.”

So he did.

He stepped into the leg holes and snugged the panties up.

They felt good. Real good. It felt like his bottom was in the hand of. a form fitting glove.

“Hunh!” she grunted. “They actually look good on you.”

“They do?”

“Oh, yeah. Look in the mirror.”

He stepped in front of the full length mirror and examined himself.

He had a slender body, and the panties wouldn’t have fit that well, except that he had gained a little fat in his but and around his sides.

Oddly, he didn’t have love handles, just the swelling in his. waist.

And in his chest.

For the first time he really examined his chest.

It was growing. But only in two places. His pectorals were getting a little larger. just like boobs, but that was ridiculous.

Men don’t get boobs.

He was going to have to watch what he ate. Cut down the carbs, maybe do a little exercising.

On the bed Sally was stifling a blink. Oh, my God! He’s got boobs! But she wisely said nothing. She just got up and went to him and put her arms around him. She hugged him, but didn’t grope him. She just pressed against his boobs with her forearms and felt him.

Yes. Those were boobs. They weren’t just fat from rich foods and too little exercising. Those were the real things.

Even the nipples were getting larger.

She couldn’t help it.

She turned him and pressed a hand against his groin. She pressed his flatness into his body, and she put her mouth on his nipple.

“Oh!”

“What?”

“I just felt something.” He rubbed his chest. The chest who’s nipple she had sucked.

“What did it feel like?”

“It was like that warm feeling in my chest, but it was sharper, almost painful, and it went from my nipple through my body to my cock.”

She stood back. “Maybe your dick is coming back?” She was surprised when the thought didn’t please her.

“You think so?”

His face held a grin, but it was a nervous grin. A not entirely happy grin.

“Maybe. Probably.”

“Oh.” His voice a mix of excited and disappointed.

“What? Don’t you want to stick that big hog into me?”

He grinned at that, a real grin. But it was immediately shadowed by a lessening of happiness.

And Sally was struck by the thought: He doesn’t want his dick back!

“Just in time,” she teased carefully. “I thought I was going to have to give you one of my bras.”

He laughed. A nervous laugh. “I don’t think so.”

But now the idea was there.

As the weeks passed Liam would open the underwear drawer and get out panties, and he would look at her bras with a strange mix of dread, apprehension, and eagerness.

Time passed, and so did the seasons. Summer turned to fall, and Liam’s chest continued to grow.

And his cock didn’t stand up.

He was happy, and he was making money, but now he was going to have to confront the fact that his body was changing.

He was looking at Sally’s brassieres more and more, and realizing that he was going to either get his boner back, or put on a bra.

Put on a bra. The thought disturbed him, and it excited him. It made the golden glow in his chest brighter, more filling.

He was starting to understand the connection in a way, but it would take a trip to the doctor’s to bring it all to light.

“Well, Liam,” the doctor was a stodgy, old man who actually cared about his patients. “What have you been taking?”

“What do you mean?” His heart was sinking.

“Your estrogen levels are sky high. Your testosterone is low. That’s causing your body to feminize. Are you transitioning?”

Liam forced himself to come clean. “My wife played a joke on me. She gave me depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.”

The doc blinked. “That’s a pretty harsh joke.”

“Tell me about it.”

“And since you took that substance you’ve been changing.”

“Yes.”

“Feel more energy? Happier?”

Liam tilted his head. “Why, yes.”

“That’s because your sexual drive is being rerouted. You can’t expend your semen, and all that energy is being used by your body.”

“To make me happier? To work longer hours? That sort of thing?”

“It puts you permanently in the excitation phase of sex.”

“So how do I get everything back to normal.”

The doc sat down on a swivel stool and considered Liam. “Liam, do you recall what the package your shot came in looked like?”

“Sure. It was a plastic on cardboard package. There was a purple band in one corner with the word ‘one’ on it.”

“One.”

“Yeah. One month.”

The doctor nodded. “I hate to tell you this, Liam, but I have bad news, and I have bad news.”

Liam stared at the doctor.

“The bad news is that the purple band one stood for one year.”

“One…year?” He felt dizzy.

“Yes.”

“And what’s the other bad news?”

The doctor sighed. “That product was recalled. Apparently the one year was not always an accurate assessment. Sometimes it lasts…longer.”

“It…does.”

The doc nodded.

The funny thing was that when the doctor told Liam this the golden glow inside his chest seemed to glow even harder.

“Hey, honey,” he entered the house and kissed Sally. then he walked on back to the bedroom.

Sally, feeling his mood, followed him.

“What did the doctor say?”

“The ‘one’ on the package of the shot you gave me…it stood for one year.”

Sally’s mouth dropped open. “So you’re going to be…”

“I’m going to be feminized for a year.” He spoke in a tone of wonder. “But that’s not the kicker.”

She waited.

He looked at her. “That product was recalled. Apparently it was too strong, and the effects…they last longer.”

“Longer than a year. Oh, my God!” Sally blubbered. She went into his arms and cried. “What have I done?”

Liam let her cry for awhile, then he moved her back. He said, in a weak but determined voice, “I’ll try that bra on now.”

Sobbing, but drying her eyes, Sally went to the dresser drawer. She took out a pair of panties and a bra. Brand new and still in the package.

“I bought these with you in mind. I don’t know why, but…maybe I just sensed it.”

He reached his hand out.

“Better take a shower first, and get rid of all that hair.”

Liam stood up and went into the bathroom. “Can I use your Nair?”

“Yes.”

He picked up the pink and white bottle and read the directions. Apply, leave on for fifteen, rinse. Sounded easy.

He followed the directions, and Sally came in and helped him apply the Nair to hard to reach places.

He stood in the bathroom and felt so weird.

He looked down at his cock. It was so small now, it looked almost like a clitoris. He rubbed it. He felt it. His balls were shrunken, too.

Oddly, they felt full. He wasn’t producing much testosterone, but what little he was producing was staying in his body, in his balls.

The Nair started to burn so he stepped into the shower and began rinsing it off.

He stared at the tile floor as little strands of hair washed off his body and circled the drain.

Circled the drain. His masculinity was circling the drain.

How much did he care?

He was feeling golden, and he was getting rich.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off.

Sally helped him, and she dried his tiny weeny off. “It really is small,” she observed, and she couldn’t keep the sadness out of her voice.

Was she doomed to a life of vibrators? Even though she liked dildos better, there was nothing like the feeling of a hot cock in her.

Liam walked into the bedroom and picked up the new bra and panty package. He let his breath out, and ripped the cellophane.

He stepped into the new panties, and they felt like new panties should, soft and clingy and nice.

Then he put on the bra.

It was a perfect fit, and he realized how much his boobs had grown.

They were serious C cups. Maybe D cups. His chest, while not muscular, was wider than a woman’s. His boobs were positioned on the width, and…he needed bigger boobs if he was going to look more natural.

More like a woman.

He remembered what the doctor had asked. Are you transitioning?

Was he?

It looked like he might be.

He was just going to have to come to grips with it.

He wasn’t scared, but that was because he hadn’t grown up with hidden desires to be female. Hadn’t had his desires suppressed and squashed.

Nervous, sure.

But…he could handle people.

“Your body really is female,” whispered Sally.

“How about my face?”

She nodded. “Yes, it’s getting there. That shot must be changing everything in you. But I can help, too.”

“How?”

“Have a seat.” She indicated her vanity table.

For a long moment Liam was unsure, even undecided. while things in reality were moving slowly, in his mind they were a rocket ride.

He moved to the chair, started to sit, and his legs gave way.

She stood behind him, one hand on his shoulder, then she stooped a bit and curled a hand around one of his boobs.

“I’ll fix this,” she said softly. “I’ll take you the rest of the way.”

She started by brushing his hair. He kept it clean with shampoo and conditioner, and it was in good shape. It reacted well when she brushed it, teased it, and curled it under. She gave him a bob, and whispered, “It’s going to be beautiful when it grows out.”

He was holding his breath, and the golden glow in his chest was brighter than ever.

She cleansed his face using little sponges. She removed the dirt from his pores and his skin never felt cleaner. It felt like it had been stretched, and it was alive.

She applied the make up in steps, explaining everything. In just a short couple of hours he received a lifetime of training in shadows and eyes, lipstick and foundation.

And all the time he felt so full of energy that he was afraid he might explode.

When Sally was done she asked him to select a dress.

He went into her closet and gazed at all the dresses. He studied the materials, the cuts, the feel of the materials under his hands.

She spoke of how to coordinate colors, how to select an outfit that would match his make up. how to choose shoes that would go with his dress.

When they were done he was wearing a dark dress, a greyish color that had a sheen to it, and a broad, white stripe that circled once around his body.

She handed him shoes.

High heels. Spikes. Black, patent leather. His toes were exposed, and Sally said, “We need to paint your toes and fingers, and you need to wear nylons. But that’s good enough for now. At least you can see what you look like.

He stared in a mirror and his heart was thudding.

He was a woman. And not an ugly one.

Seeing his red lips he wanted to purse them, put them on display.

Seeing the way his boobs thrust forward, he wanted bigger ones.

Then he had a thought. “Take a picture.”

Sally retrieved her camera and began snapping pictures. Picture after picture, posing, presenting himself in different ways.’ Then they went to the computer and downloaded the shots.

He selected a picture, then chose another picture, of himself as a man. He printed them both out, looked at them, then turned to Sally. “Take me to work.”

“But it’s late. They’re closed.”

“I have keys, and I don’t want to drive, at least not yet. Not in these heels.”

But what are you going to do?”

He smiled.

He had keys, and he let them in a side door. He touched the keypad and dis-armed the alarm system.

Sally followed him as he walked across the floor. “I still don’t understand.”

He led her up stairs to the break room. He picked up a couple of tacks from a secretaries desk on the way, and he tacked both pictures next to each other on the bulletin board. He put a blank sheet of paper under them, and wrote at the top of that paper:

Vote on which one you would like to see.

Liam led his wife out of the dealership. “I’m not going to work tomorrow, and I’ll come see what the vote is tomorrow night when everybody is gone.”

The next day they lazed around, Liam getting used to being female in appearance.

The phone rang a few times, but Liam knew it would be people from work, and he didn’t answer it.

He did call his boss that afternoon, and they had a long conversation about dress codes and…government statistics.

Apparently the government wanted businesses to hire trans people.

That was a relief to Liam, as he wasn’t sure how management would react to his survey, let alone the idea of him transitioning.

They sat around the pool, Liam wearing a bikini for the first time, and sipped whiskey.

At one point Sally excused herself and went into the computer room. She locked the door and told Liam to go away when he knocked.

Puzzled, Liam went away, and when he asked her what she was doing later, she just smiled and refused to enlighten him.

That night they went to the dealership again, and Liam used his key and they went to look at the survey.

Liam took the photos and the blank sheet of paper down. It wasn’t blank anymore. It was heavy with writing.

Somebody had drawn a line down the center and labeled each half of the paper with ‘male’ and ‘female.’

At first they thought the ‘election’ had gone fifty fifty, pro and con, for and against. But when they looked closer they realized the female votes were ten to one, in favor of him being female.

All the secretaries signed up for female. Most of the guys did, and a few of them left remarks.

‘As long as you keep sales up!’ that was from Jim, the general manager.

Some wag had written, ‘Just don’t try to get in my pants.’

And, of course, some fool had drawn a picture of a penis squirting.

They returned home, and they were happy.

Almost.

“So it looks like you’re going to be going to work as a woman tomorrow.”

“Looks like,” he agreed.

They entered the house.

“Liam, we need to talk.”

He turned to her. “Uh oh.”

“No, it’s not one of those talks. This is serious stuff.”

“And me not doing the dishes to your satisfaction isn’t?”

“Let’s go into the bedroom and had a sit down.”

That was sort of code for ‘Let’s go fuck.’

But he didn’t have a tool for fucking anymore.

They sat down on the bed and she cupped his breast and kissed him. It was a passionate kiss. It was soul searching and lit up the lights.

Except that he didn’t have any lights to be lit.

He drew back, breathless. “I appreciate that, but what am I supposed to do about that.”

“Fuck me,” she said, looking him straight in the eye.

“With what?”

She reached under the bed and pulled out a bag. In the bag was a strap on with a penis in it. She stood him up and buckled it around his hips.

“I was reading on the internet, and this is how you’re going to get sex.”

“Wow,” he said, staring at the way his plastic penis jutted out. He couldn’t even see his old, shrunken one.

She lay back on the bed and beckoned to him. “I need you, honey. I’m sorry for what I did to you.”

“I’m not.”

“You know what I mean. I love you being female, but the loss of your weenie…I’m sorry.”

He smiled, “I’m not.”

She studied him closely, then held his face, kissed him and said, “Do me. Do me like you used to.”

The next half hour was bliss.

He had forgotten what it was like to be in control. The odd thing was that even though he was in control, he was the fuckor and not the fuckee, he didn’t feel like he was really in control.

He was apart from it, he was staring down at her, fucking her, but totally removed from the action.

And, oh, Lord, did it make him horny.

To do it and not feel it was the ultimate tease.

Tease and deny.

And, has been stated, tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it all the more.

Finally, he pulled out, and she lay, gasping, her eyes dazed from all the rolling up she had done.

“How was it?” he asked, laying to one side.

“Amazing,” she managed. “And now you’re going to find out.”

“What?”

She turned to him. “Take off the strap on and give it to me.”

Moving slowly, feeling things change within, understanding that he was entering a new real, he took off the thing and handed it to her.

“You want it on all fours?” she grinned, “Like a doggie bitch?”

She buckled the straps and stroked her weenie.

“I don’t know,” he answered. “I don’t know what to think.”

And it was obvious that he didn’t. His eyes were glazed and his moves were halting.

“All fours it is.”

She slapped his ass and he crawled onto the bed.

She helped him get in the right position, then she moved forward and lubed him up.

Liam groaned as she showed him what it felt like to have his ass touched. Within a few minutes she had extra fingers in him, and she was pushing the lube into him.

“Heysoos,” he muttered, and he began to grind his ass back, trying to get more sensation into his rectum.

“Okay, honey, if you relax there will be very little pain. If you fight it it’s going to hurt.”

She spent a lot of time rubbing him, massaging him, talking sweetly and softly.

By the time she put it into him he was ready, and he collapsed and she stayed with him, drove into him, and for the first time in a half a year he felt true sexual impulses.

Not the shadow of throbbing, potent though they were, but the real thing.

He felt the commanding entry, his resulting submission.

He felt how she took control and made him obey.

And, suddenly, he felt the explosion.

It was more intense than a normal orgasm, and longer.

He felt himself crying out, and he felt his semen leave him, drain onto the bed.

And she murmured into his ear, “I guess you get the wet spot tonight.”

And he said the only thing he could. “Yes, dear.”

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


The Lesbian Kiss!

Made into a female,

he couldn’t say no!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Poor Art, he is a total horn dog.

I mean, no woman can satisfy a horn dog, right?

Except his wife and her friend come up with an idea…just make Art into a woman, and satisfy him the way a woman gets satisfied.

Oh, yeah. That’s going to do it all right.

Go on, find out what they do to Art, and if you’re a man…shiver.

They might come for you next!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You won’t believe this place!” Art gripped the wheel excitedly and guided the car through a series of twisty turns.

He was driving an Ariel Atom, not much more than a cage on wheels, but with a big motor that took him right up the hills.

Julie gripped the edge of her seat and held on.

She was a beautiful woman. Proud in the bust, long in the hair, a pert face with plump, red lips. She brushed her hair out of her face and said, “You want to slow down a bit?”

He grinned at her, and did slow down. About one mile an hour.

“Sorry, babe, but this is my kind of driveway.

Julie looked up the hill, and through the trees she could see a large structure.

“We’re certainly out there. You sure you want to be this far from town?

“Absolutely. I work off the internet, we’ll have all the privacy we want, and…baby,” he leered at her, “I want some serious privacy.”

Julie soughed. Yeah privacy. What he meant was that he wanted sex.

They rounded a corner that had a big boulder overhanging, dipped into a small valley, then shot up and around the final few curves.

“You know,” she said, her knuckles white as the car slithered through the bends, “I might not want to be all alone up here.”

“So bring up your sexy friends,” more leering, “And you can always go visit your mother.”

She turned a bit in her seat and studied him.

“Honey, I know you’re a sex hound. I know you want to spend all your time playing with yourself, or having me play with you, but if you’re planning all that up here…think again.”

“Aw, come on!” But he was grinning.

“Honey, you live in a fantasy world, but you’re all alone in there. I want you to think about that before you buy this house.”

“I will,” he said, seriously. But inside he was all glee and hand springs.

The house was ensconced in a grove on the side of the hill. They could see it as they rounded the last corner, but even then, it was mostly through the treetops. Then they turned into the drive and the house burst into view.

It was old, sort of a witch house, really, but it looked like it was in good shape. The shingles were all on the roof, the sides were solid and the fireplace was recently repaired.

Even the grounds were in good shape. There was a big front lawn around which the driveway coursed. There was a big parking space to the side of the house, and a three car garage.

“It is beautiful,” Julie breathed. She was looking at the view from the front of the house.

Hundreds of miles of plains and forests and rivers.

“Does it snow up here?”

“I bought a couple of four wheel drives.”

She looked at him as he stopped the car in front of the house. “So you’re going to get me snowed in in the hopes that I’ll turn into a sex maniac, too.”

He gave her a sly grin, “Aw, shucks. And I wanted it to be a surprise.”

Julie huffed and got out of the car. She turned and looked at the view again. Lord, it was stunning. It was like living on a cloud looking out over heaven.

Art came around the car, grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the view.

“You gotta see this, babe.”

He hauled her up to the porch and pointed out the good condition of the porch.

The realtor told me this place was built by a ship’s captain a long time ago. He was a believer in craftsmanship. See how the planks are fitted? A hundred years and they are still as tight as the day they were laid.”

“It is nice.” Julie ran a hand down a column. It was smooth, not repainted a hundred times, but sanded and painted properly whenever it was painted.

“Come on,” he led the way into the house, and it was even better on the inside than the outside.

The beams were old wood, no glulams for this place. The ceiling was solid, no warping.

The walls were old, but the craftsmanship again shone through.

There wasn’t much furniture, just a sofa, a couple of rocking chairs, and a table and chairs in the dining area.

And it was large. One could stand on the second floor landing and toss paper airplanes all day.

Art led her through the house, showed her the kitchen, modern for 1960, but still shiny and functional. The back door opened on a small area, then thick woods. Across the lawn she could see a wood shed, and beside the woodshed and walking trail.

Lord, it would be soothing to live in this quiet.

“Let’s go look at the upstairs.”

She followed him, chuckled at his joy and impatience, and climbed the stairs.

There was a balcony on the front of the house, a big one, and somebody had put a big telescope, the kind one could see stars with, on one corner of the veranda. It was screwed in with a thick bolt, and it could be angled so that one could see down the mountain. From this position she could see the edge of the town. It looked like little doll houses.

She looked through the telescope for a minute, and was amazed at the detail she could discern in the far town. She could almost read the license plates on the little cars.

Next to the telescope was a door to the master bedroom, and she could see a large bed, all made up and ready to go.

“They left the bed,” she said, drily.

Art grinned. “Want to take it for a test run? A little spin around the world?”

He grabbed her and smooched, and she kissed him back for a moment, then pushed him back.

“Easy, tiger. Aren’t we supposed to meet the realtor up here?”

“Heck, we’ll see her coming.” He had one hand on her boob and was snaking the other hand up under her dress.”

She sighed, she did love sex, but he was much more in love with it than her. She liked a roll in the morning, a boff in the evening, but Art would never leave the bed if he had his druthers.

She grabbed his groin, hard, and whispered, do you really want to make me do this?” she whispered in his ear.

“Oh, fuck. Yes,” he wheezed.

She bit his ear a good one then, and he yelped, but he loved it. And they heard—

BEEP! BEEP!

She looked over the railing and saw the realtor.

Art still in her hand, groaning and turning a bit red, went with her.

She grinned, let go of him and waved.

The woman who got out of the car was a world class babe. She waved again. “I’ll be right up!”

She disappeared under the eaves and they heard the door open and close.

Julie turned to Art and gave him a level look. “Oh, ho.”

“No, no…it’s the house I’m interested in!”

“You, sir, are a bullshitter.”

“No!”

They were interrupted by the sound of high heels coming up the steps, then the realtor stepped onto the balcony.

“Hi! I’m Rhonda.”

World class didn’t begin to describe her.

She was perfectly made up, perfectly coiffed, and she had a body that would have put a porn star to shame.

Her breasts jutted out, her lips smiled a kissable smile, her blue eyes were penetrative and knowing. She knew what it took to sell a house.

Julie, however, was not put off by this. She offered her hand. “Julie, and you’ve met my Lothario.”

“I have,” Rhonda laughed gaily, shook with a firm grip, and moved into business. “So what do you think? Does this make the perfect love nest?”

Julie had to laugh. She had a feeling that Rhonda was an honest person, one she could trust. “Too perfect,” she responded.

They discussed the view, of course, and Rhonda showed her the rest of the second floor.

“I know it may seem lonely up here, but once you get used to it you’ll like it better than civilization.”

“You’ve hit my button there,” said Art. “How’s the internet access?”

They talked about that, and Art followed them around. He felt drapes and ran his hand on fixtures in the bathrooms, and kept glancing at the two women.

He loved his wife, but being in love didn’t mean not appreciating  other equally good looking women.

Julie was aware, she caught him staring in mirrors and reflections in windows, and she knew that Rhonda had to be feeling his scorching eyeballs.

They went downstairs, Art following them, his eyes tracking their movements, but trying to act nonchalant. Wisely, he didn’t do much talking. If he had he probably would have blathered a bit and revealed how smitten he was.

Or how perverted.

They entered the kitchen and discussed upgrades and tile vs wood, and Julie noticed a door in the hallway leading to the backyard. “Is that a pantry?”

Rhonda glanced at a corner of the kitchen. “It could be, but there’s a pantry right over there.

She walked to the door and opened it.

There was a short hallway, then another door.

“Well, isn’t this curious.”

“You don’t know where this leads?”

“I’ve only been up here a couple of times and never noticed it. Feel like exploring?”

“Lead on, McDuff.”

Giggling, but curious, the girls opened the second door and stared down a stairway that led down into darkness.

Rhonda felt for a light switch, found one, and flicked it.

Gloomy, yellow light illuminated the stairs, and the girls began descending.

The stairs had a wooden rail and they held to it, Art following them, and they turned through a short corridor into a large basement.

But it was more than a basement.

It was built of dark stone, very solid, and the ceiling was about eight feet up.

It was about thirty by forty, and had three separate rooms on one side. The rooms were also built of black stone, and it looked like one was a coal room, at least it had a boarded up chute in it. The other two rooms were empty.

But the most amazing thing was the bench in the center of the room.

It was wide and padded, and had little platforms on the legs.

They walked around it, and stopped.

Actually, froze.

At the far end of the bench was a small motor, a rod, and on the end of the rod was a penis.

“Oh, my,” Rhonda turned a burning shade of red.

Julie’s mouth opened in stunned surprise.

Art came around them, saw what it was, and started to laugh.

“How did you know!” he chortled. He walked to the machine and studied it. A cord was plugged into a socket that had been placed under the bench.

“I’m sorry!” Rhonda blurted.

Julie touched her arm. “Don’t be. You couldn’t have known.”

Ron was almost dancing a jig. He felt the padded bench and chuckled. He pushed the rod, turning the motor by hand, and smirked.

“I’ll have it taken out…”

“No, you won’t,” stated Art. “I’ve always wanted my own personal dungeon.”

“Art…” Julie started.

But Art was in his own fantasy land now. He looked up at the girls, a feverish look in his eyes. “Any volunteers?”

Art bought the house that day. After finding the dildo machine in the basement he couldn’t be dissuaded. And when Rhonda promised to have the machine removed, he blurted, “Not on your life!”

Oh, he was suave. He treated it like a joke, but both women knew that it was more than a joke.

Art just couldn’t hide the gleam in his eyes.

But it became a bone of contention between Art and Julie.

“When are you going to get rid of that thing?” Julie would ask.

“I’m not.”

“Why not?”

“It’s a gag. It’s like a museum piece. Anybody comes up here it’ll blow their minds.”

Julie just shook her head and walked away.

And Art followed.

“When are you going to try it out?”

She turned on him, “When are you?”

“Uh, sorry, but that thing is built for women.”

“But a man could use it.” She gave him the gimlet eye until he frowned.

But other than that one disagreement, life was good at the house on the hill.

Art was working less and making more, and Julie was puttering around the house, fixing little things, touching up the paint, and taking long walks in the woods behind the house.

And, she became fast friends with Rhonda. The two women shared interests, and every couple of days Julie would head down to the town for coffee and a chat, or Rhonda would up the hill and they would sit on the upper porch and giggle and drink wine, or take long hikes in the woods.

“What do you girls talk about?” asked Art, at one point.

“Oh, just this and that.”

“No, really. What?”

She looked around and spoke to him in a most mysterious manner, “All we talk about is how big her husband’s dick is.”

“What?”

Julie kept a straight face.

“She’s not even married.”

Julie’s mouth quirked in a sort of a grin. “Oh?”

When he went away, all grumpy-faced and with a boner, she smirked.

The only thing that bugged Art, aside from Julie’s little joke, was that he was not getting enough sex.

But, as has been said, he was a horn dog, and sex nearly every day wasn’t enough for him. And he started thinking about the machine.

He finished work early, then headed down to the basement. He liked to look at the thing. The motor still worked. t was a little old and cranky,  moved slowly and jerkily, but it was a simple matter to replace it. Then it ran at a nice pace and very smoothly.

Art wanted to see it work.

He kept talking to Julie, and one day when Rhonda showed up and Julie was still on a walk, he wondered if she would try it out.

But he was afraid to say anything.

Then came the awful day Julie picked up a yeast infection.

“Honey, I’m sorry. It’s a bad one.” She was laying in their big, poster bed, a book on her lap and a glass of wine on the side table.

“How bad?” he asked, morosely.

“The doctor said it will be a month, maybe longer.”

He sighed.

And his dick was hard.

It was the fact of being denied. Tell a man he can’t have something and he’ll want it all the more.

No sex? How was he going to live?

“Do you mind doing the shopping in town tomorrow?”

“Oh, no. Of course.”

She smiled and patted his hand. “Thank you, dear.”

So the next morning he got dressed, pulled his underpants over his hard dingus, and prepared to head down the mountain.

“Are you going to stop and have a beer?” she asked.

“Well, I hadn’t…”

“I think you should. You’ve been so great. Go ahead and have a beer, play a little pool, and give me a call when you’re on your way back.”

He smiled. He did like to play pool and drink beer, and if she was giving him permission…why not?

He kissed her, then headed down to the garage.

It was a beautiful day, no need for one of the four wheel drive trucks, so he hopped into the Atom and took off.

And almost hit Rhonda before he even got to the end of the drive.

“Whoa!” he exclaimed, skidding to a stop, angling to the right. She pulled up next to him.

He eyed her. God, she was a beautiful woman. And she always had that sparkle in her eye.

“Hey, Art.”

“Hi, Rhonda. Didn’t know you were coming up today.”

“Julie said you were going shopping and I thought I’d come up and sit with her. How’s she feeling?”

“Oh, she’s okay.”

In his mind he was wondering what Rhonda would be like in bed. He even nibbled around the idea of making a pass at her.

After all, he wasn’t getting any sex, he needed sex, if Rhonda was willing to sit by Julie in her time of need, perhaps…

“What are you grinning for?”

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking about the trip down.”

She looked at his cage on wheels. “You can have it. I like the soft ride and the sound system.”

“Too bad. Well, ta ta!”

He headed down the hill and she headed for the house.

As he rounded the corners and feathered the gas and the brake he thought more about her.

He imagined himself climbing into bed with her, what her pussy would feel like.

Halfway down the mountain he was stroking himself. He had his dick out and his hand was moving up and down, and it had been a whole day since he had squirted.

The sun was shining down, the air was crisp and cool, and he unloaded. right in the car. Almost drove off the road, but when he got to town he had a big smile.

And he had to clean up, of course, but…it had felt so good.

And he realized that for the first time in his marriage he had jacked off thinking of another woman than his wife.

That stopped him.

Oh, he had jacked off, and even to porn.

But this was to a woman he knew, who he saw in the flesh every few days.

For a second he felt guilty, but only for a second. Men are men, after all.

He headed into the diner and had breakfast. The diner was attached to the pool hall, but was usually closed in the morning. He asked if he could play a couple of games, and he did, and a couple of the townies came in, and he ended up playing till noon. then he did some shopping and headed for home.

Ice cram might melt, he though, as he goosed the Atom and burned up the asphalt.

He arrived at the house, took the groceries into the kitchen and put them away, then headed upstairs.

He walked into the bedroom and felt it right away.

Rhonda was still there.

Sex.

The air was heavy with it.

Julie smiled and greeted him, and he came to the bed and leaned down and kissed her, and…her lipstick was fresh, like she’d just put it on. And there was an aroma over the bed.

Sex.

He looked at Rhonda and smiled.

Rhonda was sitting on the settee, looking very relaxed, One arm was draped over the side, and he noticed that one button was undone.

Not a button at the top, which might be part of how she wore the dress, but a button over the belt, revealing just a little square of skin.

He looked at his wife. She was flushed.

Embarrassment?

Or…excitement?

That was the moment Art knew his wife had been unfaithful to him.

People talk about women’s intuition, and it is a real thing, but they often don’t think that men can have the same intuition. But they can, and he had it.

He felt a sinking feeling in his chest. His heart was doing a nose dive into his belly.

He covered it up wonderfully. “How’d it go this morning?”

“Oh, we’ve just been having the greatest hen chat.”

“Hen chat. I like it.”

“Did you play pool?”

“I did. And two beers.”

“Wonderful.”

She had always hated the idea of him drinking during the day. Even though she liked her wine, she didn’t think a man should drink beer in the day.

“Well, I should go,” said Rhonda, rising from her position.

Her hair was slightly mussed. Her lipstick was fresh. She looked gorgeous and…sated. She looked like a woman who had been fucked.

Art wondered then.

Even though he was hurt inside, he wondered how they did it. Did they use their mouths? Did they trib? Did they frottage themselves to a hair raising cum? Were they both naked and rolling around.

Or, maybe…his dick, so recently released, bonered up…they fisted each other.

“I’ll walk you out,” Art said.

Rhonda gave Julie a light hug and headed for the door, Art was already there, and he walked next to her down the stairs.

Walked together, her healthy breasts jiggling slightly, his cock rubbing against the material of his pants.

A man, especially a man like Art, will do anything for sex. That is just their nature.

They reached the bottom of the stairs and he put a hand on her wrist and pulled her around.

He was the same height as her. He wasn’t tall, and he wasn’t muscular, and he looked her in the eye. “You just had sex with my wife.”

She was stricken. Her eyes opened and all her cool evaporated.

She thought about denying it. She thought about slapping him. She thought about a lot of things, but, in the end, she just stood there and watched him.

Art, a man, a horny man, leaned forward about as fast as a snail travels.

She saw it coming, but she was caught.

She had been with his wife, and now…he was going to get paid.

His lips touched hers, and she held for a moment, his lips hot, hers wondering what to do.

Then, she couldn’t help herself, she kissed him back.

They parted, were breathing hard.

“I won’t fuck you,” said Rhonda. “I’m more for girls.”

“Stroke me then. Get me off.”

She hadn’t been with a man since high school, and then it hadn’t been the most wonderful experience.

Men were pushy, demanding, and she preferred the softness of girls.

But he had managed to occupy that space of just standing there, not pushing, and yet desperately demanding.

Hesitantly, now curious, she reached into his pants.

He gave a sigh, ended with a gulp, and she felt a man’s penis for the first time in a dozen years.

It was thick and hard. It was throbbing, and she became very interested.

She held a man in the palm of her hand.

He was nervous and twitching and…she had never seen a man so desperate in her life.

Back and forth went her hand, a bit confined in his pants, but he didn’t mind.

He fucked her hand, his eyes half closed.

She stopped.

He whined and opened his eyes.

She started, and he closed his eyes again.

She stopped, and she giggled.

“Oh, please!” he whispered.

She had him right where she wanted him. Right on the edge. About to erupt, but unable to. Not unless she gave him the go ahead.

She stroked him. Stopped. Stroked him.

He was leaking pre-cum like a champ now, and he was gulping convulsively.

He was a helpless, little boy in her hand, and she thoroughly enjoyed the power she held over him.

“Then she stopped, took her hand out of his pants, and watched him.

He started to lift his arms. He wanted to grab her, to kiss her, to…screw her.

but there was something big and fierce and scared in him.

Was it because he was afraid he would be untrue to his wife?

Was it because he was afraid of the woman who held him, literally, in the palm of her hand?

Was it something else? Something deep and dark in his psyche?

She leaned towards him, whispered in his ear. “I’m going to visit Julie on Friday. Stay in town longer, and maybe I’ll get you off when you get back. Maybe. If you’re a good, little ass kissing boy.”

She gripped his face, fingers on his cheeks, and kissed him then. A long, slow, soft, lingering kiss. The kind that men die for.

It was a lesbian kiss.

She moved back from him, let go of his face.

He was trembling, his eyes soft and begging.

“By the way,” she said, picking up her purse from the table in the foyer. “She doesn’t have a yeast infection.”

“What?” It came out like a soft puff of air.

“She just wants me, not you.”

“But…” but there was nothing he could say. He was caught. In her web, in his own web.

Laughing, she patted his face and headed out the door.

Art was shattered, but not necessarily in a bad way.

His mind was in little pieces that couldn’t come together.

His cock was harder than it had ever been in his life.

God! What just happened? he thought.

He stumped into the kitchen, listened to the start of her car, the receding of the motor as she headed down the drive.

He reached for the bourbon, put ice in a glass, then bourbon and a splash of Coke. He drank, a big gulp, then placed the glass on the counter along with his other hand. He stood, braced, and found that he was shivering.

What did I just do?

But he knew.

He had been untrue to his wife.

Sure, it was after she had been untrue to him, but, still…

He drank again, and looked out the window over the sink.

A pair of deer were at the edge of the woods. They were grazing, and one looked up and looked directly at him.

Holy fuck!

Then he started thinking about the complications.

Was his wife a lesbian?

Were they going to get a divorce?

Was she going to keep Rhonda as a booty call?

Or—and this really tuned him up—would she keep him as the booty call?

But, he realized, he might not be anybody’s booty call. After all, if she was going to be a lesbian, that didn’t mean she was going to be wanting to fuck him. As much…or maybe not at all.

He took another glug. The glass was almost empty, and even though it wasn’t much alcohol, it was enough fast enough that he felt a surge of dizziness.

And he thought of a life where he wasn’t allowed to cum. Where he was kept as a plaything for two women who loved each other, and him as a slave.

“Oh, fuck. Oh fuck,” he whispered to himself.

He took a last glug, drained the glass, and turned and walked out of the kitchen, across the big room, and up the stairs.

He didn’t have a plan, he wasn’t planning to ‘have it out’ with Julie. He was just…walking.

But in his mind there must have been something, because he walked up to the bedroom, then he stopped. Right outside the door. He didn’t go in. He just stood there. He could hear a sigh, and a rustle of bed sheets.

He turned around and walked down the stairs, back to the kitchen, and into the pantry.

The pantry, with the second door. Through the second door and down the steps, clicking the light on on the way.

He walked across the basement and sat down on the bench. He was sideways, and the rubbery penis was pointed at his thigh.

He looked at it.

How often had it been used?

The old motor looked used.

Had it been the main thing in a love affair between…a man and a woman? Two women?

Or, this made him shiver, had a woman just made a man lay down and turned it on.

He could see it, the man groaning, his legs spread and lubricant dripping.

The woman controlling the speed, milking him.

Did they fuck beyond the machine? Or was this the man’s sole source of sex?

He sighed, slowly calming down.

Here, in the basement, he was coming back to himself. He was recovering from his knowledge of his wife and her affair, and from the feel of Rhonda’s hand teasing him mercilessly.

What should he do?”

Should he charge upstairs and accuse his wife?

Should he move out and divorce her?

But, now, because of his dalliance, no matter that he didn’t penetrate and didn’t even cum, he was as guilty of her.

He was, in his heart, a cheater.

He had been willing. He would have laid down with Rhonda in a second.

A half a second.

In his mind he had already laid down with her.

And she was coming back on Friday.

Coming back to fuck his wife and…what was she going to do to him?

That she would do something he knew. It was in her eyes, in her personality. It was in her grin as she contemplated him…a horny, little boy, unable to control himself.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, his life suddenly careening and out of control.

Upstairs, Julie went out to the porch. She stood in her peignoir, feeling the light breeze sooth her fevered body.

She hadn’t intended to make love to Rhonda, but…maybe she had.

At least, when the opportunity presented itself she had gone with it.

And, why had she lied about having a yeast infection?

She didn’t hate Art. In fact, she loved him, but she had other inclinations.

From the first moment when she had seen Rhonda she had felt sexual excitement.

The crude term, Rhonda made her wet.

And the way that woman had made love!

They had kissed and kissed each other down there. They had tribbed, and finally finger fucked.

And it had been great!

It had been the most intense orgasm of her life, and when it was done she didn’t want to let go of Rhonda. She just wanted to hold her in her arms, forever, and never leave her bed.

She suddenly understood why Art was a horn dog.

Standing on the balcony she stared over the land, and down at the town.

If she had looked through the telescope she could have seen Rhonda’s car enter town.

She wondered how Rhonda felt about everything.

And, she wondered what she was going to do with Art.

She loved him, but…then there was sex with Rhonda.

What would she do?

What was she going to do?

One thing was sure, she was going to have to come clean with Art.

She couldn’t live a life with her emotions so conflicted.

And she wondered if he could adapt to a life living with her, but never having her.

That almost made her cry, because she knew what a horn dog he was.

Standing, feeling the breeze cut through her peignoir, ripple it against her body, her nipples sticking out in lust, she lowered her head and a tear dropped on the railing.

What would she do?


Part Two

It took a couple of days before Art and Julie finally got together and talked. For that two days they avoided each other, spoke in monosyllables, and moped.

It was, after all, the end of their marriage.

At least, the end of their marriage as they knew it.

When they did talk it was mostly because Rhonda was coming up the following day.

“What do you want to do,” asked Art. She was sitting on the balcony and he came out and stood next to her.

She knew what he meant.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you love her?”

“Heysoos,” she muttered. “We had sex one time. That doesn’t a relationship make.”

“Do you want a divorce?” he asked, as if he hadn’t heard her.

She looked up at him. “Do you?” she noticed that he had a bulge in his pants.

Good, old, horny hubby.

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

Silence.

Then: “Do you want me to go to town tomorrow?”

She nodded. She had a tear creeping into her eye, but she nodded.

“Okay.” He turned and walked back into the bedroom.

That night they slept in the same bedroom, and it was like sleeping one at the north pole and one at the south pole. There was just this frigid atmosphere between them.

The next morning he got up early, dressed and headed out. He didn’t say good bye, he just zoomed down the road, lost in misery and despair and wondering what had happened to his life.

Rhonda showed up an hour later. She found Julie crying in her bedroom.

“Well, looks like we have a small crisis on our hands.” She spoke drily. She sat down on the settee. She made no move to undress.

Julie sniffed, dried her eyes, and asked, “Wine?”

“You betcha.”

They took their wine into the sunroom in the back of the house. They studied the forest and calmly discussed the situation.

“Art asked if I loved you.”

“Do you?”

“I love being with you. Past that…it’s too soon.”

“And yet…”

“Julie nodded. “And yet we are so happy when we’re with each other.”

“So, do you love Art?”

“I do. Even after what I’ve done to him, he—“

“Hey!”

Julie stopped talking and looked at her friend.

“You haven’t ‘done’ to him. At least not in a guilty, shameful, evil way.”

Julie chewed on that for a second.

“So you love him, circumstances have changed, what do you want to do?”

“Well, some of it depends on Art.”

“He does have a voice in this,” conceded Rhonda easily.

“But if I stay with him, and a part of me wants to, I don’t know if I can make love to him.”

Rhonda sighed. “Yes. Sex rears its ugly head. Do you want me to fuck him for you?”

Julie blinked and her mouth opened.

“I mean, he’s not a bad guy. I don’t mind getting poked, as long as I reserve the right to yawn.”

Julie thought about that, staring at the forest.

There was a jealous streak in her, she knew, but could she stifle that and let her friend screw her husband?

She probably could, but then why didn’t she yawn and think of other things while poor Art slobbered his dick in her?

She whispered, “If only he looked like you.”

That made Rhonda blink, and she got an idea.

And it was a doozy!

Art had breakfast at the diner, then played pool. At first he played by himself, losing himself in the calculations for shooting. Then a couple of good, old boys showed up, beer was poured, and Art was determined to stay in the diner/pool hall all day long.

Which he did.

Art drove up the long and winding road slowly. He loved to drive fast, but his thoughts were so bleak he didn’t feel the usual vim and vigor.

He drove slowly, and he thought of his wife. And Rhonda.

They had screwed, however lesbians did it, and Rhonda was probably long gone.

So did his wife care that he was out all day long, shooting pool and drinking beer?

He tried to think she did, but he thought he was fooling himself.

She had a lover. She was a different person than when they had moved into the house.

He turned onto his drive and headed up the driveway, and was surprised to see Rhonda’s car.

She hadn’t gone home?

He was actually a little afraid of seeing her.

This situation…what was he going to do?

He pulled into the garage, stopped the car, and got out and went into the house.

Rhonda and Julie were waiting for him. Further, they had prepared a big steak dinner. For him.

They had already eaten, and he entered the kitchen, smelling the delicious aroma, and looked at them.

They were smiling, Julie a little nervously, Rhonda radiantly.

“Fixed you dinner, stud,” said Rhonda.

Julie stood up. “I’ll get you a drink.”

She went to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. She poured bourbon, Coke and ice into a glass, and handed it to him.

Art stood and stared. They had obviously been plotting. But…what?

“Come on, Art. Sit down.”

He sat, and a plate full of steak and potatoes was placed in front of him.

Julie sat down next to Rhonda and they watched him.

“I don’t understand,” he spoke slowly and softly.

“Eat, and we’ll explain.”

Art took a knife and fork and sliced a corner off his steak. It was perfectly done, mouth watering, and he chewed it slowly.

Rhonda started: “It’s obvious what has happened. Neither Julie nor I planned it, but…we love each other.”

Art stopped, his fork halfway to his mouth.

“Keep eating, bozo. Julie still loves you, too.”

“But, how…can a person love two people at the same time?”

“Not a problem. And, when you think about it, Julie is blessed. How many people find two soulmates in their lifetimes, let alone one?”

Art sipped his Coke High, and the big heavy place in his chest was still there.

“So we’ve decided not to go all crazy, play the divorce game, have bad vibes and scream at each other.”

“You have?”

“We have. And that goes for you, too.”

There was a challenge in the words.

“So what do we do?”

“Art, how would you like to be a lesbian?”

Art blinked. Then he took a big slug of bourbon.

“Keep eating. You’re going to want to be well fed for what we plan to do to you.”

“And what, exactly, do you plan on doing to me?”

“It’s simple. You like sex. More than the normal horn dog, is my understanding.”

Art said nothing, but he didn’t protest. It was the truth, after all.

“Now, I don’t mind an occasional poke, but certainly not as much as you would like. Julie, fresh under the influence of having transitioned into a lesbian, doesn’t feel like having female to male sex. I hope you can understand this isn’t personal, even though it feels like it and looks like it. It is simply one human being coming to grips with herself.”

Art took another bite of steak, he chewed slowly, thoughtfully, though he wasn’t feeling particularly thoughtful.

“So…?” he mumbled through the masticated meat.

“So, for you to get sex we’re going to transform you. We’ll make you into a woman, which will make sex with me, and possibly with Julie, if she ever gets over your disgusting maleness, possible, and even enjoyable. Being a woman, making love to women, will make you a lesbian. Sort of. Mind you, we won’t want sex a lot, but if you need it, then we’ll use the machine downstairs on you, and maybe once a month I’ll let you pork me. And maybe Julie. As long as I—we—reserve the right to scream and carry on about how you’re such a filthy beast. Now eat your dinner and think about it. We’ll be on the back porch, waiting for your answer.”

They stood up, grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of stemmed glasses and headed for the porch.

Art sat in shock.

He finished his drink. Got up and got another one.

Looked at his steak, nibbled, and…thought.

Made into a woman.

Turned into la femme.

And…lesbian.

Not allowed to fuck, just to service, but…no, they would get him off. Maybe not as much as he would like, but…they would. And, if they wouldn’t, there was always the machine downstairs.

He thought about being strapped down and taking it up the back alley.

He had thought about that a lot, but now it was becoming a reality.

Could he handle that?

Did he want to handle that?

He probably wouldn’t, he realized, except, maybe, as a woman…he could.

And he would get to fuck Rhonda.

Hell, maybe they’d even have a ménage à trois, or a threesome or a throuple…or whatever it was called.

He was eating faster now, ignoring the booze, getting excited.

Under the table his cock was struggling against his pants, wanting to be free.

His dick seemed to like the idea of becoming a lesbian.

But would he really be a lesbian? Probably not, not strictly, but for their purposes…yes. He would be a woman, and a lesbian, except when they allowed him to squirt.

Would he be able to handle sex on such a reduced basis?

But would it be reduced considering the machine in the basement?

Hmmm.

On the back porch Julie and Rhonda sipped wine. The sound system was on and Lucy Thomas was spreading her magic.

“Do you think he’s going to go for it?”

Rhonda pondered, then nodded. “I think he’s too horny not to.”

“Are you going to mind fucking him?”

“No. Especially not when he’s a woman.”

“He’ll make a good woman,” observed Julie.

“I know. His body is slender enough, we can give him falsies, or even implants if he enjoys it, and he does wear his hair long…”

“My Aunt had a mastectomy. I’ve got her falsies in a trunk upstairs.”

The girls talked in low voices, enjoying the night and the night animal sounds. The hooting of an owl in the forest was musical.

After a half hour Art appeared. He had a drink in his hand, and his face was rather inscrutable.

inscrutable as in wasted from thinking too much.

But, it looked like he had made a decision.

He sat on a rocker, faced the two women on the sofa, and said, “Okay.”

To make a man into a woman takes some work. At least in the beginning.

Men just don’t understand the care and consideration that goes in to making their bodies, their faces, their everything, into works of art.

The first thing to be done was to remove all Art’s hair.

They went upstairs and removed his clothes, then began spreading Nair all over his body. They smushed into his groin, of course, and under his arms, and all over his torso and limbs. Then they waited.

“A dick is an interesting thing,” observed Rhonda. “He’s got a nice straight one. I knew a fellow who jacked off so much his dick was bent. Curved down and to the side. Made for a weird screw. I mean, the shape of it, it really looked like a screw.”

“How did it feel?” asked Julie.

“Oh, it was great. A dick is a dick, after all. The important thing is knowing how to use it. Does Art know how to use his?”

“Not as well as I like.”

“What?” Art screeched.

The girls just laughed. “You’re just too intent on your own pleasure. You have to learn what a woman wants.”

“But I ask you all the time what you like.”

“Sure, and you’re good for awhile, then you lose control and I become nothing but a punch buggy.”

“A Volkswagen?”

She shrugged. “I’d like to be a Mercedes.”

“Hey, this is getting hot. Should I wash it off?”

He should, and they pushed him in the shower and jumped in after him and scrubbed.

Art had never been in a shower with two women, and it was fun, and disconcerting, and extra horny. They took turns jacking him, but never let him squirt.

“Just hold on, lover,” said Rhonda. “You’ve got a long way to go.”

Art held, and hated it, and loved it. There was something so absolutely wonderful nerve wracking about being super horny and unable to unload.

After he was done in the shower they dried him off and began dressing him.

They put him in panties and a bra, and Julie stuffed her aunt’s boobs into the cups.

“Whoa!” blurted Art.

“Whoa?”

“These are too big!”

Both women laughed.

“Those are average. But, don’t worry, we’ll get you a pair of biggies if you want.”

They then launched into a talk about how big boobs were burdensome, heavy, and hurt the back.

“If they’re so bad, why do you want me to have them?” Art asked.

“You’ve got a male body, slightly wider at the chest. You need big boobs to balance out.”

He thought about that, and they pushed him to a sitting position on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs, then they pulled them off and had him sit at the vanity table.

“What?”

“We need to do your toes.”

“What were we thinking,” Rhonda gently slapped her forehead in jest.

They each took a foot and decorated his tootsies.

“We should give him long toenails,” giggled Rhonda.

“He’d click on the hardwood floor,” said Julie.

“Here boy…click, click, click.”

“Better than high heels.”

Rhonda reached up and pushed the center of the panties to side and let his dick out. It popped out like a Jack in the Box. “We might just as well forget about this until we get him a chastity device.”

“Chastity?”

“You don’t think we want this big, old hog flopping around and getting in trouble, do you?”

“Well, I had sort of hoped…”

“Nah.”

His dick poking out and throbbing, the girls put long nails on his fingers. They painted them bright red, and he was stunned by how long his fingers looked.

He was going to have to learn how to do everything over again. From working to cars, which was probably out, to typing, to simply opening cans.

Yet the sight of his fingers was making his penis even harder.

“You’re dripping,” said Julie, standing back and inspecting his nails and catching sight of his dong.

“Plenty more where that came from,” laughed Rhonda.

They chose a dress, which took some arguing, finally settling on a red cheongsam.

A cheongsam is a silk Chinese dress. It was tight at the collar, which made his breasts appear real. It was short enough so that his legs could be seen and appreciated.

And they were appreciated. He had very nice, curvy legs.

They didn’t button the top of the dress, but put some small towels around the neck and began working on his make up.

“”We need to soften your skin,” said Rhonda, cleansing his pores with little sponges.

“Am I going to look like a sissy?” blurted Art.

The girls smiled indulgently. “Honey, when we’re through with you you’re going to look like a woman.”

“Except for that boner bump,” Julie added. She reached down and stroked the bump, which made Art groan and Rhonda laugh.

“He’s easy.”

“He is. And he gets so darned horny.”

“Is he like a little puppy dog? Following you around and tripping on his dick and whining and begging?”

“Oh, yes. He begs like a little boy, and when he follows me around he leaves a trail of pre-cum.”

Art turned a little red at that, and they chuckled.

But it was true, he realized. He was the original horn dog, and he just couldn’t help himself.

They put on foundation and blush and gave him better cheekbones, high cheek bones.

He stared at himself in the mirror. He was becoming so feminine he was scaring himself.

It was when they did his eyes, however, that something happened in him. Seeing how his eyes became dusky caves, and his eyes sparkled even more…it was magic.

“Okay, Art. Julie is going to do your lips, and I’m going to pierce your ears.”

“Pierce my ears?” he protested.

“Sure. And don’t worry. When you go out as a man you can wear studs. Men wear earrings these days, if you haven’t noticed.

He had, but he never considered himself in conjunction with earrings.

He was distracted by the way Julie rolled lipstick onto his mouth, and surprised when he felt a little bee sting first in one earlobe, then the other.

Rhonda put a two inch diamond dangle with a silver triangle on the bottom.

Looking in the mirror Art was astonished.

He had been transformed. Of course his hair was untidy. He wore it long anyway, and it was a masculine bush.

Then they started working on it.

They turned his chair away from the mirror and brushed it out, then folded it different ways, and he wasn’t sure what they were doing. Then he realized, his hair was held up by chopsticks. They had decided to go oriental with his look because of the dress.

Then Julie worked on the corners of his eyes with a pencil. When he looked at the mirror again he realized that she had made his eyes more narrow, almondish, more oriental.

“Oh, my God!” he breathed.

“Okay, honey, let’s take some pictures and get ready for sex.”

He smiled. He wanted sex in the worst way.

They took pictures, and even a video of him turning, and he asked, “So who gets me first?”

The girls looked at each other. they looked at him. Rhonda said, “I get you first.”

He was thrilled. He was going to get alien pussy, not his wife, and it was okay.

“But I think you misunderstand.”

“Misunderstand what?”

“How do you think lesbians make love?”

He frowned. “Well, they do the scissors thing, rubbing pussies together. And they use their fingers and mouths and…and you’re not?”

“Oh, we do all of that, but this is your first night as a lesbian, and we want to make it memorable.”

“Pardon me,” he looked a little abashed, “But me making love to somebody other than my wife will be memorable.”

“Yes, that would be true.”

He looked back and forth between them.

Rhonda was watching him, gauging him. Julie was smiling, almost smirking.

“Okay, so what gives?”

“We’ve got to get you ready for the machine anyway, so we thought I’d use a strap on on you for your first experience as a lesbian.”

“A what?”

“Would you like a drink or two before we do you?”

Art had trouble speaking. He was mumbling and stuttering, and Julie said, “I’ll go mix him a drink.”

“Better mix him a couple, or three,” Rhonda suggested wryly.

They stood up then, all of them, and began the trek to the kitchen and the booze.

Art went between them, and they held onto his arms.

He was having a rough time.

Sure, he had thought about anal, but always as him on the delivery side, never on the accepting side.

They reached the kitchen and Julie mixed a stiff one, handed it to him, and placed a straw in it.

“What’s the straw for?” He felt a little faint. He was going to take it up the choo choo poo poo?

“It’s easier on the lipstick.”

He sipped, and Julie snapped another picture. When she showed it to him he could see how his lips puckered in the most feminine way. Yes, that would keep his lipstick in…in…kissable shape.

They journeyed back upstairs, and Rhonda dipped into her purse and pulled out a strap on.

“I figured I’d be using it on your wife,” she smiled. “But you’ll do.”

He’d do? He was shaking in his boots. Except that he didn’t have boots. He was wearing high heels.

“All right, honey, it’s easier the first time if you take it like a little puppy dog. Hop up on the bed on all fours.

“I don’t…are you sure…shouldn’t I—“

“Come on, honey. Don’t give out now.” Julie helped him up on the bed. She lifted his dress and pulled down his panties.

His dingus stuck straight down, engorged and dripping with pre-cum.

“Someone sure wants it,” Rhonda said, putting a pair of fingers into a jar and scooping out a gob of lubricant.

The next few minutes were like a dream. Art felt hands stroking him, inserting, reaming, pushing lube into him.

Then she was in him, and his mind was officially blown.

He felt the goodness, the expansion, the stretch of nerves that sang with pleasure.

“Oh, God!” he blurted, moving in time with here plunges.

Julie went to the other side of the bed and knelt down and stared at him.

He was in heaven, and she smiled, then leaned forward and started kissing him. Gently. Being careful of his lipstick.

Art was now, officially, in the eyes of Julie and Rhonda, a lesbian.

When she pulled out he collapsed and just laid there, feeling his falsies under his chest.

“Okay, honey,” said Julie. “Are you ready for the real thing?”

“What real?” he mumbled. He felt like he was made of a soft, mushy golden, pliable material.

They took him off the bed and walked him down the stairs.

He was having trouble walking now, and it wasn’t just the heels. Now it was the accommodation of his asshole. He had been stretched, learned new muscles, and along with a new way of screwing he had to learn a new way of walking.

They went through the kitchen and down into the basement. The steps were steeper there, and they had to hold him up. His heels were that awkward.

The bench sat in the middle of the basement, waiting.

The girls took him to the piece of ‘furniture’ and gazed down at it.

“I want to try it,” whispered Rhonda.

“Talk about a horn dog. You’re a horn bitch.”

Rhonda laughed. “Takes one to know one.”

“This is supposed to be Art’s night, though.”

“It’s true. But when he’s done, I get to do it.”

Art was looking back and forth between the girls.

He was about to lay down and experience mechanical sex. Good Lard in heaven.

The girls took off his cheongsam and had him lay down on the bench. He could feel his fake boobs pushing up into his chest.

They moved him so his dong went over the end of the bench, then adjusted the machine so the tip of the dildo was positioned just right.

He lay there, a little high from the booze, and his mind soared.

He was in a basement. He was about to get screwed. What was happening to him?

But he had already been screwed, by Rhonda, so he was ready for it.

It was just going to be more of the same, but with something a little bigger, more driving, more…more.

“Okay, honey, are you ready for the thrill of your life?”

“I guess.” He didn’t recognize his voice.

Julie sat down and stroked him, pulling her hand down again and again, feeling his balls.

Rhonda guided the dildo and put it right behind his rectum. “Okay, honey, now relax.”

He tried, lord, he tried.

She turned on the machine and he felt it, and he felt it enter, then he felt himself entering…heaven.

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


The Picture of Femian Grey

A man changes into a picture of feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Diana, you won’t believe this,” I walked into the living room and put my big, flat parcel down.

My wife is a stone fox babe. Shoulder length brunette, green eyes that remind you of X ray machines, and the finest chest this side of Sandra Otterson.

She was sitting on the couch, reading something on her iPad, and she looked up at me, lowered her reading glasses, and said, “I don’t believe it already.”

“Ha! She says. Mocking her loving husband. Not knowing the grand and ultimate truth he is about to spring upon her.”

“Grand and ultimate truth?” Her lip wrinkled in a mild chuckle.

She’s used to me going overboard, I’m an excitable kind of guy. But this…this thing that I had brought home.

“I guarantee,” I said, achieving a grandiose tone of voice, “That when you see what I’ve got here you will fart so hard your knickers swell up and lift you to the ceiling.”

Now she did laugh.

“Okay, Derrick. Dazzle me. Awe me. Show me the secrets of the universe.”

I unwrapped the parcel slowly, picking at the tape, moving my fingers with exaggerated movements, acting like a magician about to produce twenty pregnant rabbits out of a wine bottle.

She leaned forward, a couple of frown lines appearing on her sexy forehead.

I reached the last layer of paper, I ripped, exposed the item, and…she laughed.

“Is that it?”

I was, to say the least, a bit disappointed in her reaction. Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s a girl. You thought to surprise me with a girl? A painting of a girl? I admit, she’s attractive, but, really, don’t you…” she stopped talking. She leaned forward. She scrutinized.

I smiled. Maybe this was going to happen after all.

“Is that…?”

She stood up and stepped up to the painting.

I held it up so she could see it better.

“Oh, my God!” Her eyes opened wider, her jaw started to drop. “It is! It really is!

I stood proudly, preened even, and…she started laughing. I mean, really laughing. Gut busting, belly holding, thigh slapping laughing.

“Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s you! As a…a woman!”

I stood, shattered, wondering what had gone wrong. I thought it was so cool, and here…she laughed.

She picked it up and walked to the fireplace. She placed it on the mantle. And there stood I.

My face, normally squarish, was triangular in the painting. The jaw softer and the lips fuller.

My eyes, very brown and honest, were now made up, smoky pools of lust.

My hair was wavy and curled down around my shoulders, and below my bare, rather slender shoulders I had large breasts. Maybe not as good as Sandra Otterson’s, but pretty damned good. Big, with large, erect nipples.

Below my boobs my waist was narrow, the hips flared, and my vagina peeked out from the juncture of my thighs.

Diana was still laughing. Not as big and boisterous, but still pretty heart felt. And I was now feeling about a foot tall. I mumbled something and started to turn away.

Diana ran over to me, grabbed my arm. “No you don’t. Where on earth did you get this?”

“There’s a guy I met. He does paintings. He said…I thought it would be cool. I mean…” I trailed off.

“Well, honey, you really outdid yourself.”

“Well, uh…” I just wanted to slink out.

“Oh, don’t be embarrassed. In fact, it is cool. It’s just…unexpected. I mean, I didn’t think you wanted to be a woman.”

“I don’t. He just painted it, and I didn’t know what he was painting, and then he showed it to me and I thought it was cool…” I blurted, “Well haven’t you ever wondered what you would look like as a man?”

“No.”

She was emphatic. But we were standing in front of the fireplace and she was staring at the painting. Fixedly. And she was starting to think about it.

“You know, there is a certain…surreal nature to it. I mean, if it was just a painting of a girl it would be, actually, pretty good. The guy has great style, great technique. But the fact that I know it’s you…that makes it…bizarre.”

“Uh, yeah.” The fact that she was taking it seriously wasn’t making me feel any better. “Well, I’ll put it out in the garage. I can take it to work and toss it in the dumpster.”

“No…” She let go of me, stood with one leg forward, one elbow in hand, and one hand under chin. She tilted her head one way, then the other. Then she walked to the side and looked again.

“No. I like it.”

“You do?”

“Sure. You caught me by surprise. That’s all. But looking at it…I’m going to hang it over the mantle.

“But it’s…she’s…I’m naked!”

She glanced at me, “You think people will recognize it as you, and think that’s your real tits and snatch.”

“Well, uh, no. but—“

“Then it’s settled. Derrickina will reside above our fire. Go make us a couple of drinks and let’s toast the babe.”

Well, it wasn’t a complete success, but she accepted it, and…I started to feel better.

I went and mixed a couple of drinks. Seven and seven for her, bourbon and Coke for me, with the good bourbon. Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon. Cheap at $56.99

I brought the drinks in and found Diana sitting on the couch, staring up at the painting. Her head was a bit to one side and she was totally lost in it.

I placed her drink on the coffee table and sat down next to her.

She stared at the painting, seemed unaware of me.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat.

She actually jerked, which showed how deeply she was entranced. “Oh, I was looking at the…” she noticed the drink and bent forward to pick it up. She sipped, and I watched her red lips kiss the glass.

She watches painting, I watch her. Yes. It was my favorite hobby, Diana watching.

We sat there, and she sipped, and placed a hand on my knee. “You know, it’s sort of intriguing. The painting.”

“I thought so.” I was starting to exult. I had done something right after all.

She looked at me. Back at the painting. At me. She frowned.

“What?”

Go stand next to it.”

I stood up, a half grin on my face, and stood next to the painting.

It was a pretty big painting, and the oil me was probably half size, remarkably good detail.

Diana’s eyes danced back and forth between the real me and the art me.

“Wow. This guy is really good. Strike the pose.”

I looked at the painting, turned my body slightly, arranged my hands so one was on the hip and the other looking like it was caressing my own face. I turned my feet to hide my groin area slightly, and I turned my face and opened my lips.

“Oh, my God.” Diana whispered. “Hold it.”

She leaned forward and picked up her cell, she snapped a picture.

I went back to her and stared as the picture showed on her phone.

There it was. Me and myself. Man and woman. Naked and clothed.

It was a striking sort of contrast, and if the painting was neat, this was super neat. I mean, this artist was so good he had captured the exact dynamics of my body, my natural pose. There was virtually no difference between how I was standing, the proportion of my limbs, the angles of my limbs. It was me, twice, and virtually perfect.

“Wow.” I said.

“Take off your clothes.”

I looked at her with a grin, “Really? Right now? Middle of the after—“

“Oh, shut. It’s for art. I need to see this as close as we can get.”

I wasn’t about to refuse a request to go au naturale, especially when it came from a beautiful woman who I would like to return the favor.

I took off my shirt, humming a strip beat. Bum bum bump…shhh. Bum bum bump…shhh!” I kicked off my shoes, spun and shimmied out of my pants.

Diana was smiling, She began clapping her hands.

I was in tighty whiteys now, and black socks. I posed, and she frowned.

“Come on, everything.”

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” I quipped, but I was already out of my underwear and standing on one leg, then the other, as I pulled off my socks. I tossed the last of my garments at her and posed next to the panting. She batted the socks and underpants away and lifted her phone.

Click.

I hurried to see the picture.

“Wow.” I had the same skin tone, painting or picture. Again, my pose was accurate as to angle and proportion.  And the face, my face, it looked so eerily similar, and yet was…different. One of me was male, the real me. The other me was female.

And, I dare say it…beautiful.

Diana backed up my opinion of myself. “You make a beautiful woman.”

“Aw,” I waved my hand coyly. “You’re just saying that to get into my panties.”

She smiled. “Go stand there again.”

I went and posed. She clicked another picture

I cleared my throat.

“Yes?”

“Now that I’m all undressed with nowhere to go…” I hinted.

She looked blank.

“You might want to try this nudity thing yourself.”

She was still blank.

So I unlimbered the big and never to be ignored phrase. “Eat your pussy?”

She laughed. “Oh, honey, I’m not horny. I’m more intrigued.”

“Yeah, but…you have wifely duties.”

She grinned at me, then stared at the painting just behind me.

“Uh, Diana?”

“What?”

“Could you take off your clothes?”

By now my dick was erect, pointing straight out.

She frowned. “Could you lose the hard on? It destroys the illusion.”

Crap, she was taking this whole thing a bit more serious than I wanted. It was supposed to be cool, and I could handle it as a joke, but… “Diana,” I spoke intensely.

She heaved a sigh, which made her chest rise and fall, which made my dick bob up and down. “Okay, but you stay right there.”

I stayed, right next to the painting, in pose, and watched as she stood up. No stripper music for her, but she didn’t need any. She was just a heart stopped without any accompaniment. Didn’t need no stinkin’ accompaniment.

She unbuttoned her blouse and stood revealed in bra, and I caught my breath. Mr. Happy bobbed harder.

She unzipped her skirt and slid out of it, then downed her panties. There she stood, her nipples peeking over her half bra, big nipples, big boobs. Sexy garters framing her shaved snatch, the nylons adding a sexy sheen to her already sexy legs.

I gulped. “Talk about wow.”

She came around the coffee table and put an arm around me. “Don’t move. Keep your pose.”

I froze, and she plastered her body against mine. Her breasts pressed against my side, her hand went down to my cock. She leaned her head against my face and kissed the side of my mouth gently.

“Don’t move,” she whispered.

“Heysoos,” I whispered back. I was trembling for her touch. I wanted to move in the worst possible way. I wanted to grab her and throw her on the couch and…and do what men have been doing to women since men and women were invented.

She ran her hand up and down my shaft, and I groaned.

“Freeze, mister. Don’t move. Be as still as a painting.”

Huh!

She dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth.

Another groan escaped me and she slapped my thigh. “Shut.”

I did, and she went back to mouthing my turgid trophy. Her red lips moved up and down, then she deep throated me. I couldn’t help it, I gasped, as I felt her tongue lapping at my balls. My cock was clutched by her tonsils, then she grabbed my balls and squeezed.

That was it, I couldn’t handle anymore. I lurched and shot my load, down her throat.

I was past her swallowing mechanism, so spurt after spurt went straight down the tube and never saw the light of day. I grew weak in the legs, and she braced her hands on my thighs, kept me upright.

Spurt after spurt, then I was done. I sagged, held onto the mantle with one hand.

She let me go, stood up and licked her lips. “I wish you would take a little longer in sex, and a little shorter in blow jobs,” but she was grinning.

“Sorry,” I gulped and was breathing hard, “I’ll try a little harder.

“I think you’re hard enough, it’s just how long you’re hard.”

I laughed.

She said, “Don’t move.”

She stood back and inspected me. “Stay right there.”

Curious, I held my painting pose, and she dashed out of the room. In a second she was back. She had a roll of tape and was pulling a strip off. She stood in front of me and used scissors to separate the strip.

“What’s this?”

“Medical. It’s stretchy, will stick, will hold you in place.”

“Why do I—EE!”

She grabbed my testicles and pulled them up and put the tape around them, then she reached around behind me and pulled the tape. My testicles went back and up.

“Hey!” My voice was a little high.

“Don’t move.”

“It hurts.”

“Don’t be a baby.”

I wasn’t being a baby, but I was on tip toes as she pulled my package back between my legs. She slapped the tape against my cheeks, angled into my crack, then stood back.

I looked down. I was still on tip toes. I still felt like she was yanking the puppies up. The tape was tighter than a fat lady in nylons.

“What are you—“

“Quick, take the pose.”

Puzzled, I took the pose.

She went to the couch, picked her phone and clicked it again. She looked at it.

“Can I see?” My voice was still high pitched, my balls felt like somebody was trying to lift them up behind me.

She came around and showed me the photo.

There was me…with no balls nor penis. And it was even more like the painting. After all, the female me had no sex organs showing, and now even the male me had no sex organs. To speak of.

“You need to shave yourself.”

“Honey…”

And paint your toes the same red as hers.”

“HONEY!”

She looked at me, seemingly confused by my harsh tone.

“What?”

“Enough! Let’s give it a break.”

“Right now? But you’re so…you…”

“Diana?”

She soughed in disappointment.

I reached around behind me and searched for the end of the tape.

“Could you keep the tape on?” She was suddenly in front of me, her body pressed to mine, her face looking up. Begging.

“It’s too tight.”

“I’ll loosen it a little. Can you keep it on? Just for a while? Just for me?”

“Well, I…”

“Did you like your blow job?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Do you ever want another one?”

“Hey!”

“Ever? As long as you live.”

I sighed in exasperation.

“Oh, goody,” she leaped to my conclusion. “Let me loosen it a bit.”

She pulled the ends of the tape off, lowered my balls a touch. “Is that enough?”

“A little more.”

She lowered them a bit more, I sighed, and she pressed on the tape again. I was still uncomfortable, my balls were between my legs, and one wasn’t higher than the other, so it would make it weird to walk, but at least I wasn’t on tip toes and holding my ass way high.

She stepped back and looked at me.

“God, that’s beautiful.”

“Me emasculated is beautiful? You like me without balls?”

“Well, yeah. Sort of. I mean, I love your balls, but you looking like that…it’s so damned hot.”

“Oh.”

“Now, let’s have another drink. I want to think about this. I’ve got some ideas.”

“Ideas?”

“Yeah, about you and the picture.”

“Oh.”

And I was sort of dazed. From outright rejection and laughter, this had become something else.

Still, I liked the way she was so alive, laughing and holding my arm, talking into me with excited whispers and little exclamations.

So we went into the kitchen and I mixed a couple more drinks while she played with the photos on her phone.

I set her drink down and she held up the phone. “See?”

She had made a little slideshow of the photos. I watched as I stood next to the painting fully clothed. Then naked. Then naked with no male genitalia.

It was sort of cool.

She tapped on her phone and I blinked. She was calling up facebutt.

“Hey…what are you doing?”

She actually looked puzzled, as if she wasn’t doing anything weird or wrong. “Sending to my friends.”

“No!” I put my hand over her phone.

“Why not?”

“That’s a picture of me! Naked!”

She looked at the slideshow again, tilted her head, then slowly nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is.” She frowned, then she brightened up. “I can blur the face. And the package.”

I shook my head.

“Why don’t you fix us dinner and I’ll go do some photoshop.”

“Honey…” But I was talking to the wind. She was already down the hallway and entering the computer room.

Sighing, at least I had caught her in time, I couldn’t believe she was so addled she would put me on the net naked, I fixed dinner.

I slit some hot dogs down the center and scorched them lightly. Then I cut them in little pieces and threw them in a can of simmering baked beans. Bushes, with the brown sugar. I added some onions and a touch of garlic, a few herbs and spices, and…voila!

Shortly I was ladling out two bowls. I walked down the hallway, holding the hot bowls with my forearm against my body, and two fresh drinks.

I entered the room and stopped, and almost dropped everything. “Diana!”

On the screen, on facebutt, I stood in all my glory. With my face and my package showing. Then the slide show clicked and I stood, no sex package.

“What did you do?”

She turned and grinned. She took a drink and extracted a bowl of dogs and beans from my grip. I almost dropped the other bowl, but I managed to hang on. On the screen I was clicking through.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

Again and again.

“You didn’t photoshop it! You just…put it up!”

“Relax,” she turned and watched the show. “I just showed it to a few friends.”

“But that’s a public channel!”

“They liked it. They reposted and…” she shrugged.

I stared in horror. I flickered through the scenes.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“You’ve got to take it down!”

“No can do. Besides…”

Whatever her ‘besides’ was, the phone interrupted her.

“Hi, Candy. Oh, yes…that’s him. Beautiful, isn’t it? Why sure. Ten minutes? Sure.” Then she hung up.

My head was moving back and forth, a negative shake that didn’t effect the world at all, and did nothing for my sense of falling down a bottomless well.

“That was Candy.”

“Oh,” I was mesmerized by myself on the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“What?” I jerked my head towards her.

She was sitting, her legs folded under her on the swivel chair, spooning my version of suburban hot dog chili into her mouth. She glanced away from the screen and looked at me. “Candy. Candy Sherman. She wants to come over and see the painting.”

“But…but…”

She giggled. “You sound like a motorboat.”

I forced myself through my panic and to the conclusion. “But she’ll see me, too!”

“So?” Diana shrugged, and turned back to the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

I left my hot dogs and beans and ran out of the room, down the hall, into my bedroom. I quickly pulled on some shorts and a tee shirt. Then I ran back out to the living room, gathered up the clothes I had taken off earlier. I ran back to my bedroom and threw them in the hamper. I ran out to the front room, and stopped.

I was frantic. I was a chicken sans head. I didn’t know what to do.

I looked at the picture. The picture! I had to get rid of it!

I ran to the fireplace and picked up the painting. I could take it out to the garage. No, I could take it through the garage and put it next to the garbage cans. I could—

DING DONG!

I froze.

The door opened. “Diana?” It was Candy Sherman.  Oh, my God!

I heard Diana walking down the hall. She was still wearing heels. Usually she took off her heels after work, but she had been so engrossed in the painting and the posing that…she was still wearing her heels.

“Hi, Candy. come on in!”

Candy stepped out of the foyer, Diana stepped out of the hall. They hugged and looked at me.

I was frozen, the painting in my hands, wishing I could jump out a window. Even if I had been on the tenth floor, I wanted to jump out a window.

“There he is!” Candy cooed and came towards me. “And he’s got the painting!”

“I…I…”

“Go on, put it back up on the mantle. Let Candy see.”

Helpless, nothing else I could do, I placed the painting over the fire place. I felt a sob beginning way down in my throat.

Diana and Candy stood in front of the couch, behind the coffee table, and scrutinized the painting.

Candy was a good looking woman. And she was dressed up. Had she fixed herself up just to come see the painting?

Her breasts were up, on display, and her lips were red and moist looking. As I watched she licked her lips and touched her hair.

“Wow.”

“Amazing, isn’t it?”

“Totally. But…”

“But, what?”

“Can he stand by it?”

She didn’t even look at me. I was nothing more than a vase of flowers, to be arranged and presented for her viewing pleasure.

“Go on, Derrick. Do the pose.”

“No.”

They both looked at me, at the same time, with fixed determination and displeasure.

“Derrick?” Diana warned.

“Oh, God!” I stomped around the table and stood next to the painting.

The stared, and smiled. “So nice.” Candy nodded her head.

RING!

“I’ll get it,” I said quickly.

Diana: “You just stand there, mister!”

She went and answered her cell. I could hear her voice, but couldn’t make out the words.

“That really is amazing,” Candy muttered. “It just needs…”

Diana came back in the room. “That was Shelly and Tammi.”

“Can he take off his clothes?”

“Wait a minute!”

“Sure. Take off your clothes, Derrick.”

“I’m not taking off my clothes!”

They both looked at me, that same, mean, hungry, not to be denied look.

“Okay, just my shirt.”

I was almost shaking now, this thing was out of control, but I took off my shirt. I posed.

Candy moved to the side and frowned. Then, “His arm isn’t high enough.”

“Move your hand higher.”

I did, and they both grinned. “That’s it.”

“Hi, Diana! Can I come in?”

It was Jane, from next door. And she had two girls with her who I didn’t know. And she was already in, Her and her two friends peered around the edge of the foyer.

“By all means! Come in!”

They crowded in. “This is Sandy and Nancy. We saw your light , and the slide show on the internet, and…wow! It looks even more impressive in person.

They clustered behind and around the coffee table. They oohed and ahhed, and I stood there, near trembling. I wanted to get out of there.

“Amazingly lifelike.”

“The skin texture.”

“He needs a bit of make up.”

“That’s it,” I blurted “I’ve had enough.”

“DERRICK!” Diana shouted. It was piercing and penetrating. “Just stand there and let us see.”

Her face was fierce, and, the most terrible thing, all the girls had the same fierce concentration on their faces.

I couldn’t believe it. I was…being abused.

Well, not abused, but I was being picked on.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

One of the ladies came forward, I think it was Sandy, and she took my arm and walked me back next to the picture.

“Now…pose!” snapped Diana.

Dutifully, helpless, I struck the pose, and a chorus of sighs rose and fell.

DING DONG!

I looked at the door. Through a slice of window I saw several more ladies.

Diana said, “Oh, goody. Shelly and Tammi. And they’ve brought some friends!”

More ladies entered the living room, and now it was getting downright crowded, and even if I was to bolt and run, I wouldn't be able to get through the massed crowd.

“Wow!”

“That is something.”

“He is so lifelike.”

And that confused me. I, the he in the room, was alive. It was the picture, the her, that should be referred to as lifelike.

“Amazing.”

“Diana?” One of the girls asked.

“Yes,” Diana answered without taking her eyes off me.

“Could you tell him…could he…take off his pants?”

“YES! YEAH! TELL HIM!”

Voices erupted excitedly.

I stared at Diana and mouthed ‘NO!’ but she just grinned.

“Derrick.”

“No!” I said.

“Take your pants off.”

“No!”

I don’t know who said it first, but the girls started to chant. “Strip! Strip! Strip!”

I shook my head.

Diana worked her way through the crowd. She approached me and hissed into my ear, “Take off your damned pants!”

“No!”

“You want to embarrass me in front of my friends?”

“Diana! I—“

“If you ever want this little weenie to squirt again…you’ll take those damn pants off!” She actually grabbed my package and squeezed to emphasize her words.

Then a pair of hands, I don’t know whose, snaked in and unbuckled my belt. I stared at my wife, tears filling my eyes, and hands pulled down my pants.

Then I was naked, and the girls were all standing back.

“Oh, yes!”

“Gorgeous!”

“Pose!”

My eyes overflowing, little dribbles of tars down my cheeks, I struck the pose. Naked. And the women cheered.

“Amazing!”

“Who would have believed…”

And, I  had been in such a hurry to put on pants in the beginning that I hadn’t taken the time to take the medical stretch tape off. Cell phones made their appearance, clicks were made, and once again there I was. No clothes…no sex. A man whose crotch looked vagina-ish.

And it didn’t matter that tears were streaming down my face, or that I was choking back sobs.

The girls were all pleased and smiling. And grinning. And chortling and laughing.

And one said: “He needs make up.”

Oh, fuck!


PART TWO

I pushed my way through the crowd of giggling, chattering women. I headed for the kitchen, pulled out the bottle of good bourbon, and poured a shot straight. I tilted and it slid down my throat, burning, choking, waking me up.

What was happening? These women…they were crazy! What was their fascination with the painting I had brought home?

To have me stand naked…well, not entirely naked, they couldn’t see much of my package, it being pulled back between my legs the way it was.

Diana appeared next to me, put a hand on my arm. “Derrick. What’s wrong?”

My hands were shaking, but I managed to mix a drink. Spilled some Coke all over the place, but…fuck.

“Derrick?”

“I…what are we doing?” I turned and swept an arm to indicate the living room full of women. “What are they doing?”

“It’s an art show, honey.” She had been fierce and demanding when I was posing, but now, alone, she was showing the other side of the coin. “Besides, isn’t it fun being the center of attention?”

“Not really.”

She was standing extra close to me, I could feel her breasts touching my arm. “Didn’t you like your blow job.”

“Well, yeah.”

“Wouldn’t you like another one?”

“Well…”

I mean, I know you’re probably empty right now, but there’s tomorrow, and the day after, and you’re building up a lot of brownie points. Doesn’t that count for something?”

“Yeah, but…” but her calm manner was shooting down my excitation. With her taling so calmly. explaining things so easily, I almost felt like I was the one at fault here.

“Now, listen, I’ll tell you what I’ll do.”

I looked at her.

“If you come in and do what we say, if you let us have our fun, I’ll let…no, we’ll conduct a lottery. And the winner…you know what the winner gets?”

I shook my head.

“They get to suck you off.”

“What?” I think my voice squeaked.

“That’s right. Any time you want, you can go collect. Of course, I’ll probably be fucking and sucking you so much, trying to convince you to stay home, but…” she shrugged.

Her eyes were bright, excited, and she had her hands around my upper arm, her breasts pressed against me.

In spite of the fact that she had just given me a world class blow job…I felt my dick tug at the stretch tape.

“Are you serious?” One part of me was fascinated. Another part of me was wailing away, ‘no…no…no!’

“I’ll prove it. Come on.”

She led me into the living room. The girls, who had been chattering and whispering like a bunch of magpies suddenly turned towards me.

It was frightening, their fixes gazes, the way they devoured me with their eyes.

“Ladies, I have something to say.”

The whispers shut right up and everybody paid rapt attention.

“Derrick is a bit overwhelmed. He is not used to getting so much attention, so we need to calm it down, not scare him. Okay?”

The ladies all nodded. A few muttered, but the fixed expression didn’t leave their eyes. They agreed, however, and I marveled.

“Also, he’s a little uncomfortable, being naked and having us talk about make up and all, so I told him that we would hold a lottery. That one of you lucky gals is going to get to give him a blow job!”

Small cheers erupted, and my mouth opened in astonishment.

“I want some of that!”

“Where do I. get a ticket?”

“Can I buy more than one ticket?”

“Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to go make tickets up, create a plan, on my computer. It’ll take me about an hour. While I’m doing that, you ladies can give Derrick a make over.”

“YEA!”

“YEAH!”

The cheers filled the room, I actually stepped back.

Diana held her hand up and the cheers quieted. “Okay, Candy, can you take charge?”

“You betcha.”

A couple of women laughed at her eagerness, but they were all eager.

Diana kissed my cheek and left me, naked, in a roomful of over excited females.

Oh, fuck!

Candy led me by the hand back to the painting. She placed me in my pose position and said, “Strike a pose, Derrick.”

It was calmer now, and I had a drink brewing in my belly, so I was more relaxed. I struck the pose and held it. There was a noticeable sigh through the room.

Candy turned to the ladies. “Okay, we can fit five people on the sofa. Tammi, why don’t you get Derrick a fresh drink…”

“Bourbon and Coke,” I blurted.

“Bourbon and Coke,” Tammi acknowledged.

“And Cynthia, we’re going to need some of your Hollywood make up.”

“Got it in my car,” The girl named Cynthia charged out the door. I wondered who she was, how she had got into the house. For that matter, I didn’t know who half the women were. But they were here, and there wasn’t anything to do but go along.

“Janey, we need a wig. His natural color.”

“Take me ten minutes. I have the perfect wig at home.”

“Samantha, clothes.”

Samantha backed up towards the dining room. “Ladies, if you have appropriate clothes, come see me.”

A couple of women followed her into the living room.

Candy turned to me. “Okay, Derrick, ready to go?”

I gulped.

“Then let the game begin.”

Cynthia was already back, and she stepped up to me and opened a big make up kit. Two girls came up next to her and began digging through the make up.

“Ooh, this will match his skin color.”

“What do you think of blue for his eyes?”

“Grey would be better,” somebody opined. “Sexy, smoky grey.”

Little hands rose to my face, little sponges started cleaning my pores, and I was aware that my hard on was getting harder.

I stood there, sipping my drink. And the next drink had a straw in it so I didn’t move my head or face much. And the make up slowly transformed me. My skin became void of imperfection. My color blended, blush appeared on my cheeks.

Candy was running around, organizing, and every once in a while she came to me and lifted up a small mirror. I could see myself, differently every time.

And…SPROING! The tape gave way and my dick popped up.

“Yeah!” Cheers erupted.

I turned bright red.

A hand patted me and a voice said, “There, there. It’s nothing.”

What an odd thing to say. My dick was nothing. Yet, being made into the spitting image of a woman, it actually sounded right.

Somebody put another drink in my hand, and I realized that I was feeling pretty happy.

“Boobs,” I heard someone say.

Yeah. Boobs. How were they going to fix that?

Clothes appeared, and an argument broke out.

How did they expect me to look like the painting if I was wearing clothes?

The clothes disappeared, and I was sentenced to stand naked.

Naked in a room filled with voluptuous, good looking, horny women.

Okay, not horny. Maybe that was my projection.

But, thinking about it, was I so wrong? The look in their eyes, the excitement on their lips, the way they breathed and hovered…and the way their hands kept stroking my dick, touching my buns.

Oddly, it felt like they were shaping me, like sculptors.

But that was ridiculous. They were just feeling me up. And wasn’t that horny?

I was drunk now, and if it wasn't for the dozens of women gathered around me, I probably would have staggered and drooled. But they kept their focus on me, and that kept me in focus. Sort of.

They finished my make up and Candy took me into the hallway and showed me my face in the hallway mirror.

It was my face, but…feminine. The feminine version. Soft, brightly colored eyes, my lips juicy red.

Wow.

“What do you think.”

“Am I a babe?”

She guided me back to the fire place and she said, “You are a babe. An official foxy babe.

She turned me and backed me into my posing place, which was sort of a weird thing. Why not walk me to the spot and have me turn around? Why walk me backwards?

But she did, and I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I didn’t trip over anything.

She quickly reached up and turned my face to the front, but not before I got a glimpse of the painting.

Funny, my face on the painting seemed more masculine. But that was silly. I shrugged it off because, let’s face it, I was drunk.

Diana came back out to the living room and held up a bunch of tickets. “Okay, ladies. What am I bid?”

The bids went up, and quickly the dollar amount went up. And this was just a discussion as to what the tickets should cost.

“10!”

“$15!”

And the price of a lottery ticked settled at $20 a ticket.

$20 a ticket! I couldn’t believe it. They were willing to pay $20 just to suck my dick. And they were buying ALL the tickets!

The women clustered around Diana, shoving twenties into her hands, and Candy passed out tickets and made notes as to ticket numbers and who bought how many.

Shortly, I heard the word ‘thousands’ thrown around.

Thousands of dollars? Fuck! If I had known my dick was worth this much I would have auctioned it off years ago!

Finally, the buying was over. Ladies clutched handfuls of tickets, and everybody turned to me.

I felt weird under the group scrutiny, but also sort of cool. The make up was neat and my dick was bobbing.

“We need to do something about his penis,” said someone.

I smiled. It looked like I was going to get my blow job sooner rather than later.

“And his boobs. They aren’t growing yet.”

I frowned. My boobs weren’t growing? What did that mean?

“We can handle that,” Diana said. “Somebody hand me my phone.”

Shortly she was talking, and I wanted to listen, but I was being pushed back to the pose position. Around the room the ladies sighed and stared at me.

I drank another drink.

“Okay, she’s on her way.”

“Who’s on the way?” I asked.

Diana smiled and patted my cheek. “We’re going to get you some world class tits.”

“Me? Tits?” I swayed a bit and my eyes were open owlishly.

Some time later, I don’t know how much time, but I was still drunk, a lady stood in front of me and pried my eyes open. I didn’t even realize they had been closed.

“Sure,” she said.

I stood, and two ladies held me up, held my arms and held me upright. I swayed, but they braced and made sure I was standing.

The lady in front of me turned, dug through a satchel, and held up a small bottle and a hypodermic.

“What’s that?”

“Nothing.”

She knelt down and I felt her handling my cock. My big, hard cock. Who somebody was going to blow. I grinned stupidly.

The lady stood up. “That should take care of that. Have you decided about the boobs?

“Vacation boobs?” said Diana. “Would that start the change?”
“Should.” the lady turned to me. “Let’s put him on a bed. Gracie, go get the small case in my back seat.”

I was walked down the hallway, and I chanted an old drinking song.

Twas on the good ship Venus,

my God you should have seen us,

with a figurehead of a whore in bed

and the mast was a petrified penis.

“Nice song,” somebody commented, and there were several giggles.

They took me to my bedroom and put me on the bed. I laid there, my arms out, and watched the ceiling spin.

The lady with the needle hovered over me. She began sticking needles in my chest and pressing on the plungers. I watched every once in a while, and my boobs began to grow.

I stared at my chest.

Growing, without the need for needles and whatever she had been injecting me. Something natural was taking over something synthetic. I marveled drunkenly, and wondered what was happening.

“Okay, it’s started. Let’s get him back closer to the painting.”

They got me out of bed and walked me down the hall. I was staggering a bit, but they kept me going, and I was walked to the fireplace.

I looked at the painting. The woman had lost her boobs. And her face was more manly. Like Mine used to be before I got all made up.

I leaned forward and stared intently, as intently as a drunk.

The ladies tried to pull me around, but I still had a bit of male strength and I held to the mantle and resisted.

“Look!” I blurted.

Everybody was watching.

“I think the paint is running!”

Everybody started chuckling, then laughing.

I started laughing, too. And I turned around and struck my pose.

Behind me a more and more masculine me started aping the feminine me.

Everything was so confused, and the whirling in my mind, the dizziness of the drinking, transformed into a different kind of dizziness. A paint shredding, morphing kind of collidoscope. Colors shifting. Paint running. Reality chuckling and transforming.

At one point I looked down at my chest. It was thinner, and the boobs they had injected me with were changed. The sloshy liquid that had morphed my chest had transformed into perfect cones, and my nipples were huge.

“Wow,” I marveled. “These are cool!”

Ladies chuckled, patted me on the cheek. Kept walking past me and inspecting me.

I turned around and stared at the painting.

My dick was on the girl in the painting, and the girl in the painting wasn’t a girl. She had short hair, my hair, and her face had no make up on it. And it was more squarish.

She was handsome enough, and she looked like I used to.

“Come on, Derrick. Pay attention.” Hands turned me around, and I entered the pose again.

The pose became easier. At first my arm had gotten tired of being lifted up, but now I just assumed the pose and there was no pain in my arm.

I leaned over and looked, and my penis was gone. In its place was a perfectly formed vagina. I stared at it, half bent over. “Where’s the hair?” I asked.

“Your body is too new. No hair on a a newly born.”

“I’m newly born?” I hiccuped.

“Sort of. Newly made, maybe. Whatever. Stand up and pose.”

So I stood, and posed, and time passed.

Ladies came and went.

Somebody made sandwiches, but I didn’t get one. I didn’t need one. I was burning up energy, I knew that, somebody said my transition required energy, but I think the extra bulk in my maleness was being burned to make my femaleness.

Finally, about six in the morning, light starting to show through the windows, Diana came to me. “Okay, Derrick. You’re all done. Why don’t you get some sleep.”

Bleary eyed, suddenly exhausted,  I looked around.

Women everywhere. Laying on the couch, sitting propped up in chairs. Most were sleeping, or at least dozing. Only a few were moving through the room, and these looked more like they were looking for places to lie down.

“Okay,” I yawned. “Am I done?”

“Oh, yes. You’re all done.”

“And what about my blow job.”

She nodded, smiled, and said, “The lottery tickets are all bought. You’re going to be a busy…man.”

“Oh, yeah…good.”

I staggered, stepping over bodies, and was led across the living room. Down the hall and over more bodies, and into my bed.

My bed, nobody sleeping in it, it was reserved for a very tired me.

I lay down and Diana covered me up. Shortly, I was sleeping.

I awoke to the sun shining through the bedroom window. I stretched, and jerked, and realized something was wrong.

I sat up and yelped.

I had tits on my chest, and my body was shrunken. It was feminine. I had long hair, and I felt my face. It was soft.

I sprang out of bed—there were no bodies on the floor—and looked at the mirror on the dresser.

I was a woman! I was naked. I looked down. I had no penis. I bent over further and saw that I had a vagina.

“Diana!” My voice was a terrified squeak. “Diana!” I ran out into the living room.

Diana was reading something on her iPad. She looked up and smiled. “Hello, dear.”

“What has happened to me?”

“What are you referring to?” but she was laughing on the inside.

“I’m a girl! I was a boy! What happened to my dick? Why do I have boobs?”

She nodded. “My, those are very big boobs, too.”

“Why? What happened?”

She patted the couch next to her and put the iPad down.

I sat and stared at her.

She turned and crossed her legs. She indicated I should do the same.

I turned on the couch, crossed my legs, and was aware that my vagina was…hanging out.

“My,” she said, staring down at my junction. “That is a beautiful pussy.”

“Diana?” I was close to tears.

She looked at me, that damned smile on her face. “I’ll tell you, but there’s one thing we have to do first.”

“What?” I was shaking.

She leaned forward and gently touched her lips to mine.

It was like an electrical shock went through me. I had kissed her before, but this was different. This was…super sexual.

Not the light, little male sexual blip, but the big, female sexual tsunami. I felt every inch of my skin perk up.

“Derrick, sweet Derrick, I have loved you so much.”

“Uh…”

“I have cleaned for you, cooked for you, rubbed your back and…other parts.” She smiled. “But now things are changing. Before they do, however, there is one last thing we must do.”

“What?”

“We must make sweet, sweet love.”

She moved forward, took me in her arms and pushed me back. She kissed me, and her hands slid down to my breasts. I gasped when she flicked a nipple, then she was sucking them. One after the other, causing me to almost swoon, again and again.

She kissed up my body, attacked my mouth again.

Her hand went down to my pussy and I jerked.

“It’s okay. I’ll be gentle. It’s all natural. It’s what you want.”

I was scared, but she was so sure of herself, and she was my wife!

I found myself laying back, feeling her gentle hands play over my body.

She kissed, she sucked, and the sensations were so different, so much more intense. It was much more intense than the sensations I had experienced as a man.

“Okay, dear. It’s time…”

She stood up, unzipped her skirt, and lowered it. I stared in shock. She had a huge dick! Then I realized it was a strap on! I could see the harness, the buckles, and I could see that the thing was made of some kind of soft plastic.

“This is going to feel wonderful, dear.” She placed her knees between my legs and moved closer to me. My legs came apart, and I stared in shock.

What was happening to me?

Yet she was so gentle, and she touched my pussy with her hands.

I gasped. Electrical sexuality shot through my whole body. I could feel my nipples like they were little points of fire.

“Like that?”

I gulped, but gave a slight nod.

She entered me. I had natural juices and she slid right into me, all the way into me. I felt a stretching, filling feeling, a white hot pleasure slicing through me, then I was laying back, opened up, penetrated.

She stopped moving, just held herself above me.

I found myself wanting something, motion, sensation, more.

I bucked my hips, or rather my hips bucked, took me along for the ride, and I felt her penis shifting around inside me, rubbing against my nerves.

“Oh…”

“That’s it. Accept it. No need to fight it.”

I wanted to fight it, at first, but I realized that was the residue of male in me. She was right. I didn’t want to fight.

She began to move up and down, impaling me to the hilt, then drawing back, turning me inside out, causing my nerves to shriek with unbelievable pleasure.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” I chanted in time to her thrusts, and then I felt that moment of ignition. It was deep, deeper than in a man, but the resulting wave was big, bigger than anything a man experienced. It was just a huge tidal wave of roaring, sexual intensity that washed over me, lifted me up, slammed me down.

I was crying, holding on, and she slowed her motions. “There you go,” she crooned. “You’re all right now.”

She pulled back, slid out of me, and I didn’t want her to leave. I missed that filled feeling already.

She got off me, stood up and took off the strap on. She pulled her skirt back on and looked down at me.

“What happened to me?”

She say down, put an arm around me, and said, “I thought it was an urban legend. The legend…the picture of Femian Grey. But when you brought home that painting…I knew. It was no myth.

“But who is Femian Grey?”

She smiled, her eyes a thousand miles away as she turned over the rumors and legends in her mind.

Femian was born a man, but wanted to be a woman. He searched the world over, looking for a way to transform himself. He dabbled in sorcery, explored alchemy, wherever there was a rumor…he traveled and explored and tried to find the fire behind the smoke.”

She turned to me. “Where there’s smoke there’s got to be fire, and he knew that.”

“But what happened to me? What does Femian Grey have to do with anything?”

Diana smiled. “He discovered a method. He couldn’t change himself, but he could change others. So he travels the world and searches for people who want to change. He paints them, and the paintings have magical powers. If he paints you as the other sex…then the other sex you shall become.”

“But why hasn’t this…why doesn’t everybody know this? This is the first time I ever heard of such thing.”

“Women don’t speak of it, except in whispers. Men don’t know, and they would laugh.”

“But what about that lottery…for the blow job?”

“They were just putting some money together, to help you along in your new life.”

“So…no blow job?”

“What have you got to blow?” She looked at me wryly.

“But…but…”

She shushed me with a finger on the lips. “That painting was done by Femian Grey. Go on, look at it.”

I hesitated, but she sat back and motioned me up. I stood up and rounded the coffee table and looked at the painting.

I was there. In the painting. A man.

There was no trace of me as a woman.

And I knew, the painting had transformed me. It had changed me from man to woman. Somehow, against all belief systems, I had been morphed.

“But…but I didn’t want to be a woman.”

Diana was standing next to me now. She reached forward and touched the face of the man in the painting. My face. And it was like I could almost feel the touch of her fingers on my face.

“You didn’t know that you wanted to be a woman.”

“No, I really didn’t.”

She smiled and shook her head, then turned to me.

“That is why there is a final test. If you accept a penis without question…if you fuck like a woman, then the painting is true.”

“What if I had resisted? What if I hadn’t let you fuck me?”

“Then you would have changed back. You would have become a man again.”

“But now…now…will I ever change back to myself?”

“Honey, you ARE yourself! You are a woman. Proven by sex and our love.”

“But…but what will I do?”

You will live your life. You will experience the life of a woman. some of it will be difficult, but…” she shrugged. “…the rewards of being a woman far outweigh the penalties.”

I turned to the painting. I stared at it.

It was a wonderful painting. The technique was peerless. The colors exactly right. It was a masterpiece, and yet…it would never be seen outside my living room.

I would be seen, however. And I would learn…and live.

But the man in the painting, in the picture done by Femian Grey…he was done.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

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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