
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Feminization 101 

	Whatever you do…DON’T ORGASM! 

	 

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“What if you only had one orgasm left, and then you die.” 

	Kyle and Lee’s eyes shuttered slowly. The concept was obviously too much for them. Denise wheezed in laughter, almost bubbled her wine spritzer right up through her nose. 

	“There goes Lee. You lost him.” 

	I kept my face straight, as straight as possible, and asked, “Well?” 

	“Mia, that’s a dumb question.” That was Kyle, my man, and he didn’t like my offering. We were all sitting around, drinking beer and wine, and sort of playing a group truth or dare, sort of. 

	“Hey, I didn’t challenge you…I’m just thinking out loud.” 

	Lee looked down and said, “Don’t want to play no more.” 

	“Huh? Why not?” 

	Kyle just shook his head. That’s men for you. You threaten their little weenies and they get all paranoid and gloomy on you. 

	“I’ll tell you why,” Denise’s face was all twisted up in humor. 

	“Please don’t,” whispered Lee. 

	“You’re going to ask me not to ask in a game that’s all about asking? You know I have to ask now.” 

	Lee just kept looking down, and now he was shaking his head slowly. Then he looked at Denise and you could see his eyes begging. 

	“Out with it, girlfriend,” I commanded.  

	“Because we played a game that was like that.” 

	“One cum and Lee died?” 

	Lee groaned. 

	“One cum, and he wished he died. 

	“Well, folks, it’s been fun,” Kyle fake yawned, “But I have to get to bed.” 

	“Now, wait just a minute,” I snapped. Lee shuts down, Kyle is trying to weasel out, and my girlfriend has just dropped a bomb. I think I’d like to hear her out.” 

	Lee stood up. “I’ll walk you to your car.” 

	Stunned, I watched as the boys stood up and actually left the room. 

	“What the hell just happened?” I whispered to Denise. 

	She whispered back. “Call you tomorrow.” Mirth was seeping out of her face, she could hardly stop herself from laughing. 

	Puzzled, in fact confounded by this sudden shut down, I followed the boys out. 

	I hugged Denise and kissed Lee’s cheek, then Kyle and I were in the car and zooming. 

	“What the heck was that all about?” 

	Kyle just stare at the road and turned the wheel. I studied him in the flickering glare of passing streetlights.. He was a handsome dog. His hair was thick and rich and he liked to wear it long. His features were fine, pert nose, and his eyes were pools of chocolate. Mmm. And right now he was focusing on driving a little too much. He was trying to ignore me.  

	“Okay, bozo. Out with it.” 

	“Out with what?” 

	“You know I’ll just find out tomorrow from Denise. So just tell me now.” 

	“Nothing to tell.” 

	“Nothing that is something so bad, or good, that you’ve never told me and are afraid to tell me. Hmmm.” 

	He sighed,  

	I reached over the center console and placed my hand on his groin. There was an immediate gasp. That’s what I like about Kyle…he’s a horn dog. Easy peasy, a little hand job or blow job and he is putty in my long nailed hands. 

	“Gonna ‘fess up?” 

	“Come on,” he tried. 

	It almost made me frown, the way he was resisting. Man, whatever it was, it was going to be good. I unzipped and let out Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was happy to be let out. He stood up, a nice, thick shaft, a big skull, and already a drop of juice. 

	“Whoa, this fellow looks like he hasn’t cum in a week!”
“Oh, crap,” wheezed Kyle. 

	“How long has it been since this guy has squirted?” 

	“Last night,” Kyle admitted. 

	“And would he like to cum tonight?” 

	Kyle gulped and nodded. 

	I stroked with one hand and reached another hand in for his testicles. He pushed his hips forward and I found them, happy, big balls. 

	“My, they feel full.” 

	“Oh, heysoos!” 

	I stroked and fondled, and contorted myself over the console. I licked the head and squeezed and his foot jerked on the gas. 

	“Oh…here we go!” I laughed. “Gonna tell me?” 

	“Please,” he croaked. “Please…” 

	“If you don’t tell me, I’m gonna play with you all the way home, then go to bed. No joy for you, Mister.” I shook his balls to emphasize my words. He whined and goosed the gas again. 

	“Talk!” 

	“It’s…nothing. Nothing. They just had a game. They made love every night for a hundred days.” 

	“Heck,” I snorted, keeping up my stroking. “We’ve probably done that without even trying.” 

	I sat back. 

	“Hey?” his face was a little red and his cock really was dripping. He had cum less than 24 hours ago and he was already ready. 

	“Don’t worry, babe. I’m gonna fuck your dick off when we get home. I just can’t do yoga in the front seat for that long.” I twisted in the passenger seat and my spine gave a little pop. 

	“Oh, sorry.” 

	That’s what I liked about Kyle, he was amenable. He worked with me. 

	Ten minutes later we pulled into the driveway, ran for the bedroom, and then I had my way with him. I know, it’s supposed to be the man who has his way with the woman, but those days are passed. These days a woman has every right to have horny desires, and especially to sate those desires. Which made me thank God I was married to a horn dog. 

	Still, later that night, thoroughly sated, my pussy singing a Gregorian chant and half dazed from my man’s attention, I wondered. I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and wondered: what else was there? Did he give in too easy? What else was he hiding? 

	The next morning, after Kyle went to work I made a lunch date with Denise, and that noon I met her at Charlie Coyote’s. 

	Charlie Coyote’s is a sort of swank eatery/night club halfway downtown. Got the best Mex food this side of Mexico City, and an assortment of drinks to please the most jaded of drunks. 

	“Hey, girlfriend!” I air kissed Denise and we sat down on the wrought iron chairs around a wrought iron table that was in the decidedly not wrought iron patio. A parrot observed us from a cage in a corner, behind us flowers on a trellis ignored us, and Juan appeared to take our orders orders. 

	“Margaritas with salt.” 

	Shortly we were munching on big, fat, hot chips. The salsa was just enough to make the side of the nose sweat, and the drinks…mmm. 

	“So, baby cakes, spill the beans.” 

	“Why, whatever could you mean?” Denise waved a hand in the air in mock confusion. 

	“Speak, or I’ll pull your nipples off.” 

	“Oooh!” 

	We laughed, and Denise sipped and explained, “We had a contest. We had to make love every night for a 100 days.” 

	“Oh,” I was a little disappointed. Kyle had told the truth, after all.” 

	Denise grinned in a most evil fashion and put the cherry the top. “Without cumming.” 

	“What?” I almost shrieked. Two extra words and my mind was blown. “Without squirting?” 

	“One hundred days without cumming, and the first of us to cum…” she smiled and nodded in satisfaction. 

	“What?” I actually had my hand on her forearm and was gripping it tightly. 

	She put her hand on mine, leaned closer and said, “The one who cums has to wear a chastity belt…” 

	“Really? A chastity thingie? One of those things that protects your sex.” 

	“I’m not done.” 

	I didn’t speak. Truth, I was getting a bit speechless. I had never heard of such a delicious game in my life. 

	“The loser has to dress up for a month.” 

	“Dress up?” I was confused. 

	“In a dress.” 

	My eyes widened. 

	“With full make up.” 

	My jaw dropped. 

	“Wouldn’t Kyle’s hair look good all styled? His lips red? Maybe wearing breast forms?” 

	I actually squealed at the thought. This was so-o-o HOT! 

	“And, let me tell you, girl fried, without being lesbian about it all, there is absolutely no thrill like the thrill of seeing your man, all horny and caged, wearing make up, juicy, plumped up lips, munching on your rug.” 

	“Or my rugless,” my eyes were shiny with imagination. 

	“Rugless?” 

	“I shave.” 

	She nodded, showing her teeth. 

	And Juan showed up with our second helping of Maragaritas. 

	  

	 

	“Honey?” I had given him a drink, his favorite, bourbon and Coke. which he had sipped gratefully. I had served him dinner, steak and potatoes. His fave. And dropped the bomb. “We’ve got to talk.”  

	He groaned. That is the phrase they say on TV when they’re about to bore you to death with stupidity. 

	“I should have known. You’re buttering me up.” 

	“With love, sweet cakes. Pure, unadulterated love.” 

	He put his drink down. Now that he knew the sky was falling he was almost afraid to touch it. Almost. 

	He asked, “And what is this pure, unadulterated love going to cost me?” 

	“Well,” I started ticking off fingers. “I could ask for a new outfit, a few hundred bucks…” 

	He groaned. 

	“Or, I could ask for a diamond ring, a few thousand bucks…” 

	He put his head down and made sobbing sounds. 

	“Or, I’ve got it…a new car!” 

	He sat up and pretended he was pulling his hair out. 

	I redirected him to his bourbon, to which he went hungrily, and he said, “I hate to break it to you, babe, but I don’t feel like borrowing money, winding up in debt, racing for the poor house. Now if you could get real.” 

	I pouted. “You don’t really love me.” 

	He just gave me a tilted head look, a ‘seriously?’ look. 

	“Or, maybe we could just make love 100 days straight.” 

	He froze. Not just a deer in the headlights, but a rabbit, a teensy weensy bunny wabbit, all frightened and scared. “You talked to Denise.” 

	I pushed the plates aside, fell to my knees and undid his zipper. “We talked,” and then I was helping myself to my favorite vegetable. 

	“Oh, fuck!” he whined, unable to help himself. He was hard as a rock. And instantly desperate. 

	I gobbled for a while, getting him primed. I looked up. “One hundred days, the first one to cum loses.” 

	“No,” but his eyes were bulging and his face was purple. He was trying to squirt, but I was holding back, squeezing the shaft, even pulling my mouth off when he got too close. 

	I went to work again. Within seconds he was lurching and trying to squirt. Excellent. Hard men are compliant men. I moved my head back. I slithered my tongue up the underside of his cock. He shivered in ecstasy. 

	“One hundred days, and if you win…I’ll do whatever you want.” 

	“No…no…no!” 

	I kissed his balls, took them in my mouth. He loved that. I rolled them around like ben wah balls. 

	“Oh!” he blurted, his eyes wide. 

	I backed off quickly. 

	“Anything you want. Blow jobs for a month. Anything. I’ll dress sexy. Anything.” I slurped his dong, his veins were pounding, his cock was pulsing. God, he was close. “I’ll do anything you fucking want!” 

	“No!” 

	I let go and stood up. I went to the sink and poured him another drink. I placed it before him. 

	“You can give up now, or it’s round two of the negotiations.” 

	“You can do anything you want, but I’m not giving in.” But he picked up the drink and drank it greedily. I smiled, waited till the drink was done, then went to my knees. 

	“Honey, imagine this every night. Imagine me dressing like a tart, all whorish, red lipstick, down on my knees. You can tie me up if you want. You can do nasty things to me. You can—“ 

	He managed to blurt, “But I already do that.” 

	“Correction. You used to do that. If you don’t negotiate in full faith then I’m going to wear winter clothes to bed, use sandpaper when I give you your monthly hand job, and that’s all you’re going to get.” 

	“Come on,” he was begging. “You can’t be serious! You would give up sex?” 

	I took my mouth off his pecker and said brightly, “Have you met my friend? Virginia Vibrator?” 

	Oh, the look on his face. I giggled and added, “While you’re asleep I will be inches from you, my big plastic peter jammed into my pussy, wearing out batteries by the dozen. Oh, the cums I’ll have…and they’ll all be big, juicy cums, because I know how desperate you will be, and that’s going to make me hot, hot….HOT!” 

	“Honey, I really don’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. 

	I stood up and made him another drink. Round three of the negotiations. 

	It took me seven rounds, over an hour of cock sucking fun, before he caved. But when he caved, it was juicier than seven loads of cum. He was drunk, and I put his hat on the table and got out a couple of sheets of paper. 

	“Okay, baby, here’s how it’s going to go. Write after me: ‘We, Kyle  and Mia Manchester, do agree to a 100 day contest.” 

	Kyle wrote, a bit scribbly because of his inebriated state, but legible. 

	“The first one to cum will wear sexy clothes, full make up, and do whatever the other wants for 30 days. This includes anal sex.” 

	Anal sex. Isn’t that funny? I mean, Kyle had been bugging me to try it, and I had put him off, but it turned out he was really serious. Well, we shall see. I mean, sauce for the goose and all that. 

	Anyway, I had him sign it, I signed it, then I tossed it in the hat. Then, while he was sipping on his eighth drink and wondering what time it was, I took the hat in the other room, took the slip of paper out of the hat, and hid the paper by taping it to the bottom of my underwear drawer. Even if he remembered what he had signed, which was doubtful, he wouldn’t be able to find the paper…and rip it up. 

	Not that he would. Kyle is an honest to God straight shooter. Once his word was given…it was gold.  

	But, still, safe than sorry. Especially with a bet as glorious as this one. 

	Then I went back out to finish the poor sap off. Which was fun because he was so drunk I wondered whether he would even remember in the morning. 

	Still, I had a good time, and I had an agreement. One hundred days, one cum. Or, as I liked to call it Sex Games 101.               

	Okay, the bad news. I had been so busy getting Kyle to agree, and then to cum, that I had ignored my own orgasmic needs. He came, and I didn’t, and that put me behind in the contest right from the get go. 

	No prob. I just had a quick get together with Virgina Vibrator and all was good. Snore. 

	  

	 

	The next day I went to work on my boy. 

	“Good morning, lover.” 

	“Uhhh!” he groaned.  

	Poor boy. 

	“Let’s get you up and ready for work.” 

	I rolled him out of bed, I grabbed his dong, and I pulled him into the bathroom. He yawned mightily, then I got him in the shower. I began soaping his dick, and rubbing my rather over-sized breasts again him. 

	I went down on my knees—my jaw was getting a lot of work these days—and did what I do best. 

	Shortly Kyle was moaning and bracing his hands against the shower stall walls. Only a few hours after a cum, I doubted that he would be able to squirt for anther few hours. Heh heh! 

	Finally, I got to my feet, kissed him some more, fondled him, and then, giggling and fully awake and brightened up for the day, we got out. 

	I dried him off, making sure his manhood was extra dry, and he began getting dressed. 

	So did I. 

	Thong. Half bra. Nylons. 

	He looked at me, “Are you going somewhere?” 

	“Nope.” 

	“Why are you—“ and he remembered. “Oh, no.” 

	“Yup.” 

	“I agreed to…to…” 

	“You agreed to 100 days, first one to cum loses.” 

	“So that’s why you’re so amorous this morning.” 

	“Me?” I arched my eyes in question. “Little, old me?” 

	“Oh, crap,” he muttered. The joy was gone out of him as he buttoned up and tied his tie. 

	I went to my make up table and began the process of looking sultry and ready for sex. “And I’ve got it in writing.” 

	“You’ve…I signed something?” 

	“Yup.” 

	“Where is it?” 

	“I’ve got it.” 

	“You’ve got to give it to me.” 

	“Sure, as soon as one of us loses.” 

	“I can’t have something like that floating around.” 

	I turned to him, rolling my lipstick on, slowly, tantalizingly, and said, “What? You think I’m going to put that agreement on Facebutt?” 

	His mouth opened and closed briefly. “Well, no.” 

	“Then, lover mine, relax.” 

	He put his shoes on and tied them. 

	I stood up, wearing my underwear and a slinky, see through robe. I sauntered over to him. He was like a little boy, frozen in place, waiting for the big, bad bully to punch him. 

	“Kyle? Baby? My tits are hot for you.” 

	God, it was a bad line, but when your man is gulpy and sweating…it’s a good line. “And my pussy is dripping. Will you hurry home? I need you to love me, to fuck me, to use me.” 

	I pulled the front of my see through robe to the sides, exposing my large breasts, and I said, “These tits are for you.” 

	His eyes were wide, and he exuded that weird fear a man can have for an overbearing woman, and he put his hand up, palm out as if to push me away, and started for the door. 

	I grabbed his arm, held on, and said, “It’s my pussy, Kyle. It’s my pussy that’s so wet and dripping for you.” 

	With a half a sob he made it out the bedroom door. Then I heard the front door close, and I laughed. The poor boy hadn’t even stopped to eat. 

	  

	 

	At Charlie Coyote’s… “You got him into the game.” 

	I nodded. 

	Denise grinned, “Way to go, girlfriend. You’re going to have some fun!” 

	I nodded, but I was also apprehensive. “The problem is that I’m already horny. I mean, when he left he was big and drippy, but so was I. The game has hardly started, and I’m feeling the horn.” 

	She nodded. “Yeah, it’s rough, but there isn’t a man alive who won’t cum first, given the chance. It’s just the way they’re built.” 

	“Maybe, but one of the reasons I fell in love with Kyle was because he could keep up with me. My sex drive is just as frantic as his.” 

	Denise just shook her head. “Poor girl.” 

	Then we were laughing and imbibing, and talking about techniques to keep yourself ho hum when a man is plumbing your plumbing. 

	  

	 

	That night…I made Kyle a salad. 

	Why a salad? Because if he had a steak he would be fat and bloated, I wanted him lean and mean…and desperate. 

	And when he complained I poured him a drink. I wanted him drunk and horny and, dammit, that’s the way he was going to be. 

	So all night I hung on him, brushed up against him, and groped him. I wore sexy clothes, showing off my tits, and then, midway through the evening, I changed for negligee and sexy underwear. 

	Man, his eyes were bulging. And his bulge I was eyeing. No way I was going to lose this contest. 

	  

	 

	“All right, honey, you ready for day one?” 

	We were getting ready for bed, and it was funny, we were acting like virgins, all nervous and not knowing what to do. imagine that, ten years of fucking and we were discovering it all over again. 

	“So how long do we have to do this?” he asked. 

	“Oh, is it that painful? Am I that ugly?” 

	“No…no…it’s just…the contest.” 

	“Oh, that! Are you still thinking about that?” Chortle, snicker, as if I wasn’t. 

	“No, uh…can we do this?” 

	I climbed on to the bed and hovered over him. Usually it’s him in a holding pattern over me, working my breasts, fingering my clit, waiting for a chance to sink into my pleasure palace. 

	Now, he actually looked a little frightened. 

	“Lighten up, boyo!” I sucked his nipples. Foolish boy, in forgetting everything he ever knew about sex he was enabling me to take the initiative. So I did. 

	I worked his cock over with my lips. I kissed him until he was dizzy, and, finally, I placed my pussy atop his stick. 

	Oh, the look in his eyes as I wiggled my butt and descended. 

	“Oh…Oh!” he gasped. I had the thought that this was going to be easy, but then, after a few strokes, he simply pushed me off. 

	“What?” 

	“I was close.” 

	Fuck! Of course he was, and suddenly I knew it wasn’t going to be that easy. After all, all he had to do was disengage. 

	And the difficult thing for me was to make sure he couldn’t push me off in time. I was going to have to get him so sexed up he was stupid. And all while denying myself. 

	Oh, crap. This game could be mean! 

	  

	 

	‘Don’t move. Make him do the work. Just like still, like a corpse, he’ll start to get desperate to make you respond.’ 

	It was the next day and I was staring at the text Denise had just sent me.  

	Denise was a font of information, and, the weird thing, though it was all about sex, it was about…’un-sex.’ How not to climax. 

	I knew Kyle would be thinking about baseball. But I didn’t know anything about baseball. I knew about make up, and fashion, and things to make myself beautiful so men would love me. 

	So how do you lie still when some hunky guy is balls deep in your pussy? What do you think of to stave off those delightful, sexy feelings? 

	Man. What a problem. I was spending all my time looking beautiful, which made me horny, and playing with Kyle, which made me horny, and I wasn’t supposed to be this horny. What the hell was I going to do? 

	I learned how to knit, and I realized a truth of life. Old ladies knit to take their minds off of what they can’t have. What a wonderful analogy for what I was going through. I had to take my mind off of what I couldn’t have. 

	I learned the fifteen types of stitches, all the different types of embroidery, and it was working! 

	Unfortunately, Kyle must have been playing double headers in his head. He lay on me, poked me, plumbed me, fucked me…and pulled back just in time. 

	  

	 

	Day 31, one whole month, and I hadn’t made him squirt yet. Never was a girl so gloomy. Didn’t my man love me? I mean, I was horny as all hell, and that meant he was even more horny. How the heck could he still be resisting? 

	“I don’t know what to do!” I was almost crying as Denise and sucked Margaritas at Charlie Coyote’s. I was so sad I didn’t even taste the deliciosity of that wonderful Mexican libation. 

	Denise sighed. “Man, how can he hold it? I got Lee in the first month. You’re already in the second. 

	“I don’t know,” I stared down into the depths of my goblet. “If I didn’t know better I would think he was…” BOING! My head bopped up and I stared at my friend. 

	“No,” she said. 

	It was shocking, surprising, but…there was no other explanation. My darling Kyle was cheating. He was going to work, probably the first thing he did was head for the head and choke the chicken. Drain the lizard. Strangle the snake. Beat his glorious meat until it squirted his night’s frustrations out. 

	“You think he could be?” 

	“I don’t know what else to think?” 

	“But…but how do you find out?” 

	“I…I’m going to have to catch him.” 

	“But…how?” 

	And that was the catch. I was going to have to break into his office, break into his bathroom, and break into his stall, and…and there might be a way. 

	 

	 

	“Where are you going?” Kyle asked. 

	“I need to help Denise. She’s doing some decorating and we wanted to get an early start.” 

	“Oh, okay.” 

	I smiled, kissed him good by, and headed out the front door. Denise had just pulled up. 

	I got into the front seat and we started the day by giggling. 

	“You’re really going to do this?” 

	“I’ve got to. You think I want to lose this contest?” 

	We drove downtown and Denise let me off in front of Kyle’s office building. I walked in, they didn’t have any security, and headed right up to the second floor. 

	At the end of the second floor was the bathroom. A small, three stall affair, all clean and ready for a girl to do some spying. 

	I put a note on the middle stall door, ‘Out of order!’ Then I entered the stall, locked it, and waited. If I was right I wouldn’t have to wait long.  

	Fifteen minutes passed, then I heard people entering the building. I listened as they talked, and I held my breath when a few men came into the bathroom. 

	I tell ya, it is freaky to be sitting on a porcelain throne while right across the way men stand and pee. And, it is educational. 

	Did you know that all men go to the last urinal on the end first? The second man goes to the first one. The third one goes to the middle. Then they start filling up the spaces between. Apparently men don’t like to stand next to one another and be able to see each other’s weenies. What a bunch of weirdos. 

	Anyway, I waited, and the pee boys stopped coming in. I looked at my phone. It was 9:15. If he didn’t show up soon then he wasn’t coming, and that meant I was wrong, which would be a relief, and a defeat all in itself. It would mean that Kyle was holding himself back through discipline. And, a slight shudder here, that would undermine my idea of my own sexiness. 

	I sighed. It was almost 9:30, and it looked like Kyle wasn’t coming. I was almost ready to stand up and sneak out the back entrance when I heard the door opened. 

	My heart stopped. I carefully put my feet back up on the seat and held my breath. 

	I caught a glimpse of him through the space at the edge of the door. He entered the stall and I heard him unzipping and unrolling his penis. Then I heard the sound of fapping. Fap…fap…fap. I almost burst out laughing. I had caught him, and with his pants truly down. 

	Careful not to make a sound I stood up on the toilet seat. I poked my phone over the edge and clicked. 

	He kept fapping. And breathing harder. He was close. Oh, man, I had to do this. I had to catch him perfectly. 

	I waited, and he was close, close, and then I heard that grunt that begins the unloading process. I stood up, peeked over the edge, aimed the phone, and cleared my throat. 

	His eyes opened, his head jerked up. 

	A very silent ‘click.’ 

	“What…! What…!” 

	Then he realized it was me. 

	I sat down and tapped my phone. As I messaged I managed to look at the picture. It was perfect. His face was in transition from pleasure to shock, his dick was in his hand, semen was actually caught in mid spurt. 

	I heard his door open, then the door to my stall was nearly ripped off the hinges. 

	I squatted on the throne, grinning fit to kill. 

	He grabbed the phone in my hand. 

	“What did you…what…” 

	He tapped it, erased the pictures. 

	“Honey?” 

	He looked at me. 

	“I already sent it.” 

	He turned ashen. “To who?” 

	“I’ll never tell,” I stepped down from the toilet. 

	“You can’t…I can’t have a picture like that…” 

	“Oh, I guess you can.” I pushed past him. 

	“Mia…Mia…” he was desperate.  

	I turned to him, glared at him. And it is hard to glare while you’re laughing. “And you cheated.” 

	His head went down, his shoulder slumped, and the breath went right after him. 

	I went out the door, down the back stairs, out the back door, and Denise pulled up. She was laughing. Her receiving the pictures was the signal to pick me up. 

	Laughing merrily, we headed out for breakfast. 

	I had won Sex Games 101. 

	It was time to collect. 

	 

	 

	Kyle came home that night, and he looked like a beaten dog. 

	I smiled, served him a steak, and a drink, and sat down and watched him. 

	“What?” he said, eyeing me, afraid to even fork into his steak or sip from his drink. 

	“You cheated.” 

	Oh, the look on his face. “I’m sorry, but you…I didn’t want to play the stupid game, and you tricked me into signing that…that thing.” 

	“This thing?” I reached into my blouse and pulled out a square of paper. I unfolded it. I pushed it in front of him. 

	He stared at it. He recognized his signature and soughed in defeat. 

	“So you cheated.” 

	“Yes, but…” he stopped talking. 

	“So I guess you knew you were going to lose.” 

	He looked down at his plate. 

	“And you cheating like that…it made me feel like I wasn’t sexy, that you didn’t love me.” I was pouring it on, but he deserved it. 

	“I’m sorry,” he whispered. 

	“Kyle.” 

	He looked up. 

	“Rip it up.” I had absolutely no expression on my face. 

	“Rip it up?” 

	“Yes. If you felt it was unfair, that I treated you unfairly, then we call it off. Everything balances out. No harm no foul. 

	Now, you may wonder why I was giving him an out. Actually, I wasn’t. I was appealing to his sense of honor and fair play. 

	If Kyle was less than honorable he would tear up that piece of paper. But I had faith in my husband. Yes, he had cheated and jacked off, but, cards on the table, I had a feeling he would do what was honorable. I really thought I knew what he would do. 

	He stared at me, and his face went through a mix of emotions. Relief. A sinking heart at his own betrayal. Joy. Misery. 

	“And if I rip it up?” 

	“I told you. Life goes on, just exactly as it was before.” 

	But I knew, and I knew he knew, that it wouldn’t. He would always have this little niggle. He had cheated. He had betrayed. He had slunk into the boys room and played with himself like…like a little boy. 

	He reached for the paper, slowly. He fingered it, he paused, and he…shoved it back at me. 

	Misery, but an honest misery. And he straightened up. 

	I said, “You know what I’m going to do to you.” 

	He nodded. “I’m going to do what it says on that piece of paper. When I get done with you you will be turned inside out and upside down. You will be hornier than a sex manic in a whore house. And you won’t get to cum. Are you ready for that?” 

	He nodded. And, of course he was. Like I said, my hubbie is an honorable man. And he lives up to his bets. 

	I nodded. “Okay then. Enjoy that steak. Enjoy that drink. Tomorrow is the first day. I want you to take a month of vacation, and come home ready.” 

	“A whole month?” 

	“Heck, you never take a vacation, they owe you ten weeks. They won’t mind.” 

	He gulped. “What are you going to do to me?” 

	I smiled. “Eat your steak, honey. You’re going to need it.” 

	So he did. 

	 

	
  

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	 

	 

	Kyle went in, requested vacation, and was home by noon. He was actually surprised by how easy and quick it was. 

	“They always say how much they need me…what if they don’t?” he muttered to me. 

	“They need you. Now why don’t you read a book or something. I’ll be back in a couple of hours.” 

	“Where are you going?” he asked, suspicious. 

	“Shopping. Time to spend your vacation bonus. Weee!” 

	He put a grouchy look on his face, then went in to find some football or something on the tube. 

	As for me, I went shopping. Seriously shopping. And I had help. 

	Four hours later I was back, and Denise was with me. I breezed into the house with no bags. Kyle looked up and said, “I thought you were going shoppi—Hi Denise.” 

	Denise walked straight up to him, a big grin on her face. “I hear you lost a bet.”  

	A look of fear crossed Kyle’s face and Denise laughed outright. 

	He said, “You…I didn’t want anybody to know…” 

	“Oh, Hell, Kyle. I knew, as soon as I brought up the bet that you were going to have one, and that you would lose.” 

	“There wasn’t anything in our agreement about not telling anybody. Besides, you have to do what I tell you, and I’m telling you that Denise is going to help me fix you up.” 

	“She…uh…oh.” 

	“Now go out to the car and bring in the goodies while I fix you a wine cooler. “ 

	“A wine cooler? Me?” 

	“Not only will you dress like a woman, you’re going to learn to drink like a woman.” 

	“Ooh,” squealed Denise. “We’ve got a girlfriend.” 

	Looking like a dog that had been beaten with a dead cat, Kyle stumbled out the door. Shortly he was back, with armloads of bags and boxes. 

	“How much did you get?” he asked on the fourth trip out to the car. 

	“Oops. Did I spend your whole vacation bonus? Sorry.” I laughed and shoved a glass of bourbon and Coke into his hand. “Drink quick, or I might actually give you a wine cooler.” 

	He drank, and was glad, and relieved. He wanted a little something to numb the pain. Then he went back for the final couple of trips to bag city. 

	  

	 

	We sat in the living room amidst a mountain of boxes and studied Kyle. 

	“Who would have thought this stuff turned him on.” 

	Kyle stood, head down, and sported a monster erection. He had finished with the Nair and was hairless, and his face was redder than a neon stop sign. I had had to bully him to be undressed in front of Denise, but here he was. Without a stitch. Heh heh. 

	“What are you going to do? You aren’t going to let him cum are you?” 

	“We could send him to the bathroom and tell him to whack one for the Gipper.” 

	“Heh heh,” Denise snickered. 

	“Can’t we…get on with it?” begged Kyle. 

	“Of course we can. Just lose the boner and we’ll get going.” 

	He said nothing. 

	I sighed. Tell the truth, I liked the way his cock surged and pulsed. And the fact that Denise was witness to his ‘little’ problem made it all the juicier. 

	“I was going to put him in a corset, but that would be too much right now.” 

	“I’ll say. Can you imagine bending that poor sucker? Oh, the pain.” 

	I glanced at her. Her eyes were shiny. If I didn’t know better, I would say that my girlfriend was getting aroused. 

	“Okay, so I’ll order a chastity tube. But for right now, let’s make him a maid. A little chiffon to hide the monster, and he can work that boner off with a little house cleaning. 

	Denise nodded and we set about our task. 

	“Sit here, Kyle.” 

	Kyle sat in a kitchen chair between a couple of end tables. We had decided, because there were two of us and we needed the room, to set up an impromptu beauty station in the living room. 

	“What are you going to do.” He sat down, and his cock poked up and out so deliciously. 

	“I’m going to do your face, Denise will work on your nails.” 

	Kyle squirmed for a bit, until I told him to hold still, and we began the heavy lifting of transforming a manly man into something delicate and feminine. 

	I cleansed his face, primed it, and worked my way through the layers of powder and cream. His dick reminded me of a dog’s tail. It just bobbed and throbbed. Of course, dog’s tails don’t drip. 

	Denise fitted him with long nails, glued them on, and began painting them a bright red. 

	“Boy, that dick just doesn’t quit, does it?” 

	“No, thank God. I have to tell you, that little hot dog has given me many hours of pleasure.” 

	“I’ll bet. You know, he’s bigger than Lee. Don’t tell Lee, but…” she shrugged. 

	“Really? Well, I’m not a size queen, or at least I didn’t think I was until Kyle porked me a few times. Now, I don’t know what I’d do if he didn’t have that big hog between his legs. 

	“Divorce.” 

	“In a minute,” I quipped. 

	“Hey!” complained Kyle. 

	“Shut up, girlfriend,” Denise said cheerfully. 

	She finished his hands, then squatted down and did his toes. Which was hell because that dick was bobbing and throbbing just inches from her face. 

	“Fuck,” she finally muttered. “I’m going cross-eyed from that thing. Can I touch it?” 

	I thought about it briefly. Surely a touch couldn’t hurt. In fact, it would probably help. I didn’t want my girlfriend trying to touch it later, when I wasn’t around. “Sure. Stroke it a few times. But don’t let him squirt.” 

	“Don’t worry, I won’t.” The look on her face, the greed and lasciviousness, it was so intense it was almost humorous. 

	She reached out and touched the head of his penis with one finger.  

	“Uh!” Kyle groaned. 

	“Easy, boy. If you cum I’ll take a hair brush to your backside.” 

	“Hey! Did you see that?” 

	“What?” 

	“His dick bobbed, like really big, when you said that.” 

	“Really?” 

	I looked at Kyle. “Kyle, I’m going to get a hairbrush and spank your ass!” 

	His dick jumped, like big time. 

	“Fuck,” he whispered. 

	“Your dear, little hubby has been hiding a little kink.” 

	“Kyle? Have you been hiding kink from me?” 

	“No!” 

	“Well…” 

	Denise blurted, “Did you know getting spanked would turn you on?” 

	Silence. 

	Denise laughing: “He didn’t! It’s a surprise to him!” 

	We chuckled, and I considered. 

	“Man, you’re going to have fun with him. You’re lucky. Spanking doesn’t turn Lee on at all.” 

	“So you wouldn’t it if I spanked you?” 

	“Hey, I don’t want a spanking.” But his voice was weak, a bare squeak, and Denise and I both knew. He was ripe for a spanking. 

	“Can I watch?” whispered Denise. 

	“Hell, you can help.” Then I had a thought. “But you better make sure it’s okay with Lee.” 

	“Hey, he gave me carte blanche to do what I wanted. You forget, he lost a bet once, and he knows what is happening. He knows the fun you’re going to have, and he doesn’t want to deprive me. Hey!” 

	She had been stroking his cock, and suddenly he grunted and tried to cum.  

	Denise slapped his penis. “None of that!” 

	Kyle’s mouth opened in shock and his body jerked. 

	She slapped it a couple of more times. His boner quickly shrunk. 

	I couldn’t help it. The cross-eyed look on Kyle’s face. The intensity of Denise’s admonition. I started laughing. Which started Denise laughing. And there we were, two girls belly busting while one man squirmed and wiggled and his penis let loose but a single drop of cum. 

	 

	 

	We worked for another hour, and when we were done Kyle was gorgeous. In the face and hands. 

	I had managed to shadow out some of the manliness, and his eyes were girly and sparkly. Denise had shaped his hands into long, slender things that didn’t look like they had ever picked up a power tool in their lives. 

	Kyle stood up, and his boner stood out, and we girls grinned, and Kyle was even redder in the face than when we had started. 

	“Okay, okay. Where’s that maid outfit?” 

	Denise found it in a box and held it up. It was black, with a short skirt. A chiffon layer would hold the skirt part up. “What about his tits?” 

	“Oh, of course.” I found a bra and the breast forms I had bought. 

	“Come here, Kylie.” 

	Denise snickered. “Kylie. He’s got the right name.” 

	“She sure does.” I put the bra on him, twisted it around, turned it up, and placed the breast forms in it. 

	“Wow! Perfect fit!” 

	And it was. Kyle was slender, and the fake boobs suddenly gave him the most feminine curves. 

	“I’d like to see him in a tight sweater.” 

	“Maybe tonight. Right now we need to get this playground tidied up.” 

	We slipped the maid uniform onto Kylie, and she stood there, red and embarrassed. 

	“You know,” observed Denise, “His face is the perfect color for. a red wig.” 

	“Yes,” I agreed. “She is definitely a ginger right now.” 

	We slipped a wig over his head and stood back. 

	My hubbie was definitely a very girlie person. In fact, I had never imagined how good a girl he would make. 

	“Okay, nylons and heels.” 

	“Heels?” squeaked Kylie. 

	“Heels, girlfriend,” I patted her face. “With a pair of legs like yours,” I smiled happily. 

	“You know, we could put a three quarter corset on him. Let his dick stick out the bottom.” 

	“Hmm. Yes. He’d have to pooch over a bit, but…yes. That would work.” 

	We took off his dress, tugged a corset up his frame, and, sure enough, his dick pointed down and his butt went back. 

	Grinning, we helped him…her…into nylons, then high heels. 

	“Oh, my God,” I whispered. 

	Denise took out her cell and snapped a picture. 

	“Hey!” Kylie objected. 

	“Shut up.” And since he had to do what I said, he did. 

	“Okay, Kylie. I need this room cleaned up.” I clapped my hands twice. “Chop, chop!” 

	His face twitching, his butt pooched back, Kylie staggered around the living room and picked up bags and boxes. Denise and I sat down and watched him as he made several trips to the garbage can. 

	“Wow,” Denise whispered. “We really did it.” 

	“That we did. Come on, let’s have a spritzer or four.” 

	We adjourned to the dining room and had ourselves a couple of drinks. When Kylie was done with the bags and boxes I told him, “Get out the duster and dust all the surfaces.” 

	Glumly, he did so. 

	Not glumly, quite cheerfully, actually, we watched. 

	“Pretty good,” observed Denise. “She’s tall enough to get the top of the bookshelf.” 

	“Bet she loves those heels.” We giggled and Kylie looked at us reproachfully. 

	When she was done I told her to get out the lemon pledge. Oh, it was good. We watched as she stumbled here and there, tried to figure out how to get low enough to polish the coffee table. 

	“You know, I really like seeing her ass when she bends over.” 

	“You and me both,” I whispered. We giggled. Then I said, “Kylie. Come here.” 

	She did. She stood in front of us, all gloomy and looking like she forgot the sunblock 2000. 

	“First, smile.” 

	Kylie tried, I’ll give him that, but it was like trying to stretch jello, which makes no sense and didn’t work. 

	I picked up a penny and dropped it on the floor. “Better pick that up.” 

	Kyle tried, but the high heels, he finally figured out how to squat and bend the knees a little, but then he couldn’t figure out how to pick up a penny with his new nails. Finally, he did, and he handed it to me. 

	I dropped it again. “Turn around. Face away from us.” 

	Puzzled, he turned away. 

	“Now, bend only at the waist.” 

	He bent, and it was glorious. His dress went up, his poochy butt poked back, and we could see his round, hairless fanny. His balls were tight, but his dick poked downward. 

	I reached forward and rolled the lip of the corset up a couple of inches, totally exposing his ass. 

	“I can’t reach it like this,” Kylie protested. 

	“That’s okay,” I said, and I nodded to Denise. 

	She swung her hand and SMACK! right on his round cheek. 

	Kylie jumped, and tried to straighten up, but because he was off balance, and because he was wearing heels, he fell forward. A tangle of dress and an awkward ‘oomph!’ and he was on his belly. He turned over and glared at us. 

	“Don’t complain,” I spoke wryly. “Just look at your dick.” 

	He did, and his dick was big and throbbing, bouncing like he was going to cum. “Fuck,” he whispered. He might not have known that spankings turned him on before, but he certainly did now. 

	“Now stand up and present yourself.” 

	Slowly, aware that things were far out of his control, and, let’s face it, turned on, Kylie stood up. I put him in position facing away from us and told him to bend over and hold his ankles. 

	Well, he could hardly hold his ankles, the corset was working pretty good, but his ass was presented perfectly for what we wanted to do to it. 

	SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

	First Denise, then me. We spanked him, each taking a cheek, until our hands were red, and that meant his cheeks were red. Redder than his face, even. 

	And his dick, oh, My God, it bounced up and down like it was squirting, but all that came out were copious drools of pre-cum. 

	Finally, our hands sore, we told Kylie to do the vacuuming. She got out the Hoover and moved around the living room. Her awkwardness in high heels accentuated by the fact that she kept rubbing her poor, red fanny. 

	And so the afternoon went. Denise and I having the time of our lives, and, truth, Kylie having the time of his life. And here’s the thing. She was gloomy and grumpy appearing, but…there was a feel to her. A subtle twist of the lips that could have been the beginnings of a smile, if she hadn’t suppressed it so hard. 

	So, my man, who was a manly man, liked playing dress up, and he liked being made to do things, and he even liked spankings. Oh, lord, I gave thanks for the bet. I never would have known. 

	And, I wouldn’t have known how much I liked it. 

	Hey, men get hard ons. Women get wet. And I was wetter than a seal in a swimming pool. His cock might have been dripping, but so was my pussy. And every time I told him to do something I felt an exultation within, a joy and a pride, and a hunger for more. 

	Pushing manly men around is a real treat. 

	And spanking them…when I was spanking him at one point I actually swooned, and the warmth in my groin area almost exploded into a Fourth of July night. That’s right, I almost had an orgasm from treating my man this way. 

	 

	 

	“What’s for dinner?” Denise asked. 

	“I don’t know. I’ll ask.” I turned to where Kylie was putting away the vacuum. “Hey, Kylie. What’s for dinner?” 

	He turned and looked confused. “I don’t know how to cook anything.” 

	I turned to Denise. “Would you like bacon and eggs? He makes a mean omelette. We can start teaching him to cook tomorrow. Would you like that?” 

	“Onions and peppers? A little hot sauce?” 

	“Sure.” I turned back to Kylie. “You heard us, slave girl. Two omelettes with the works. And make us a couple of more drinks.” 

	Kylie nodded and walked past us. 

	“And, Kylie?” 

	He turned. 

	“Make yourself a drink. You need to lighten up and have a little fun.” 

	“Okay.” 

	Then he was gone, and Denise and I were back to giggling and talking about all the delicious things we were going to do to her over the next month. And Denise said, “Can I just stay here for a month?” 

	“What about Lee?” 

	“Fuck, Lee.” 

	“But I don’t want you fucking Kylie.” 

	“I’ll go back home every couple of days and get my jollies. I can leave Lee in chastity. He’ll love it.” 

	“Really?” 

	“Hey, being in a world of want makes the juices flow. He’ll be hungrier and hungrier, and when I finally let him out…” she grinned. 

	“What?” I blurted. 

	“When I let him out he’ll please me in the way to which I have become accustomed.” 

	I studied her put on haughtiness, and I marveled. This was a fun game, but I had a lot to learn. Denise could probably teach me a lot of ins and out in a month. 

	“Okay.” 

	She picked up her cell and tapped Lee’s number. 

	“Hi, babe. I’m going to be at Mia’s house for a month. Yes. Go put on your chastity tube and…yes, you may rub one out, if you do it quick. Then I want you locked up tight…yes. We’re really working him over. No. You may not come over. This is girl work…Okay. See you in a couple of days. And be ready. I’m going to want nothing but oral, and lots of it.” 

	“Wow,” I said. “You’ve really got him trained.” 

	“I tell ya, girlfriend, there ain’t nothing like a well trained man. You’ll find out.” 

	Then, as we sat and chatted and imbibed, I kept marveling. I caught glimpses of Kylie working in the kitchen, and I loved it. Here I was, living the life, with a maid, and my husband…I actually think he was getting happier. 

	At least his boner was up and wouldn’t quit. That’s got to count for something. Right? 

	  

	 

	After a sumptuous dinner, a dinner in which my slave husband stood quietly by and waited on Denise and I, I told Kylie to clean up, then go change into something comfortable. 

	“But…what?” He was nonplussed. 

	“I don’t know, but it’s something you have to figure out for yourself. After all, you don’t want Mommy dressing you every day. You have to grow up sometime, right?” 

	He was blinking and very unsure of himself, and I loved it. I was getting warmer and warmer down there. And wetter. In fact, if I got any hotter I was going to have steam poofing out of my panties. I knew I was going to have to get some sex, and therein was the problem. 

	“Denise,” I asked, once Kylie was doing the dishes and we were ensconced on the living room couch. 

	“Yes?” 

	“I’m going to need some sex.” 

	“You and me both, girlfriend. I ask ya, have you ever had such a hot time in your life?” 

	I shook my head, and she ruminated, “Even Lee wasn’t this hot. Of course, he didn’t have such a big dick. But—“ 

	“Well, I can fuck Kylie, but…” 

	She soughed, “Not to worry. I have no intention of fucking Kylie.” 

	I waited, not sure what to say.  

	“I could, if you let me, but…Lee wouldn’t mind. I mean, we haven’t gone that far, but he certainly doesn’t mind if somebody eats me out.” 

	“He doesn’t?” 

	“Oh, god. No.In fact, we have a deal. I don’t get penetration unless I call him and let him know first.” 

	“Really? You have to call your husband and…” I faded out. This was something to think about. 

	“It’s interesting. When we first discussed this he said, ‘let him know,’ not ‘ask for permission.’ His words, and I know he doesn’t mess up what he means. 

	“So you’ve actually, already, got permission. Sort of.” 

	She nodded. She pursed her lips in thought. “I’ve never wanted to, but I certainly wouldn’t mind getting eaten to a big O.” She looked at me. “If you don’t mind.” 

	I thought about it. Seriously thought about it. Denise was silent, her leg bobbing and her high heel dangling. She gave me plenty of time to cogitate. 

	Finally, I called to Kylie. “Kylie! Come here.” 

	Kylie hurried into the living room. 

	That’s right, hurried. She was liking to be told what to do. Well, of course. He told people what to do all day at work, I bet he really loved to have it the other way. Probably balanced him out, if you get what I mean. 

	“Yes, ma’am?” 

	Ma’am? That startled me, and then I realized that Kyle was just being Kylie, and that he was a natural for this maid stuff. 

	“If I told you to give Denise oral sex, would you?” 

	Oh, god. His mouth started opening and shutting, his eyelids, all made up, started going up and down. 

	Denise wasn’t going to wait. “Go get that lipstick we put on you.” 

	His face still flustered, Kylie went for the lipstick. In a moment she was back. 

	“Freshen up.” And, to me, “Just wait and see. There is something unbelievably horny about a red mouth lurching into your pussy.” 

	We sat on the sofa and watched as Kylie twisted the bottom of the tube, then rolled the paint over his lips. 

	Oh, God. She was right. Just watching him put on lipstick was increasing the drip factor. 

	He screwed the tube back in. 

	“Now, get on your knees and face me.” 

	Dutifully, Kylie went down on his knees. 

	Denise lifted her dress, scrunched around a bit, and pulled her panties off. 

	Kylie stared at her pussy. 

	“Don’t look at it. Look at me.” 

	Kylie raised her eyes, but it was hard. She might be dressed like a woman, but her pussy finder was pointing. He really wanted to look at her muff. 

	For a long minute they just held their positions. But Kylie was breathing harder and harder. Then I noticed that Denise was breathing harder, too. 

	“Bend forward very slowly. At the waist. Don’t use your hands. Only on the couch. Place your hands on the couch. Put your head forward…” 

	Kylie moved as she spoke, followed directions, and his beautiful, hot mouth got closer and closer. 

	I realized that I was breathing harder, and I felt like my vagina was going to swell up and pop. 

	“Do it,” she said. “But keep your eyes on me.” 

	He leaned into her groin, his mouth touched her and she jerked, but he kept his eyes raised and watched her. The look in his eyes was fevered, desperate, and frantic. 

	His bobbed a little, and I knew he was licking her, sucking her, working on her clitoris. 

	“Oh, fuck,” Denise whispered. She glanced at me. “If you want to get off…” 

	She left the sentence unfinished, but I suddenly found my hand in my panties. I felt my nub and gave it a rub. God, I felt shimmies and shivers run up my frame. 

	Kylie kept licking and licking. 

	“Okay,” sighed Denise. “Use your mouth, use your fingers, get me off.” 

	Kylie pushed her hands into Denise’s groin. I couldn’t see, but that was even hotter. I was seeing it in my mind, and I was becoming even hotter. 

	Suddenly Denise pushed Kyle away. He sat back on his high heels, gasping for breath, his mouth a blur of red stain. His eyes were unfocused and he was dazed. 

	Kylie turned to me, “Are you brave?” 

	“What do you want to do?” I was still rubbing my pussy. Had one finger inside, I wanted desperately to cum. 

	“Want to try out that dildo I bought?” 

	“I thought…I thought that was for you?” 

	“It’s for us, and Kylie. If she wants.” She turned to Kylie. “How about it, little girl. You want to grow up? You want to be a real woman?” 

	Kylie was frozen, and for the longest time I thought she wasn’t going to say anything. Then she suddenly bobbed her head. Once. Yes. 

	Denise turned back to me. “Okay?” 

	Crap. We were moving fast. But how fast was too fast? I mean, why waste a vacation taking things nice and easy? 

	“Who wears it?” 

	“Flip you for it.” 

	I nodded, and picked up the penny we had put on the side table. “Heads or tails?” 

	“Tails.” 

	I flipped, and we watched the penny roll end for end in the air. It landed in my hand and I turned it onto my wrist. 

	We looked at each other, and I uncovered it. Tails. 

	“Excellent.” Denise whispered. Then, she checked with me one last time. “Okay with you?” 

	“Yes. I should probably watch first, anyway.” 

	“Okay.” She turned to Kylie. “Kylie, get up on the couch. All fours.” 

	While Kylie put his butt in the air Denise got out the strap on and buckled it on. She looked over at Kylie and laughed. “Other way, dope.” 

	His face red, his dick bobbing uncontrollably, Kylie turned, and I sat back and spread my legs. He looked at me, and for a long moment we stared at each other. 

	Man and wife. 

	Or, wife and wife. 

	At least, a change of power. 

	Some pretty powerful things were happening here. 

	“Got some lube?” 

	“In the bathroom,” I said, my voice sounding husky. 

	Denise went and brought back the lube. While she was gone, “Are you all right with this?” 

	“Yes.” 

	I smiled. If he was all right then I was all right. And I was ready. Wet and ready. God, I was hungry for this. 

	Denise came back and crouched on the couch behind Kylie. She rubbed a big glob of lube into Kylie’s ass. 

	Kylie jerked, and her eyes got a far away look in them, then she focused on me again. Her face hovered just inches over my hungry pussy. 

	“Okay, lovers, are you ready?” 

	“Yes,” I whispered. Kylie just nodded. 

	Denise knew what she was doing. She was careful and slow, and she  gently inserted the tip of her dick into Kylie’s love hole. 

	“Oh…oh…” Kylie’s face took on a surprised look. I watched her. I leaned down and held her face and forced her to watch me. 

	Denise moved slowly, and pushed an inch in.  

	Kylie’s eyes looked surprised, then took on a dreamy look. She not only liked spankings, she liked…anal. 

	Then Denise was all the way in. She held her position and said, “Start eating, Kylie girl.” 

	I pushed Kylie’s face, and she lowered it, and suddenly she was eating me out. Oh, god, her tongue rubbed on my labia, separated the folds, and stuck right into my slit. I felt that big tongue slither up, and I shivered 

	On the other end of my husband Denise began to push in and out, which caused Kylie’s face to press harder, pull back, push, and I was suddenly holding on To Kylie’s wig and arching my back. 

	“Eat her, bitch,” crowed Denise. 

	Kylie ate, voraciously, and used her fingers, and Denise pushed and pulled harder and harder. 

	Then Denise suddenly pulled one arm back and slapped it forward. SMACK! And again and again. SMACK! SMACK! 

	With each smack Kylie lurched into me. I felt her fingers exploring me, her face fucking me, and… “OH!” I burst like an overloaded dam. I just gushed out, spasm after spasm, my hips jerking, my thighs squeezing Kylie so hard I was afraid I’d hurt him. 

	For a long time I crested, and shivered, and shuddered, and Denise kept pounding into Kylie who kept pounding onto me. 

	Then it was over. I gave a final spasm, a shudder, and laid back, my arms limp, my head dazed, my world blown. 

	Gently, Denise pulled her dick out of Kylie. 

	Kylie was exhausted, she flopped over, and she looked up at me. The expression on her face was pure gratitude and happiness. Then, suddenly she looked down. “What?” confusion. 

	There was a puddle of goo on the couch under where Kylie’s dick had been hanging. 

	“You came,” explained Denise. 

	“But I didn’t feel anything!” 

	“You came because I pressed on your prostate. You’re a lucky girl. Most men it takes them a long time to release their seed like that.” 

	“But…but what does it mean.” 

	Denise stepped out of the strap on, sat down on the coffee table and faced us. 

	“It means, girlfriend, that you are going to be harder than hard. You came, but your mind doesn’t know that. You can fuck your wife as hard as you want and you won’t be able to cum.” 

	“Ever?” 

	The panic in Kylie’s voice was plain, and we laughed. 

	Denise said, “You’ll be able to cum again, but only if Mia, or myself, stops fucking you in the ass.” 

	I grinned, How about it, Kylie. Would you like me to stop fucking you in the ass?” 

	Kylie looked back and forth between us, his face alternated between confusion and lust, and finally, he said, “No.” 

	
 

	THE END
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