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Author’s Note

The second in the series, this story breaks new ground.

Tina is at reserve training camp. She is sleeping with the deluctable Captain Charlotte, and the manly Captain Tom Randolph is being dangled before her. Can she resist the lure of his over-sized weenie?

Jack is at home, being transformed into a girl. He likes it, but being a weak man, he is having a hard time dealing with the changes to his life.

Filled with love and sex and good times…this is a heart pounding story of Marine love, and what it really means to be a man.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jack woke up. He was groggy, tired. He had been drinking too much beer, and…and the things his wife was making him do!

He sat up in bed. He was wearing a peignoir and bra and panties. Two big water filled condoms enhanced his chest, and his toes were painted.

His toes!

Tina was away at a Marine reserve training camp, and she had left him locked up in chastity. After teasing him for months!

He looked down at his poor cock. It was locked up and weeping little drools of pre-cum.

Man, if he ever got out of this thing…but his wife had him on video, begging to be put in it, and she had threatened to show it to her friends, and his friends, and the whole damned Marine Corps!

He stood up, swayed a bit, then headed for the kitchen.

He ate a stack of pancakes, and that sure helped.

He went back to the bedroom. He was going to take off this silly stuff and get back to normal. And then he was going to see what he could do about getting out of chastity.

He took off the peignoir, tossed it aside, then…DING DONG!             

What the…! Who would ring his doorbell at ten in the morning!?

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

He pulled the peignoir back on. Now he was irritated. It was bad enough that some fool had come to call, but to have that fool lean on the door bell like that!

Then he realized how silly he looked in the peignoir.

Last night, drunk, he had thought he looked sexy. But in the dawn he no longer felt that way.

He reached into his closet and grabbed his old, tattered robe. He pulled it on as he walked down the hallway.

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

Son of a…!

He grabbed the door handle, swung the door back to yell, and froze.

A woman, quite good looking, stepped into the house.

“Hey!” he tried. “Get out of here.”

“No thanks,” she chirped happily. “Your wife sent me. Nice lips, by the way. Your toes, however, yeck!”

Jack covered his mouth. He had forgotten that Tina had told him to put on lipstick. He was standing there, in front of this woman, whoever she was, wearing sexy lingerie and lipstick, and suddenly his face turned bright red.

“Get out!” he commanded from behind his cupped hand.

“Nonsense,” said the woman as she walked into the dining room. “I guess we can set up here.”

Jack closed the door. He was going to have to throw the woman out with force!

Well, he didn’t want to call the police, not the way he was, all dressed up and wearing lipstick.

“You have to leave!”

“No. I don’t. As I told you, your wife sent me. If you want to call her you may, but a text might be better right now. I understand she’s at some Marine reserve training camp or something. Anyway, my name is Terry, and I’m here to fix your nails, maybe improve some other things. And, believe me, you need some improvement.”

She had placed a bag on the dining table and now she stood with her hands on her hips and regarded him sadly.

“I don’t care what my wife said, you—“

“Can I see it?”

“What?” His voice squeaked. He knew, automatically, what she was talking about.

“Your chastity device. I’ve heard so much about them, but I’ve never seen one. Your wife said you would show me.”

“I’m not going to show you…anything!”

He didn’t want to admit his cock was caught in a chastity tube. Even if it was!

“Well, okay. Maybe when we get you dressed. I brought some stuff in the car. You want to go get it for me?”

His mouth was open and he was shaking his head.

“Oh, I guess not. After all, to let somebody see you with such sloppy nails.

“Please!” he begged. “Please leave!”

“Nope. Sit down over here.”

Before Jack had been put in chastity he had considered himself a manly man. Now he didn’t know. His wife pushed him around, this girl was pushing him around, and he felt…emasculated.

“If you don’t sit down I’m going to have to call your wife.”

“Call her!”

Terry sighed, reached into her bag and extracted her cell phone. She tapped a message.

“Okay. Give her a sec. I hate bothering her at work, and she’s probably quite busy.”

A minute passed. Terry stood there, smiling, humming.

DING!

Jack’s phone was in the kitchen. He ran in and picked it up.

Do exactly what Terry says or else!

He was panicked, but he wasn’t going to give in to this…this blackmail!

He typed,

No!

He walked back into the dining room and smirked at Terry. “See? Now you’d better get out. I mean now!”

“Let’s just wait and see what your wife has to say about your bad attitude.”

“What bad attitude! You home invade me and I kick you out! That’s not a bad attitude!”

Terry smiled and waited.

DING!

Look at Facebutt.

Jack blinked and shook his head. Facebutt? Why? What the heck…

He ran into the computer room. Terry followed him, and he suddenly realized that his computer was sleeping. She was standing behind him when he tapped a key and woke it up.

A screen full of porn. Women sucking dick.

“Nice,” said Terry. “So this is how you spend your time?”

Jack sailed into the swivel chair and tried to close the window, but when he did the window behind it showed.

Lesbians fisting lesbians.

“Oh, Lord, you’ve got it bad. You’re a pervert. A downright sicky pervert.

Frantic, Jack closed that window, and another one was right behind.

Lesbians fisting.

Window after window he closed, and Terry laughed as his previous night’s interests came up.

Trans people doing trans things to each other.

Amputee sex.

Horror Sex.

“Wow!”

And, finally, the last window closed.

His face redder than a spanked tomato, he called up Facebutt.

There, on the first page of his scroll, was a picture. Jack knew what picture it was. He had taken it the night before and sent it to Tina.

It was him, bra and panties and red lipstick. The peignoir hiding the fakes of his fakery and making it look like he had real boobs.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

His face was blotted out, but…Tina could post the picture with his face not blotted.

“On, no.”

“Well, looks like we know who has the upper hand. Now let’s return the dining room. I have a lot to do, and you need to learn a lot of stuff.

Defeated, Jack stood up and followed Terry into the dining room.

Tina was trying to play it sly. She was head bent slightly, taking notes, and head raised slightly, listening to the lecture.

But she knew all about gallons of gas required for a tank to make it 500 miles. She knew the logistics for moving a squad, a company, a whole darned regiment.

What she didn’t know was what was in Captain Randolph’s pants.

He was wearing standard issue camo utilities. He was half turned and pointing at a white board. The military liking simplicity, he had drawn a picture of the various vehicles next to cans of gas.

“The real challenge is going to be the more unusual repair and maintenance vehicles,” he said. “Those will require…”

Blah…blah…blah.

The only thing that Tina noticed was the size of his shoes. They were big.

Across from Tina, Charlotte was also making notes. And she, too, was more concerned with the size of Captain Randolph’s shoes.

Tina drew a picture of a shoe on her notepad, then a series of round objects. She turned it slightly and Charlotte snickered.

How many balls to a dick.

The girls then took turns drawing bigger shoes and more balls.

As experts in logistics they were more interested in the relationship of sperm in the balls and the size of the cock.

“Any questions, please let me know.” Randolph looked at Major Cummings. “Thank you, Major, people.” And Captain Randolph sat down.

It was time for a break and Tina and Charlotte sat on a bench against the side of the headquarters building.

The day was beautiful. Perfect for Marines to go bumbling around in the woods. Tina leaned back against the building.

“Damn, did you see his package?”

“Those were size thirteen shoes if anything.”

Tina said, “I’d like to see how a size thirteen shoe fits.”

Charlotte returned with, “It probably wouldn’t fit, unless maybe the tongue did its job.”

The girls giggled, and Captain Randolph sauntered by. He gave them a smile and a salute and continued.

The girls saluted, and Charlotte sighed. “I heard he’s not married.”

“Not that marriage matters.”

“It wouldn’t matter with feet that big.”

The girls watched Randolph leave the company area. They watched his buns and imagined the strength of his glutes.

Jack sat in a dining room chair and watched as Terry colored his toe nails. She had cleaned his messy job up, and was showing him how to make nice, even strokes.

And she was glancing surreptitiously between his legs.

Jack’s robe had come apart and she could see his chastity tube.

The sight of his cock writhing and trying to push up was mesmerizing. She wondered how big his cock was out of the tube.

She knew her sister, Charlotte, who was a Marine, liked big cocks. And Jack was married to Charlotte’s friend and fellow Marine, Tina. So did Tina like big dongs?

If she did, why had she locked Jack up?

Maybe Jack was small?

Maybe he had to be locked up because he was too big.

But he had small feet, so Terry thought that maybe he was too small, and Tina just didn’t want to be bothered by his little dick.

She finished painting his toe nails and sat back. She was cross legged, Indian style, and she faced Jack.

Jack stared at his toes, his expression inscrutable.

What was he thinking? After all, what kind of a man would sit still for having his toes painted?

Jack shifted in the chair, and the robe opened up enough to give her a clear view of his chastity.

She sighed, and looked at it.

For a moment Jack didn’t notice. He was too concerned with his red toenails. Then he did notice, and he pulled his robe closed. His face was super red.

“Open your robe,” Terry said, a bit tired of his embarrassment.

“No.”

“I’ll call your wife again.”

“You think she’s gonna care if I don’t let you look at me?”

“She won’t care for one reason.”

“What?”

“You can’t do anything. There’s no harm in looking. So show me…now!”

Interestingly, Terry had picked up on how timid he was becoming. For that reason she had barked at him, and the extra oomf in her voice moved him.

Looking very unhappy, he let go of the lapels of his robe. They fell apart and she had an unfettered view of his caged cock.

She stared a for a second.

“You’re dripping.”

“It drips all the time,” he said, his voice a low mutter.

“And your balls…they look a little swollen.”

He managed to squeeze out the explanation. “I haven’t cum for months.

Terry shook her head, then she reached out a hand for his cage.

“Hey!” Jack shifted back, away from her.

She looked at him warningly.

He was caught, and he knew it.

And, he would never admit it…it was exciting. A strange woman reaching for his dingus?

She circled her hand around the tube. She held him, and she could feel his cock going crazy inside. “You really want to get hard, don’t you?”

“You have no idea,” he looked away.

She caressed his tube. He could feel the motion of her hand through the material, but he couldn’t feel her hand.

She smiled. “Spread your legs.”

Puzzled, he did, and she moved her face forward.

He watched in fascination as she opened her mouth and took his whole cage into her maw.

She closed her lips around the base of his cock, the back of the chastity device.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, feeling his balls, hefting them as if assessing the weight and fullness of them.

“Oh, God!” his blurted.

It was a blow job, a deep throat, but he hardly felt any of it through the chastity device.

He stared down and it was like her mouth was pressed against his pubis, and he had no balls or dick.

She moved back and grinned. “God, that’s fun!”

Jack felt like crying.

Lunchtime, and Charlotte had managed to corner Captain Randolph at a corner table.

Tina filled a tray with food and sat down and watched them out of the corner of her eye.

They were smiled, chuckling, and Tina knew that Charlotte’s thigh was placed against Captain Randolph’s. The woman was so close to him she was almost on the other side.

And Captain Randolph liked it. His square jaw was grinning. His eyes were alight, and it looked like he was sneaking glances at Charlotte’s chest.

Now Tina was in a quandary.

She wanted to fuck Captain Randolph. She wanted to find out how big his shoes were. But Charlotte looked to be gaining the inside track.

And Tina thought about her husband.

Jack was a soft man, and she knew that Charlotte’s sister was giving him a make over at that very moment.

Was it wrong of her to cheat on him?

Was it wrong of her to want Captain Randolph? To want Captain Randolph to jam his size thirteen peter so far up her hole she squealed like a school girl and came?

And she knew it was wrong.

But she wanted it.

She especially wanted it now that her husband’s feminization was making her pussy so damned wet!

Would he care? And, if he did, would he do anything about it?

After all, when she talked about fucking men with big dicks he seemed to enjoy it, to get turned on by it. She talked about lining up well endowed men and he started shivering and leaking his pre-cum.

So…he was turned on by the idea of her fucking somebody else.

But could he handle the reality?

What would he do if she came home and sat him down and said, Honey, I’ve just been fucked by a cock that is bigger than yours?

What would he do?

As she wondered this fantasy she saw Captain Randolph stand up. He picked up Charlotte’s tray and took them both over to the garbage can. then he returned and they left the mess hall.

As Charlotte walked out the door she turned and smiled at Tina victoriously.

All Tina could do was grunt and wish her friend well.

What would her husband do?

Terry placed Jack’s hand on the table and sat facing it. She trimmed his nails, filed them down, pressed the cuticles.

Jack sat still, watched the painting.

Terry leaned over and pulled his robe apart. “I want to see it,” she said.

He had no choice. He sat there, robe open, and she fitted fingernails to his fingers and prepared them.

Then she took out a bottle of glue and coated his fingers. This is good glue, honey. Your nails should stay in place no matter how tough the housework gets.”

He stared at her, and she suddenly giggled. “And you have a lot of housework to do, I’ll bet.

Another shade of red upon his face.

She pressed the fingernails onto his fingers one at a time. His fingers grew in length, looked more slender; looked more girlish.

Jack sighed, and his heart felt a fierce glow within. And he wondered, How can I feel this good?

After work, getting ready for the evening meal, Tina stared at the text she had just received.

Jack’s hands. Long and sensuous. Red, like bloody claws. Sexy.

She could imagine his fingers clawing her back, digging deep and driving her towards a bigger and bigger orgasm.

“Is that Jack?”

Charlotte leaned over her shoulder and admired Jack’s digits. “Wow. That boy has come a long way. Pardon me. That girl.”

The girls grinned, then Charlotte said, “Guess where I was?”

Tina opted for crudity. “Taking a shit?”

Charlotte laughed. “Oh, you jealous bitch! I was out at the pit.”

The pit was where recruits practiced their unarmed combat. Originally it was just soft dirt, but when the recruits came in knowing more MMA than the instructors the pit had gained some wrestling mats. It reduced injuries and made it easier for the sergeants to act as referees.

Tina looked at her friend, and she knew what Charlotte had been up to. “And how big are Captain Randolph’s shoes?”

“Oh, Lord,” Charlotte fanned her face with one hand. “That man has a HUGE cock! And he know how to use it! I swear, I thought he was ripping me in two! The only reason I survived is because it felt so good.”

Tina grinned. “Yeah. Right. You jacked off.”

“That’s jilled off, and I didn’t. I didn’t need to. The good Captain Randolph is experienced. That man…” Charlotte looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, “…that man knows everything there is to know about fucking. He got me off with his mouth. He used his fingers, and finally, after I thought I was all fucked out, he put that big hog in me and we celebrated Christmas!”

“Oh, God,” whispered Tina. “You make me so jealous.”

“Don’t be jealous. Get the Captain to take you out to the pit. Don’t believe me, find out for yourself. Guaranteed, he’ll make your pussy sing.”

Jack sat on the dining rom chair. His hair was wet and pulled tight. Terry had put him in a row of small curlers.

Jack had brushed his hair and sort of played with styling it, but this was the real thing. He was going to have a serious curl, one that couldn’t be hidden by just brushing his hair out.

As if he could hide the red talons on his fingers.

“You’ve got great hair, Jack. You’ve really been missing the boat by not styling it.”

Jack listened to her, and was aware that she was that close to him. He could feel her boobs pressing against his back and shoulders as she worked on his hair.

She was feminizing him. He understood this, but the odd thing was that his initial panic had been replaced by a bout of unbearable horniness.

This was worse than just being horny from being chastised. This was sexual torment of the most pleasing kind.

And he thought: She said he had missed the boat. That was what his wife had said when she had chastised him. She had, in essence, called him a girly man, impugned his manhood, and reduced him. So why did he feel so good? Why did he feel like his whole body was a shade of orgasm?

“Look at this thing wiggle?” Terry grabbed his caged cock and shook it.

He groaned, and an extra bit of pre-cum blobbed out of the end of his cock, seeped out of the tube.

Tina lay on her bunk. She was sleeping nude for the simple reason she liked sleeping nude.

And she was horny.

Sure, she had used her vibrator while at home with Jack, but she had neglected to bring her vibrator to camp. Heck, if she had every other Marine there would have laughed. And the female Marines would have told her to go out and get a few good men.

So she lay there under the sheets, her nipples hot, her pussy hot, her whole body in a fever.

“You awake?” Charlotte asked from her bunk.

“Booyah.”

Silence for a minute.

“Why? Aren’t you tired?”

“Oh, I’m tired. Why are you awake?”

“I can’t stop thinking about Captain Marvel.”

Tina snorted. “Captain Randolph.”

“Yeah. Him. Captain Big Dick. So why are you awake?”

Tina sighed, then let it out. “I’m horny.”

“So jack off. I won’t tell.”

Tina laughed. “Right.” Then, a moment later she said, “It’s funny. I don’t mind getting myself off at home. Heck, I love doing it and making Jack watch. It drives him crazy, but when I think about jacking off here, I think ‘Jack.’”

“Ha! Jack. Jacking off. I get it.”

“So pretend I’m Jack. Tease me.”

“Well…”

“You know you want to. Lord, I never seen a girl so desperate. Do it, girl.”

Tina just sighed.

She heard Charlotte’s bed springs squeak, then Charlotte padded the few steps across the room. She lifted the blankets over Tina and slid in next to her.

Tina didn’t complain. She just felt the sudden heat. “You’re skin is so hot.”

“I’m hot all over, baby. Now lay back and let Momma do her job.”

Tina relaxed and then tightened as Charlotte slipped a hand between her legs.

It is a truth that women know more about eating pussy for the simple fact that they have a pussy. They know what pleases the woman, and Charlotte really know how to please a woman.

She started by cupping Tina’s mons, holding it, shaking it, all while her plump lips mashed against Tina’s. Then she slid down her body and began working on Tina’s tits. She pulled on the nipples with her mouth, palpated the mounds themselves, then slipped a couple of fingers into Tina.

Tina gasped, and Charlotte relaxed, didn’t do anything but wiggle her fingers.

“God,” she said. “Don’t ever let yourself get this hot, girlfriend. You’re burning up. You need relief before you catch on fire.”

Tina was making a series of sounds. “Unh…unh…unh…”

Charlotte smiled, leaned over and nibbled on a breast and let Tina jerk her hips and arch her back.

“I’m going to fist you. You ever been fisted?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Charlotte slid down under the covers, pushed them back and knelt on all fours. She lifted and spread Tina’s legs and began to gentle rim Tina’s hole.

“The trick is to relax,” whispered Charlotte. She kissed and licked Tina’s clitoris as she slid three fingers into her.

Tina could hardly breath. She was shivering and quivering.

Four fingers. In and out, round and round, a hand on one nipple, then the other, pulling, twisting, Charlotte’s mouth pulled back and it felt like she was getting out of the bed, but she was only shifting her position for what was about to happen, what would give her the great amount of ease.

She tucked her thumb in and pressed gently inward.

Tina felt Charlotte’s knuckles slide through the rim of her pussy.

It was the most exquisite feeling she had ever had.

She felt herself open up and accept, and she submitted, and because it was a woman doing her, it was okay to submit.

Submit to a man this way and it was all over, the man would think he owned you. But submit to a woman this way and it was wonderful, no attempt at ownership.

Charlotte understood this, and she smiled at the look of revelation on Tina’s face as she raised her head in the gloom and stared in wonder.

“Now…see?” murmured Charlotte, her wrist swallowed by Tina’s vagina. “See?”

Tina suddenly bent back, her eyes rolled back in the sockets, and she came. She had never cum so hard in her life.

Terry was sleeping in the guest bedroom.

She had thought about sleeping with Jack, but she was feeling her way through this situation, and she didn’t want to do something Tina might not like.

Though, to be honest, Tina had seemed like she was fine with anything Terry might try.

But she had decided to sleep in the guest quarters and talk to Tina on the morrow. Better to be safe than sorry.

She wanted to sleep with Jack. He was so cute and helpless, and he really looked like a woman. She had done an incredible job of transforming him. The planes of his face were softened, his eyebrows were plucked, his cock, of course was not in the equation. He looked…beautiful.

But…tomorrow.

Jack lay awake. He stared towards ceiling, unable to see it in the darkness, staring as if through the ceiling and into the never ending darkness of the night sky.

What was happening to him?

He was laying in bed, with orders to face upwards, not to mess his make up.

He knew he wasn’t supposed to sleep with make up on. He was supposed to cold cream his face or something. But Terry had spent so much time working on him that she had told him to sleep on his back.

He thought she planned to do something with him tomorrow.

He turned his face slightly, and looked out the window, and he realized: I forgot to do the lawn!

He was supposed to cut the lawn today. It was the normal day for cutting the lawn, trimming the bushes, taking care of the outsides.

But he hadn’t. He had been too busy…sitting and letting himself get feminized.

What was happening to him.

He kept thinking about the lawn. How he needed to do that, how Tina always accused him of being too lazy, of having to be browbeaten into the simplest of chores.

Well, maybe, but…but right then he felt a massive surge of energy. He was as if electrified, and needed to do something.

He threw the covers off and swung his legs out of the bed. He touched them to the floor and sat there.

He contemplated his eternally wiggling but never achieved penis. He felt the hard cover of the chastity tube. He groaned.

He needed to do something. He couldn’t sleep. He had to move. His body was like a mass of snakes being poked by a stick.

He had to do the lawn.

Jack stood up and began getting dressed.

Getting dressed like he had never dressed before.

Terry had told him he wasn’t allowed out of bed without his ‘feminine parts.’

His boobs.

He put on his bra, then put the water filled condoms in it. His chest jiggled, just like a real girl.

He pulled on a tummy shaper, pulled his cage back so it wouldn’t dangle, and tugged the shaper tight. Terry had made him wear a tummy shaper instead of panties so his cock could be pressed back between his legs.

He now had no penis bump, and he could wear anything a woman might wear.

He felt oddly, but harmlessly, psychotic. Or maybe schizophrenic. It was like he had two minds. One was free and giggling, and the other watched and marveled.

Which mind was actually his he didn’t know.

He pulled on a dress, cinched the waist belt a little, which emphasized his too big boobs, and slid his feet into the high heels Terry had brought. They were just his size, and they felt so weird. It was like he was walking on a hill when there was no hill.

Always in danger of falling down the hill.

And Jack thought of an old nursery rhyme. One that kids had chanted around him when he was younger just because her was named Jack.

Jack and Jill went up the hill

with a dollar and a quarter

Jill came back with two fifty

they didn’t go up for water

He smiled, but it was a pained smile. He had never liked being teased with that rhyme.

He walked down the hallway on tip toes, careful not to make a clicking sound.

He stopped by the guest room and listened to Terry breathing.

She was breathing slowly, evenly, and was obviously asleep.

Jack walked into the garage. He moved slowly, so as not to make any noise. He got out the lawn mower. Not the power mower, but the push mower. He was going to take care of the lawn, but he didn’t want to wake up the neighbors with the power mower.

He didn’t want them coming out and seeing him, all made up, his long, naked legs beneath the hem high dress. Almost high enough for them to see his underwear.

He carried the lawnmower out the side door and around to the front.

Jack lived at the end of a cul de sac, and the closet street lights were fifty feet away. It was gloomy on his lawn, and nobody could see him.

He set the lawnmower down, attached the grass catcher, and began to push.

The lawn mower whirred, and the sound was low. He pushed slowly, applying pressure evenly, and went back and forth, back and forth. He pushed the lawnmower along the edge, trimming nicely.

Grass was thrown back into the catcher, and his heels dug into the soft lawn.

It felt good. Leaning forward, pressing with his heels, it felt like he wasn’t sliding down a hill. He didn’t think about the little holes he was leaving with every step.

Inside the house Terry woke up. She wasn’t sure what woke her up, just that…there it was, a slight, low whirring sound. Like…like grass being…she jumped out of bed and looked through the window.

She could see the shadow of Jack moving across the lawn. He was slanted forward, digging in his heels to get enough weight to push the lawnmower.

She grinned, then she frowned.

Jack was muttering to himself. He didn’t know what, but…he was muttering.

As he passed under the window through which Terry looked she heard him say, “Got to cut…got to cut…now…the neighbors won’t see…nobody can see me…nobody can see me.”

Terry leaned back into the darkness, didn’t allow Jack even the chance to see her.

Why he was cutting the lawn at midnight was obvious, and especially with what he was muttering. He had to cut at night so nobody would see him.

But why was it so important to cut the lawn at all? It had been in good shape, so…why was Jack cutting the lawn at all?

Outside, Jack kept pushing the old mower. It was rusty and hard to push and he was drenched in sweat.

“Got to cut…got to cut…nobody can see me.”

Inside her room, Terry wondered if there was something wrong, if maybe they had gone too far?

But Jack, in spite of his nervousness, seemed to actually like it. His cock had been wiggling in the chastity tube all day. And if you can’t believe a wiggling cock, what can you believe?

But…was something wrong with Jack?


Part Two

Jack’s eyes were wide. His make up had been ruined by the night’s perspiration. Even his underwear was dirty. He had put it on fresh the day before, but now…it stunk.

Terry frowned, and took her time in repairing Jack. As she fixed his make up and cleaned him up and put on new clothes, she lectured him.

“Now, Jack, I don't want you mowing the lawn in the middle of the night. What would the neighbors think?

Jack looked up at her, his eyes were innocent, and he said, “The neighbors can’t see me. Nobody can see me. I’m okay.”

He wasn’t okay, he was mixed up, confused, and he was hiding it all. Everything was simmering below the surface.

Terry  bit her lip and worked on him.

Jack was docile, and when she told him to just sit there and let his make up set, he believed it, and he sat.

Terry went outside with her cell phone and called her sister.

Technically, Charlotte was not supposed to take personal calls, and it was even frowned upon to have a cell phone.

Still, everybody was out on drills, she was manning the company phones, and since nobody was calling, why not take a call?

She put the phone on speaker, eyed the doorway, and held a finger over the face. If anybody came in she could tap the phone closed quickly.

“Sis?”

“Hey! I think we’ve got a problem!”

Charlotte was as efficient as any Marine officer. She said, “Speak.”

“I’ve Jack all fixed up. He’s looking good. Complete make up, everything.”

“What’s the problem?”

“He mowed the lawn.”

“That’s a problem?”

“At midnight.”

Charlotte frowned. “At midnight?”

“Yes. I told him to stay in bed, but he got up, got dressed, en femme, and went out and mowed the lawn.”

Charlotte didn’t see the problem. Men were supposed to mow lawns. And if they did it at midnight…so what?

“Did he trim the edges?”

Terry blinked. What?

“Did he trim the edges?” Charlotte asked again.

“Uh, yes. He did.”

“Good. Compliment him on a good job, give him some ice cream or something.”

Terry’s mouth opened. It was plain her sister didn’t get it. She prepared to explain everything, but suddenly Charlotte saw an officer coming up the steps outside the office.

“Hey! I’ve got to go. Things are getting tight. Do what you have to.”

She tapped the phone, cutting the connection, and turned to smile at Major Cummings. “Good morning, Major.”

“And to you, Captain. Do you know where Major Randolph is?”

“Twenty mile hike, sir. Should be at hill 43 as we speak.”

The major frowned.

“Sir?”

“Send a jeep out for him. He’s got a trooper who had a death in the family. I’d like him to process the paperwork so we can send this boy home.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Send…ah, who do we have?”

Charlotte leaped, “Captain Steading is free this morning.”

“Excellent. Good head on that one. Go find her, I’ll watch the phones for a few minutes.”

Charlotte jumped up and hurried out the door. She dog trotted across the field and into her barracks.

She entered her room and there was Charlotte. Laying on her bed and reading a Grace Mansfield novel. She looked up at Charlotte.

“What’s the haps, general?”

“On your feet, bitch. Major Cummings wants you to find Captain Randolph. He’s on a twenty mile hike this morning.”

The hike. Twenty miles of slogging through mud and over boulders.

Tina stood up and grabbed her gear.

Charlotte watched her with a grin.

Tina turned, saw the grin, and asked, “What?”

“Captain Randolph, bitch. Make sure you turn the jeep over, and with you on top.”

“Ha!” But Tina grinned.

Charlotte returned to headquarters. She saw Tina roar off, driving one of the decrepit, old Jeeps they kept around. The real machinery, the Humvees and troop carriers were all out today.

Major Cummings looked up with arched eyebrows.

“Done, sir.”

“Very good, Captain. Say, have a seat here…I want a second pair of eyes to read these instructions…”

Charlotte sat, and shortly the two were involved in a discussion concerning the logistics of moving large numbers of men.

Sometimes the tasks performed in the Marines are silly, even counterproductive. These were the tasks that men and women hated. It was all wasted effort.

But driving a Jeep was a joy for Tina. ‘Specially the old ones.

She careened down a trail, through a small stream, and over a hump in the road.

So Charlotte had figured out how to set her up with Captain ‘Big Dick’ Randolph, eh?

That was good news, and bad.

Lord, she wanted to fuck him.

But she was still embroiled in the question of whether she should cheat on her husband.

She wanted to, she needed to, but…she was married.

But what was marriage but a contract. And had Jack really kept up his end of the contract?

He was weak, effeminate, and she had had to lock him in chastity to get him to do anything. And even that was a mixed bag of rewards.

She slowed the jeep and navigated around a trio of saplings that had fallen in the road. Probably knocked over by a tank. Stupid tanks.

She sped up and wiggled her way through the woods.

Back to Jack.

She giggled when she thought of the pictures Charlotte’s sister had sent her.

Jack did make a beautiful woman. She was prouder of him as a woman than as a man.

And she thought of Captain Randolph again. Square-jawed, a set of even, white chompers. Full lips, but not too full, a proud nose, but without being too big.

Charlotte had said that he had burrowed into her slit with that nose, laughing as he made her cum.

She sighed, and her pussy twitched. She had been eaten out, and she had been made to squirt with fingers, but never had she had a ‘nose job.’

She giggled, her pussy growing a bit moist.

She shifted on the seat, unconsciously tried to rub her pussy on the lumpy seat.

Fuck. He made her hot.

Jack was proving difficult. He kept hitting his chastity tube. “Nobody can see it!” He kept saying. “Nobody can see it!”

Which confused Terry. Was he talking about his dick? Or his chastity? Was he trying to hurt himself? Or get off?

She didn’t know, and Jack was proving fractious.

Finally, she had had enough. It was one thing to feminize a man, it was another to put up with his silliness.

“Come with me,” she commanded.

He followed her out on the patio, his heels clicking.

“Lay down on the lounger.”

Jack frowned, but he laid down.

“Stay there.”

She went back into the house, back to the bedroom. she gathered up a half dozen silk ties and returned to the patio.

Jack had not followed directions. He was sitting on the edge of the lounger, looking down at his dripping peeny.

“Nobody can see you!” he muttered.

“I told you to lay down, Jack!”

Jack frowned, but he turned and laid on his belly.

Terry tied one arm to the leg of the lounger. Then the other. She tied his ankles to the frame, then sat down and wondered what to do.

Jack looked up at her. “What am I doing?”

“Being a good girl.”

“Oh.”

He lay there, his red lips pouting, his beautiful eyes half closed in thought. Then he raised is head. “Is it good that they can’t see me?”

“Oh, shut up, Jack.”

Terry was tired of this shit. She worked her finger to the bone to make him pretty, but her sister didn’t care, and Jack was being unruly, and—

“How do women make love?”

Terry looked up at him. Spite made her snap, “Well, first they find a dick.”

Jack blinked. His face looked perplexed. “I don’t have a dick. Can you untie me?”

“You aren’t following directions.”

“If you untie me I’ll follow directions.”

Terry shook her head. She got up and went into the kitchen. She made a bourbon and Coke, then, an afterthought, she made Jack a drink. In a big glass. With a long straw.

She giggled. She thought of an old W. C Fields movie. An asshole is talking down to W. C., and he calls him a drunk.

W. C. responds with, “I’m drunk, but you’re crazy. I’ll be sober tomorrow, where will you be?”

She thought of Jack, laying there in his finery. He was crazy. But maybe he just needed to get drunk.

She walked out to the patio and placed her glass on a round table.

Jack stared at her.

She placed his glass on the patio underneath his mouth. He could sip whiskey all he wanted.

Then she threw a leg over the top of the lounge chair and sat down in front of him.

Or he could eat her pussy.

Jack took a sip, raised his head and stared at Terry’s most delicious pussy.

Drunk or crazy, that was something no man could forgo.

Charlotte moved forward and Jack started eating.

A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat.

A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat.

Terry smiled. Now this was the way life was supposed to be.

Tina arrived at Hill 43 an hour later. An hour to meander through that maze of woods. Sure, the trails were marked, but the sloshy conditions, the way the road had been run down, but…an hour?

The Marines were just beginning the final hundred yards to the top of the hill. Tina wound her way through a couple of stragglers, honked her horn, and slid to a stop at the top of the hill.

“Captain Randolph!”

Captain Tom Randolph had been watching the crazy jeep driver come up the hill, and he grinned when he saw it was the good looking Captain who bunked with that delicious captain who had near fucked him to death the other day in the pit.

Man, that woman was insatiable!

“Yes, Captain!”

“Major Cummings wants you back at headquarters. I’m to give you a lift.”

Randolph turned and yelled across the top of the hill. “Lieutenant! Take over!”

The lieutenant yelled her acknowledgement.

Tina scrutinized the young Lieutenant She was the girl who was in on Jack’s feminization. Leslie Harrison. She was good looking, real good looking, and Tina wondered if Captain Randolph had been with her.

Hmm.

Captain Randolph hopped into the Jeep and Tina forgot about the lieutenant and pushed the gear shift lever and slalomed down the slope.

The jeep wended its way through the woods. Tina slowed down enough for safe driving, and so she could conduct a conversation with the handsome officer next to her.

“How you doing, Captain?”

“Pretty good. Any idea why they want me?”

“Nada.” Just that my girlfriend wants me to take you to bed.

“Well, whatever. I enjoy hiking, but I don’t mind losing out on the return ten miles.”

“Double that.”

They bumped over the ruts and wiggled through grooves left by tank treads.

Captain Randolph was an easy conversationalist. They discussed things having to do with the corps, with civilian life, and traded ludicrous yarns.

They were half way back to headquarters when a tree fell on them.

Just like that. So ridiculous to even think about, it was probably bigger odds than lightening striking the pope in the middle of taking a dump.

But it happened.

It wasn’t a big tree, just a little six incher.

Tina saw it give way, saw they were going to intersect the path of the falling tree and hauled on the wheel and jammed on the breaks.

Three took out the windshield—one of those old, fold-down windshields—then slapped Randolph in the forehead and jammed his body against Tina’s.

Jack got loose and wiggled forward. The silk ties just slithered apart—Terry never was very good at knots—and then Jack had his arms under  Terry’s buns and he was lifting her.

He gobbled like a man who had a dick, even though he didn’t. Not really. Not tied up the way it was.

He stood, and Terry’s back went up on the back of the lounge chair.

She shrieked.

Jack was crazy!

He was drunk, and he had been alternating between sipping the last of his whiskey, and performing cunnilingus. Now he was loose, and all his horniness came to the fore.

“Jack!” Terry beat on his shoulders.

In a feat of strength, insane strength, Jack carried her into the house, gobbling, sucking, making a frothy mess of her pussy.

“Stop it!” She grabbed his hair and pulled.

Jack plopped her down on the couch, and went with her.

“Don’t do this!”

But Jack was drunk, and crazy, and he moved up her body. He positioned his penis at her hole and moved forward, and stopped.

His tube went into her, and it was short, but there was no real sensation.

Oh, he could feel her, but…the material of his tube was what got all the action.

He lay above her, supported on his arms, and experimentally tried to push his tube into her.

Terry’s mouth was open, she was blinking, and she suddenly understood how helpless Jack was.

imagine, being so stupid you try to screw with a caged cock!

She giggled.

Jack looked confused.

“Go on, Jack. Fuck me.”

Jack tried. His hips lurched, moved forward, but only three inches of tube went into Terry’s wet pussy.

Terry started to laugh. Short, smooth surfaced…it was still penetration. It was just like a half long enough dildo.

And it felt good!

It was moving against the outer part of her pussy, stimulating the most sensitive of her nerves.

Heck, women didn’t have nerves deep inside their pussies. They had them on the edges, and the value of the big cock was mostly in their mind.

What was better was a cock that was big in diameter.

Jack kept trying, pushing, lurching, tilting, trying to get in.

He banged against her pubic, stimulated her most sensitive nerves, and Terry grabbed on and closed her eyes.

Jack, without a workable dick, was about to give her the wildest fuck of her life.

“Oh, yeah…YES!”

And Jack cried out in frustration and kept pumping.

Tina opened her eyes. Surprisingly, she felt good. She felt…loosy goosy. Then she realized where she was.

Oh, fuck!

Captain Randolph was leaning against her, trapping her. The Jeep had been pushed off the trail and was tilted against a big pine.

It was getting dark.

Fuck! how long had it been?

“Captain Randolph,” she muttered, trying to move his bulk and gain a bit of room.

He mumbled something, then opened his eyes.

His face was right next to hers, turned sideways, but if they had been facing each other their lips wold have been resting on one another.

“Wake up, Captain.”

His eyes opened. He was groggy, dizzy, but he had a fast mind.

“Tree fell,” he murmured. “Why can’t I win the lottery?”

“Can you move? I might be able to slip out.”

But she didn’t have to. Captain Randolph pushed on the tree that had fallen into their Jeep and she crawled across his lap.

His lap.

Her chest brushing across his belly, putting her hand right on his cock—it was fucking huge!—and sliding out of the Jeep.

Once outside she was able to help him. She pushed on the tree, braced her shoulder under it, and he slithered out. Moving past her in tight quarters, brushing against her too large boobs.

Was that a smile on his roguish face?

They were free, and they stood in the middle of the road and looked at the poor Jeep.

“Survives World War Two, Korea, maybe even Viet Nam, and is taken out by an enemy tree.”

Tina chuckled at his humor. She took a step and stumbled. He caught with an arm.

“You okay?”

“Ankle hurts. It’s not broken. No big deal.”

He picked her up. She could feel his muscles working under his uniform.

He walked across the road and placed her on the barrel of a fallen tree. A big one.

“I’ll check the Jeep. Unless you have a phone?”

“No can do, Captain.”

He smiled ruefully. “It was worth a try.”

He walked across the road and rummaged through the Jeep. There wasn’t much, but he did find one blanket. He brought it back and wrapped it around her shoulders.

Tina was rubbing her ankle. He sat down next to her and took over.

“Oh, thank you,” Tina muttered.

His hands were strong, but gentle. He was leaning forward slightly, and she could smell his masculine aroma.

Not a bath soap odor, like she imagined Jack must smell like, but a rugged, outdoorsy odor.

She put an arm over his back to help keep her balance, and he felt her boobs pressing against his side.

He smiled and worked the pain out of Tina’s ankle.

And, man, that was one shapely ankle!

Finally, however, he had to stop.

“We need to see to shelter. It might be a while before they find us.”

He looked around and, in the last fading light of day, he spied a comfortable looking indentation under a log.

“We can lay down there.”

“Sounds fine to me.”

She got up on one foot and hopped back. He held her arm to help her, and once again his strength was appreciated.

He lay the blanket down, helped here down, then joined her.

“Too wet to start a fire,” he mentioned.

“We’ll have to put our bodies together.” Was that a glint in her eye?

He smiled. “I can handle that.”

They snuggled up against one another. At first there was a little hesitation, but the situation was what it was, and she finally put her arms around his neck and held him. “Fuck it,” she said.

He grinned against her neck.

They lay there, were entangled, feeling the warmth, and she felt his dong start to stand up.

“Oh, shit,” he said.

“Din’t worry about it,” she said. “I’ve felt a weenie before.”

“It is a survival thing,” he murmured.

There were a couple of ways she could have taken that, but she didn’t say anything. She just scrunched up against him and sighed.

He was so big and strong. And big down there.

Suddenly she grinned. Jack was far away, in body and in mind. She was so horny. She felt a certain sense of freedom, and being so close to Captain Randolph, she blurted. “My hands are cold.”

He froze.

She reached down into his pants and gripped his dong.

He jerked, but didn’t say anything.

She felt the size of him. She felt the hot blood coursing through the veins.

“Your hands don’t feel that cold,” he said drily, but he wasn’t admonishing her.

Heck, how could you speak down to a sexy woman who had your cock in her hands?

“Maybe it was my imagination,” she said, and she began to gently stroke him.

Randolph gave a light moan, adjusted his body position.

“You fucked my friend.”

He didn’t back off. “Captain Harrison. Yes. She’s great. I mean as a person not just as…”

Tina saved him. “Yes. I think she’s super.”

She felt his large balls, and was amazed. He had just cum the day before, but he felt all full and ready to pop.

“Are you a lusty man? Captain?”

“No contest,” he was breathing hard.

“Are you going to let me do all the work?”

He wiggled, and began unbuttoning his shirt. He paused and they kissed, and she almost swooned at how masculine he was.

“Is your leg okay?”

“Fuck my leg, she breathed, wiggling out of her camos.

He undid his pants, and they giggled as the blanket grew too small and tried to escape.

They shifted, adjusted, disrobed, and then they were ready.

He was a large man, muscles on his muscles, and she felt small and even submissive under him. But that was okay.

Submitting to her husband wasn’t, because he wasn’t a big, alpha kind of guy. But submitting to this hunk was what she wanted.

She moved down his body, risked her feet going out under the flap of the blanket, and took him in her mouth.

She couldn’t take him all the way, she could only gobble the head, but her hands went up and down and it was okay.

Randolph moaned and fucked her face. He was slow and considerate, and he loved it when she used one hand to gently slap his balls.

“I’m gong to cum,” he warned.

There was still a little bit of reservation in Tina. She figured that a blow job wasn’t cheating.

She felt his explosion at the start, a sudden warmth and a freezing of motion, then he surged, tilting his hips and fucking her throat.

The sperm was rich and thick. It dribbled out of her mouth. And it felt wonderful.

And she hadn’t fucked him.

Jack lay on his back on the floor. He stared up at the ceiling.

Terry groaned and held her legs together.

“I’ve never cum like that in my life!”

Jack hadn’t cum. It felt like his balls were going to explode. His whole body was hot and fevered, but there was nothing he could do.

She had fucked him…and cum…and he hadn’t really even felt his penis.

It had been in her, but it had been soft, and trapped by the material of the tube. He hadn’t fucked her, and he had, and he had felt nothing but a surreal frustration that was overwhelming.

Finally, Terry got up. She staggered across the room.

“I think you bruised me.”

“Sorry,” said Jack, not understanding what the word sorry meant, just knowing that it was appropriate to the moment.

Terry walked down the hall, into his bedroom. He could hear the sound of the shower.

He sighed.

He was dizzy with liquor, crazed with sexual desire, and…a woman.

But why shouldn’t he be a woman?

He sat up, then stood up. He adjusted his underthings, he looked at himself in the mirror in the foyer.

He remembered the old saying: If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck and quacks like a duck, then it just may be a duck.

He looked like a woman. He walked like a woman. Was he talking like a woman? Yet?

He felt softer. He knew he was moving differently, but when would he be a woman?

And—this was important—it didn’t bother him.

He knew he had been acting crazy, but the drink seemed to calm him down. It made it okay for him to be a woman.

He stood up, retrieved his high heels, and click, click, clicked into the kitchen.

The bottle of bourbon was on the counter, and he poured himself a drink.

He had been drinking straight, and that was crazy, but two crazies made a sane, so he had the presence of mind to mix in some Coke.

He sipped, instead of guzzled, and now he felt the smooth flow of alcohol working through his system.

He wasn’t crazy now, but he was a little drunk, and…that was okay. He could handle everything. He thought.

“Hey! Fuck head!”

He turned and walked towards the sound of Terry’s voice. He entered the bedroom, then the bathroom.

Terry was standing, the shower door half opened, and she grinned at him. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She pulled him into the shower and began scrubbing him. She washed his make up off, tossed his sodden rags into a corner for later pick up, and soaped the holy hell out of him.

It felt good to feel a woman’s hands on him. It felt good the way she massaged him, worked him, cleaned his caged cock.

She kissed him. “Baby. You gave me the best orgasm!”

He smiled and moaned. Her hands felt so good on him.

She reached behind him. She kissed his mouth. She cupped his cheeks, then she wormed a finger into him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “That feels so good!”

She smiled into his kiss.

He wasn’t a tall person, and her hand was perfectly situated. she pushed two fingers into him and reamed him.

“Honey,” she said, “You asked me how a woman makes love…”

He gulped, and held her. He pressed his face into her neck.

She laughed. “What do you think? Are you brave enough to find out how a woman makes love?”

Drunk, crazy, overwhelmed with lust…Jack wanted…but he was scared.

Captains Steading and Randolph held each other under the blanket. They were well wrapped, and they were warm as toast.

“I’m hungry,” Randolph murmured against her flesh.

“I’m not,” she quipped. And they both laughed. Nothing like a semen sandwich, hold the bread, to fill a belly.

“So we’re just going to wait here for daylight?”

“Unless they mount a night mission.”

“Hunh. Leslie won’t.”

Randolph smiled. “You two are in on this.”

“Guilty, sir. We targeted you on the first day.”

“And you’re just going to toss me back and forth, use me and abuse me, then toss me aside.”

Tina grinned. That was a good idea.

Then she felt something. It had only been a half hour, but she felt him…stirring. down there.

She remembered Leslie talking about Randolph’s recuperative powers.

“Oh, my God!” Her small hand tried to circle his massive dingus.

“Is there something wrong?” She cold feel him grinning into her hair.

“Not a thing, Captain, but tell me, is that a howitzer in your pocket? Or are you glad to see me?”

“Speaking of field exercises…”

“I got your field exercises right here!”

She began to encourage him, to stroke him to larger and larger dimensions.

Randolph breathed out, and began to screw her hand.

Tina moved her hand, grabbed his balls with the other one, and squeezed.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“Big, strong man,” she teased.

Then he was on top of her. Parts of the blanket fell back and exposed them. He entered her, and she was wet and juicy, and hotter than a firecracker on the Fourth of July. In the dark night his white buttocks pumped up and down. He drilled her, and his head bent to her breasts.

“Oh…god! Yes!”

He took her breath away and she tried to hang on.

Leslie had been right about him. He was big, and powerful, and he liked to make love. A lot.

As he pummeled her she realized that her sucking him off had  barely turned his engine over. That was just the warm up. Now she was in for the World Series of Fucks.

Suddenly, bright lights lit them up.

Randolph didn’t remove himself from her, he was a feral male in heat now, and he wasn’t willing to give up his prey.

He looked over his shoulder and his teeth were bared.

“Well, well, well.” It was Leslie’s voice.

Tina lay under Randolph and gripped his torso. “Come on you bastard!”

“You heard the Captain, Captain. Do your duty. I don’t mind waiting.”

Leslie sat back in the Humvee and watched Captain Randolph go to work. She well knew the feel of his giant weenie, and she envied Tina this moment.

But she was friend enough to let her friend enjoy the moment.

Lord it had to be better than what her wimp husband gave her.

END

Author’s Note

What do you think, dear reader? What’s going to happen to Jack? Is he going to get softer and softer? Is he going to turn pure pink?

And what about Tina? Can she go home to Jack? Or has she been converted to real men, like Captain Randolph?

And are the two people, Tina and Jack, going to figure out some solution for their differing views of life? Is there a middle ground whereby all parties win?

Check out Amazon for the third section of this series.


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

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!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]
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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.
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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