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Author’s Note

You ever hear that old saying, ‘walk a mile in their shoes?’

In this story it’s walk a mile in her shoes.

Poor Joe. He thought he was going to get a month of watching porn and playing with himself. What he gets instead is a month of chastity, a mother-in-law, and learning what it’s like to be a woman!

The only question now is going to be…can they change him back!

STAYHORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What’s this?” asked Joe, scratching his head.

Fed Ex was driving down the street and Joe had opened the door to find a small, cube like package on the stoop.

He bent down and picked up the box. It was about six or seven inches to a side, regular cardboard with some packing tape to secure the flap.

He walked back into the house and headed for the bathroom. Not to be crude, but he had to go, and he carried the package with him.

Sighing in relief, he lowered his pants and plopped down on the toilet. Listening to his tinkle in the bowl, he turned the package over.

Joe Black. His address. And a return address.

Jane Black. His address.

What the fuck? His wife had sent him this?

He smiled.

She was out of town on business. Going to be gone for a month. And it was only the second so that meant 29 more days.

God, did he miss her.

And so did his weenie.

He was used to getting it regular, and now he was getting nothing.

Of course, there was always his hand. It would take about three days—tomorrow, to be exact—before he would be desperate enough to resort to Madam Palm and her five daughters.

So what did his wife send him?

He grunted and began to lighten the load. He dug a finger under the tape and dug up a flap, then he started pulling.

Another grunt, another splash, and he had the tape off.

Another grunt and he had the flaps open.

There were a few pieces of bubble wrap, which he promptly popped the bubbles on, then…a velvet pouch.

His brow lowered and tilted his head slightly.

The pouch was purple with a yellow cord to keep the mouth of the sack closed.

He loosened the cord and opened up the sack.

What the…?

He took out a metal ring, turned it this way and that, just a ring with a hole in the top and a change at the bottom.

He placed the ring on the counter and dug into he pouch again.

He took out little pieces of plastic. Little spacers. Then a small lock,  the keys to the lock, but the big object in the bag, and it wasn’t that big, was stuck in the bottom of the bag.

He manipulated the sides of the bag, dug his fingers in, and pulled out…a plastic penis?

His mouth opened.

He grunted and plopped.

And turned the plastic peter around and examined it from all angles.

No. it wasn’t a peter, like a dildo or something, it was just a little tube shaped like a pecker. Now what could his wife—then he got it.

She had sent him one of this chastity things. A chastity tube.

It was supposed to go over the dong, then you lock it up, and…who in hell would do something like that?

Who, in their right mind, would lock their cock away where they couldn’t use it?

Somebody had to have landed their plane in nutsville.

He lined the pieces of the thing on the counter, let loose with a final grunt, then cleaned himself off.

He was grinning. Surely Jane couldn’t be serious! She knew how horny he got. She knew he wouldn't do something like that.

That was for perverts!

He had placed the box on the floor and he bent to pick it up and place it on the counter, to put all the pieces in it, when he saw a flash of white in the bottom of the box.

He reached in and pried up a piece of paper. He unfolded it and read,

Honey

I want you to think of me.

Try this on,

if it’s comfortable,

leave it on.

You’ll be thinking of me every day.

Joe chuckled. As if.

All clean, he walked back into the kitchen and tossed the box with the tube in it on the table.

Maybe he’d try it on the day before his wife got home. Maybe.

Now laughing, he went to the cupboard and got out the good whiskey. Whistlepig, ten years old.

He didn’t drink it a lot because it was a hundred bucks a bottle. But having dodged the chastity bullet, he felt entitled.

He took down a round glass and rattled some ice cubes into it. He splashed the whiskey over the cubes, then did the unthinkable. He ruined the whole thing with Coke.

Well, that was okay. People liked their whiskey the way they liked it, and that’s the way it goes.

He sipped a big glug, headed for the computer room and smiled at the box on the table.

Sitting down in his swivel chair, he powered up the computer and went searching.

He always did this when his wife was away. He never admitted to it, but he loved to surf porn.

He would look for search engines, type in weird stuff, and see what came up.

He liked to type in Dominatrix and peruse the results. Women who swung whips, ruined orgasms, and wore strap ons.

He would, every once in a while, type in something like Ladyboys, and see what came up. It was always amazing to him that these slender boys had such huge dongs.

And he would put in other things and generally avail himself of the glories of the net.

This evening he typed in big titted grandmothers, and one of his favorites came up. Sally D’Angelo. She wasn’t bad looking for a granny, and she had humungous boobs, and he absolutely loved her red lips.

He could just imagine putting his penis in her delicious mouth and…he sighed, and sipped, and lost himself in fantasies.

A half hour later he went back out to the kitchen and passed the box on the table.

Hunh! And he grinned. Stupid box. Didn’t his wife know that he needed total access to his dingus?

He made another drink, more Whistlepig, and headed back to the computer.

For a couple of hours he gazed upon tons and acres of pulchritude. He stroked himself, and thought about the morrow. He was horny enough now, but he really wanted to give it at least three days before he masturbated.

That extra day of getting horny really made it for him. He would squirt harder, squirt more, and…three days, yeah!

He scrolled through pages of porn stars.

Mila, with her innocent but wise face. Always happy to share her youthful charms.

He found an orgasm fest with Brandy. She must have squirted seven times, and was begging for more.

A little sojourn through the Kink site, and he decided just one more drink.

He headed for the kitchen, passed the box, and made himself a drink.

Yum.

And stared at the box.

No way he was going to get that thing on his cock now.

He looked down.

Actually, the booze, and the long time he had spent hard, he was starting to get soft.

That happened. Three or four hours of porn and his cock sometimes laid down.

Couldn’t blame the good fellow, it just happened.

He picked up the box and looked in it. The pieces of the chastity device looked back at him.

He chuckled, and headed for the computer room, and this time he was carrying the box.

He placed the box on his desk and ignored it.

More porn. More.

Shalina’s nipples. Oh, man.

Richelle’s slick, red lips. Oh, Lord.

And Holly. He really liked her husky voice and her awesome boobs.

He looked at the chastity thing.

Holly groaning huskily in the background, he laid the pieces of the chastity tube on the desk and stared at them.

The tube would fit there, with spacers, and his balls would come out there. It looked pretty fool proof.

Silly wife. Thinking she could trap him.

He had kicked off his pants and removed his shirt hours ago, and now he placed the tube over his shaft.

Son of a bitch if it didn’t fit!

He took it off, then placed the ring around his whole package.

Hunh. Didn’t feel too bad.

Felt sort of kinky, actually.

He tossed the pieces of the thing back onto the desk and went back to surfing porn.

He happened across ‘castration,’ and that was sort of scary.

Now drunk, he sat back and sighed.

And looked at the tube.

He bent forward and examined the thing.

He had the keys. No big deal. He could just open the thing if he didn’t like it.

He fit the ring around his cock and balls, then the tube to his dingus. He put the pieces together and ran the padlock through the little circle.

There, he was in it. It felt weird, but cool.

But he still wasn’t ready to lock it up.

But what would Jane say when she called and asked him about it?

And she would call.

He would have to hem and haw, and then explain that the little thing was too scary.

Ha!

Him scared?

And he had the keys.

Closed the padlock.

Click.

He was locked up. No way out.

He stood up and down at himself.

It was snug, that was for sure.

And his penis was starting to react. Funny, he had been limp, but now that he couldn’t get erect, he was trying to get erect.

He chuckled, and went for a walk.

The thing swayed between his legs, and his penis tried to get hard, and tried and tried.

That was sort of cool, sort of added an extra horniness factor to the whole thing.

He pulled on his pants and shirt and went outside. He walked fifty yards up the sidewalk, then back.

It was late and nobody saw him, and he felt a surging excitement.

Nobody knew that he had locked his cock up.

He was, for intents and purposes, impotent. Unable to fuck. And that was even more exciting.

Now his cock was straining hard, so hard that it was a little painful.

He bent a little at the waist, then straightened up, and the feel of being confined was actually sort of heavenly.

It was like, for the first time in his life, he was in control of his cock.

You can’t tell me what to do! I’m in charge now!

His dick didn’t say anything, but he could tell it was unhappy.

And happy.

He realized that being locked up was increasing his horniness by ten times. He had never felt this horny in his life.

He decided that maybe three days had passed. It was time!

He walked back into the house, headed back to the computer room and sat down.

He picked up the keys to the padlock, grinned, and inserted one of  them into the lock. He turned, and…nothing happened.

He frowned.

He pulled the key out and stuck the other key in. he turned.

Nothing.

What the fuck?

Didn’t it know he had to jack off?

He tried the first key.

He pulled open the drawer and got out some DW40. He spritzed the lock, getting his cock all greasy, but who cared. He had to get this thing off!

The key again went in smoothly, but no matter how he jiggled it, it wouldn’t turn.

He stared at the lock.

Then at the chastity tube.

It was metal. And the lock didn’t look like something that could be cut.

He got up and went out to the garage. He picked up some pliers and tried to cut the lock off.

He didn’t even leave a nick on the metal.

He squeezed harder.

SPANG! The pliers broke!

Heysoos!

He took out a file and began rubbing it on the thing. It was difficult, and he had to quit when it kept slipping. If he kept this up it was going to scratch his pecker.

Now he was panicking.

What had his wife been thinking?

Had she given him the wrong keys on purpose?

Did she suspect him of jacking off and decided to end his little habit?

Joe had no idea. All he knew was that he was tuck.

He went back into the computer room and sat down.

The porn was still filling the screen and he stared at it for a second, then shut it off.

But his weenie was struggling, pushing, trying to get free, and…he turned the computer back on.

It was exciting.

The longer he was locked up the more excited he got.

Well, he would call Jane on the morrow. He would have her tell him where the key was, or ship it over night, or whatever.

But, until then, stuck as he was, he might just as well enjoy the damned thing.

And, the surprising thing…he did like it.

It was frustrating, aggravating, but was making him so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it.

And the figures on the screen fucked long into the night.

Joe went to sleep late, and he intended on sleeping late. He worked at home and he could sleep late whenever he wanted to. He was surprised, then, when the drapes were pulled back and sunlight hit his closed eyes.

“Ugh…wha…wha…”

The sheets were wrapped around him and he struggled to untangle himself.

He felt the bed sink on the edge and he finally figured out there was somebody in the room with him. He should have figured it out sooner, but he was hung over, still sorta drunk, and not aware.

Then he opened his eyes, and a hand grabbed him by the package!

“EEE!” he screamed like a little girl, then his eyes started to function, and he saw what…who…had grabbed him.

Jane, his mother-in-law, sat on the edge of the bed, her hand holding his chastity tube.

His chastity tube! He had forgotten about it!

And now he had a morning woody trying to happen and causing pain, a head that felt like rocks were shaking in it, and his mother-in-law holding his…his…

He tried to push here hand away and yelled, “What are you doing here?”

Her hand didn’t budge and she laughed.

Jane, for an older lady, was a true babe.

He had been watching Sally D’Angelo the night before, and that’s who Jane looked like. She had the same big breasts, the stunning body, a sharp but pleasant face, and she always wore red lipstick.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

He looked at her hand. His penis hurt and he had to pee.

He looked at Jane, who was smirking just short of a laugh.

“Hi, Joe. How’s my son-in-law?”

“Please…what are you doing…I have to go pee.”

“Oh, excuse me. Come along.”

She stood up, lifting him by the chastity tube.

He squeaked, and she carefully got him out of bed and walked him to the bathroom.

“Oh, crap! What are you…let go…”

But she didn’t let go. She simply pulled him into the shower and turned on the water.

It was cold and he shrieked, but she laughed and just held him.

“You smell like a brewery,” she said, and she grabbed the soap and started washing his body.

Unable to escape he shivered, then the water warmed up.

“Let go! Get out! What are you doing?”

“I’m getting to know my son-in-law. And he’s got a lot to get to know.

She squeezed his balls and stroked the chastity cage. He couldn’t feel her stroking his shaft, encased as he was, but the sensation of pleasure in his balls made him groan.

And, shock starting to wear off, but not the embarrassment and humiliation, he blurted, “I’m married to your daughter! We can’t be doing this!”

“Doing what?” she responded, a bit coquettishly. “I’m just helping my son-in-law wash up. Besides, it’s you that’s naked. Not me.”

With that she began pulling off her wet clothes.

“No! Stop! I love my wife!”

“I know. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fuck you.”

“You’re…you’re not?” There was relief in his voice, but darned if there wasn’t a bit of sadness, too. He had admired her stunning body for years.

“Of course not. I like you, Joe. And you’re a good husband for my daughter.”

“Then what are you doing? Why are you doing this?”

She was naked now, and he was having difficulty breathing. She had very few wrinkles, and what few wrinkles she had made her look wise. Her breasts were so big they were pressed against him, and she kept playing with his caged cock.

His cock liked it, even though it was trying so hard to get hard that it hurt.

She leaned forward and kissed him. Those red lips pressed against his.

He couldn’t dislodge her hand, but he managed to push her back.

“Joe! Is that any way to treat me?”

“You’ve got to leave! I love my wife!”

“And she loves you. Now come on…” she tried to kiss him again, and Lord, he wanted to taste her lips, but he managed to fend her off again. “You’ve got to get out of here!”

“Why? Jane’s gone for a month. That’s a whole month we can play. Wouldn't you like to play for a month?”

“But…but…”

Jane smiled, patted his cheek, then stepped out of the shower.

She was drying herself off, and Joe was sulking, hiding in the water, trying to figure out how he could get out and dry and dressed without her molesting him.

“Come on, Joe. I’m waiting with a towel.”

He stayed in the shower.

“That box was from you.”

“Of course it was. Do you think I’d be doing all this if I thought you were cock loose and ready to fuck? You must be so-o-o horny now.”

“You just put your name on it, figuring I’d think it was your daughter’s name, and my address…why’d you do that?”

“So we could have fun, a pure, platonic relationship—for you, not me, I intend to get my jollies—for a whole month.”

“Well, forget it. Get dressed and get out!”

“You’re no fun!”

“I’m married, and I’m not going to have an affair with my mother-in-law!”

“If we don’t fuck it’s not an affair. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off. Do you know how long it’s been since I had a good, big orgasm?”

He did. Her husband had died a couple of years ago. She hadn’t gone through the change of life, she still had menopause, and…she had to be horny.

“It’s been a whole week! Not since that college student I picked up in a bar. He was one hot piece of ass, I’ll tell you. He didn’t last long, but he kept getting hard, and I had so many orgasms…and it’s time for me to have another. Are you going to come out of there?”

“No!”

“Okay.”

He heard her walk out of the room.

He turned off the water and listened. No sound. She must be in the other room, getting dressed.

Joe opened the door slowly, then stepped out.

Click!

He looked at the doorway. Jane was holding her cell phone.

And he realized that the picture was perfect. It had caught him naked, with the chastity tube attached to his dingus, and in the mirror Jane could be seen standing naked, her big, beautiful tits pointing at him.

“NO!” he shrieked.

She laughed and skipped away from the bathroom, and he realized what she was doing; she was sending the pictures to the cloud! He wouldn’t be able to grab her phone and delete them!

He ran at her, his caged dick flopping, and she was taking more pictures.

He chased her across the room and managed to catch her right next to the bed. She was turning to catch him in more pictures, and he fell, and she fell under him. They ended up on the bed, his naked body laying on hers, and her hand was to the side, still snapping selfies.

He felt her gorgeous boobs, but he tried to wiggle over and grab her arm.

Her legs wrapped around one of his legs and held on, and she managed to send the last picture to the cloud.

“No!” he howled.

She handed him the camera.

He tried to get off her, but she not only had her legs wrapped around on of his, she now had her arms wrapped around him.

Again, she kissed him.

Her lips were soft soft. She tasted sweet.

He had always been turned on by his mother-in-law, but…he didn’t want this!

Well, maybe he did. But he had the good sense to never let it happen.

Finally, he managed to disentangle himself and he sat up on the edge of the bed.

“You’re no fun,” she pouted, sitting next to him. “I thought you were red-blooded and ready to go.”

He looked at her.

“Well, that’s what Jane says. My daughter says you are a hot hunk, too horny for words, and that she has to fend you off or you’d be screwing her every hour of the day.”

“Jane,” he said, painfully aware that he was not just saying his mother-in-law’s name, but his wife’s, “You tricked me into this thing. You need to let me out, and…you need to delete those pictures.”

“Delete the pictures? Not on your life!”

“But you have to! If Jane sees them my marriage is over!”

“Then you’d better make sure she never sees them.”

“You can just delete them!”

“Then I wouldn’t be able to make you do whatever I want you to do.”

“I thought you approved of Jane and I being married! You said I was a good husband!”

“You are, and this,” she tapped the phone, “will make sure you stay a husband. And I,” she grinned, “Will make sure you become a better husband.”

“But…but…”

“And the first thing you need to learn, if you are going to be a great husband, and not just a good husband, is how to perform cunnilingus.”

“Cunni…”

“Oral sex. Eat me out. Munch my rug. Suck my chow box. Drink from the fuzzy cup. Make out with the tuna taco. Now, come on. I need a face job. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs.

She was shaved, or depilated, or…she had no hair.

Her pussy was absolutely delicious looking. The labia were smooth and slick and her excited Clitoris was eagerly waiting.

Joe jumped up and faced her.

“No!”

She lifted her phone up and typed a text, and added the picture of him laying naked on her.

Aghast, Joe could see that she had her daughter’s email in the address box.

“Well? Do I press this button? Or are you going to do me?”

“Jane?” he begged. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“We can all you want, for about ten seconds.”

“But…”

“Ten.”

“You can’t…”

Nine.”

“Please don’t!”

“Eight…”

He begged and he pleaded. He walked in a circle and wanted to pull his hair out, but Jane kept slowly counting down.

She reached two, and he leaped forward, buried his head and began licking.

Jane put her phone aside (after taking a couple of pics, which Joe couldn’t hear because his ears were being smashed by her strong thighs) and grabbed the sides of his head. She lifted his wet face and he stared at her.

“That’s not how you eat pussy, dear. Take your time. Now get down there and eat me slowly. That’s a delicate viand you’re chewing on, not a dog bone!”

She pushed his head back into her crotch.

He was immersed in the sacred mystery, and while he was screaming to be let out, he didn’t want to be.

What man doesn’t want to be forced to lick a strange pussy?

What man doesn’t want to be in that place where life comes from?

“That’s it, honey. Lick slowly…oooh, That feels good. Now run your tongue up the slit, feel the difference between the labia majora and the labia minoro. Feel the diff—oh, fuck! That’s good! Your tongue is just long enough, and it is so soft!

Joe ran his arms under her legs and lifted. He now had even more access, and he slurped the fur burger like it was his last meal.

Jane kept giving instructions, and it was a true education.

If only he could stop thinking about Jane, his wife, who he loved and never wanted to betray.

Joe ate his mother-in-law for a long time. His mouth began to get tired, but she kept him there, and he realized that she was deliberately holding off on her orgasm so she could teach him.

But he was tired. Yes, it’s possible to get tired, especially when your tongue hasn’t been doing proper exercises.

So he snuck a hand under her buns and rubbed her brown spot.

“F-U-U-U!” she screamed and arched her back. She lifted so hard she lifted him off the bed. She locked up and held for a minute, than came crashing down. Her legs were clamped and squeezing and he tried to get out, but she wouldn't let him.

Then, finally, she just wheezed and collapsed.

He pulled his pussy drenched face out from her junction and they stared at each other.

“Where did you learn about the butt  hole trick?” Jane asked, gasping for breath.

“Your daughter.”

“Oh, my. I was saving that for the second lesson, but you’re obviously ready to go to the third.”

Joe stood up and looked down at his mother-in-law.

She smiled and laid back, her hands clasped behind her head, which caused her monster boobs to rise up and point into the air.

He couldn’t believe how stiff her nipples were. And big. And filled with pumping blood.

Fuck! Being forced to eat his mother-in-law’s pussy, with his cock locked up, it had brought him to a peak of horniness he had never experienced.

He felt like his nuts were going to explode, and his cock kept battering against the cage.

But he forced himself to speak of the matter at hand.

“Jane. You simply have to delete those pictures.”

“I do not. Don’t be silly.”

“Look. I’ll do anything you want, but those pictures are…they’re…”

“Too revealing? A threat to your marriage?”

He nodded.

“And you think I would deliberately send them to my daughter and risk ending her marriage.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Joe. You know so little.” she shook her head sadly.

“I’m serious, Jane. Please get rid of those pictures.”

“Or…what?”

He didn’t say anything.

Jane heaved a sigh, then said, “So you don’t want me to touch this button here,” she pointed at a button on her phone, “because it will send all those cute pictures of me getting my rug munched. Of you slurping the clam. Of you—“

“I get it. Now, please. Delete all hat stuff.”

Jane smiled at him, and pressed the button.

“N-O-O-O!” screamed Joe.

But there was nothing he could do.

It was done.

His marriage was over!


Part Two

Joe stood in the middle of the bedroom and sobbed. His whole body was shaking. His marriage was over. His life might as well be over.

Jane sat on the bed and watched him. She held the phone negligently, but was filming his breakdown.

Through the heavy deluge of tears, “How could you? You made me do those things, and now…now…”

He crumbled to his knees, his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking.

“Oh, come on, now, Joe. Women are a dime a dozen. You could have any woman you wanted.”

“But I want Jane! I love Jane! She’s my everything!”

His mother-in-law snickered. “God. You are so-o-o dramatic! It’s not the end of the world.”

“It is!”

“Oh, nonsense. You still have a lifetime of jacking off to look forward to.”

“Oh, you…you fucking bitch!”

Now he was on his feet, clenching his fists.

Jane chuckled. She shook her head.

TOOT DE LA TOO TOOT!

Joe’s phone rang, and it was his wife’s ring.

He looked at his phone. He looked at his mother-in-law. He wanted to answer, but he was scared. He couldn’t’ face his wife after…after.

“Better get that. She knows you’re here, and she’ll be pissed if you don’t answer.”

“Oh…you…you…”

Joe whined piteously, and he went to his dresser and picked up his phone.

He clicked to answer, then couldn’t speak.

He tried to speak. He was lurching, his mouth moving, but nothing came out.

“Joe?”

He faced his mother-in-law, who had a big grin on her face. He held the phone at his side and just…stared.

Jane raised her voice so she could be heard. “I think he’s in shell shock, honey.”

“You don’t have to yell, mother, I can hear you through your phone.”

Joe looked at Jane’s phone and realized that his wife could hear him and even see him.

“How long…how…”

“She’s had it on the whole time, Joe. She didn’t need to send the pictures, except that we really wanted memories.”

“We…you…memories?”

His mind was in a strange neverland, trying to absorb. Something was strange here.

“Yes, Joe. By the way, you really did a marvelous job on mother’s pussy. I’ll be looking forward to seeing more of that, and when I come home you should be a thoroughly trained husband.”             

“I…you…she…”

Both Jane’s began laughing. Their voices filled Joe’s ears and he understood.

A gotcha.

But more than. gotcha.

This was a sexual gotcha, and…something more.

“Why did you…”

“Joe, honey. Mother and I have been planning this for some time. You’re a wonderful husband, but you need some work in the sex department. Mother is going to completely make you over, show you what you haven't understood, and when I get home…baby, we’re going to have fun.”

“And this…this thing on my dick?”

“It’s a chastity device. A very good one. You won’t be able to take it off unless you cut your dick off, and we know you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“No…no.”

He shook his head frantically.

“Excellent. Mother knew you’d love it. I was a bit leery, but mother is always right, and it’s obvious that you love it.”

“I…I don’t. I want to get out of it!”

“Sorry, hon. Mother gave me the keys, so you’ve got a month in lock up.”

Joe’s mouth was open and his brain was dazed. A month? A fucking month?

“And, just so you know, if you don’t learn your lessons, if you don’t do absolutely everything mother says, with no hesitation or complaint, then I might not be willing to use the key to your little jewel box.”

“But, honey…everything?”

“Everything. Heck, she can’t fuck you, so you’re going to be true blue to me, and when I get back you are going to have a month of squirts stored up in your little wanger. I can’t wait to milk that out of you!”

“A month.”

“A month, honey. Well, I’ve got to go. I expect more pictures, lots of pictures, so you have fun. You’re in good hands.”

Joe looked up at his mother-in-law. She was looking a bit proud and confident.

“Bye, now.”

The phone went dead.

Joe was in the kitchen. He had drunk the night before, but he needed more. A lot more.

He got down the cheap stuff, Old Grandad, which wasn’t bad as far as cheap stuff went.

He made one of his bourbon and Coke concoctions and glugged.

His wife was in on it. She knew about the chastity thing. She knew what her mother was going to do.

She even encouraged it!

He turned, sipping, and saw himself in the kitchen window. He was naked, Jane had told him to stay naked, and he studied his body.

Tanned, slender, a little short.  He had dark, brown eyes, and they looked a little shell shocked at the moment.

And he thought back to the first time he had met his mother-in-law.

He had walked into Jane’s mother’s house. He was nervous as all get out, because he loved Jane and he wanted to make a good impression.

“Mother, this is Joe.”

Jane’s mother was unbelievable sexy. She held her age well, and she had monstrous boobs. Joe, of course, was a boob man.

He stepped forward and held out his hand.

She slapped it aside and moved in. She grabbed him, hard, and kissed him.

His eyes were open and he was in shock, and he was aware that his girlfriend was behind him. What she must think?

And he was scared.

Jane’s mother’s mouth was plastered all over his. It was like her mouth was raping his, and all he could do was stand there and take it.

Then she broke off and backed up, a big smile on her face.

“He’s nice, but he knows nothing about kissing.”

“That’s okay. I’ll teach him.”

Joe realized that Jane was laughing.

And that was the start of an odd relationship.

He stood in the kitchen, years later, and considered his mother-in-law.

Gorgeous. Abundant in the chest. Beautiful in the face. A wicked sense of humor.

She knew it, and she teased him mercilessly.

She would greet him with a full mouth kiss, and his wife just laughed.

She would talk in serious sexual innuendos, making him blush.

She would even, occasionally, when they passed in a doorway or one of them was turning to close, bump his crotch with her hand.

When he told Jane of her mother’s behavior she just laughed and told him it was his imagination.

But he liked her, and was afraid of her at the same time.

And now he was really afraid of her.

He was, in his mind, being compromised, and he feared for his marriage. No matter what his wife said.

But…he had no choice.

He was already feeling the frustration of having his cock locked, and he knew his wife well enough to know that when she said she wouldn’t unlock him…she meant it.

“Joe! Back here! And bring me a drink, too!”

Joe made another drink, and another drink for himself, and headed for the bedroom.

He entered the bedroom and stopped. Almost spilled his whiskey.

Jane was standing, nekkid, and she was holding lingerie over her arm.

“Put the drinks down and come over here.”

Joe made himself move. He placed the glasses on the dresser and moved towards his mother-in-law.

“The first thing you have to learn is what it feels like to be a woman, and what women go through just to please their men.”

“What’s that for?” he asked Jane, nodding at the lingerie.

“You, honey. We’re going to dress you up and show you what it takes to be a woman.”

“I can’t wear that stuff!”

“Why not? Women do. Are you better than a woman?”

“No, but…I can understand how a bra must feel without wearing one.”

“Not really. You only think you do. But you put this on, and I brought a big, old pair of breast forms with me. A month of having tits and you’ll understand.” She nodded confidently and checked out his package.

She grinned when she saw how it was trying to get hard and failing.

“No, you—“

She placed a finger against his lips to stop him. If you made me wear that chastity tube…would I understand your frustration?”

He worked his mind on that for a second, then admitted, “No.”

“You see? Now, just put this on. And don’t mind me, I’ll be taking pictures for Jane.”

Joe groaned, and took the bra and panties. He looked at them, and Jane picked up her cell phone and started snapping pics.

“Come on, Joe.”

Sighing, Joe put the panties aside and held the bra up. It looked pretty simple, and he snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and tried to fasten the hooks in the back.

“Fuck,” he whined. He wasn’t flexible enough.

“How does your wife put a bra on?”

Joe thought about that. He had seen Jane put on a bra hundreds of times.

He turned the bra backwards, held it behind himself and fastened the snaps in front. Easy peasy. Then he ran the bra around his waist. He had to wiggle a bit to get his arms through the straps, but it worked out.

He was surprised, and pleased for a moment. He was pleased that he had figured it out, then he realized he was showing a smile and turned it off.

“Your forms are in that bag over there.”

Joe naked but for the bra and chastity tube, reached into a large shopping bag and took out two breast forms.

They were heavy. And big. He held one in each hand and said, “These are too heavy.”

“Nope. They’re the same weight a woman’s natural boobs are.”

He sunk his chest in and slid one form in, then the other. He looked down at his giant-sized cups.

“They’re too big.”

“Nope. I know your chest size, and I picked out forms that were perfectly appropriate to your measurements.

He frowned at her, but she just chuckled and kept taking pictures.

He picked up the panties, turned them the right way, and stepped through a leg hole.

“Nice fit,” commented Jane. “Whoever buys your clothes knows what she is doing.”

“Hardee har har,” grunted Joe.

But they were a good fit. They actually had a pouch in the front, a very stretchy sort of thing, and his chastity tube lay in the pouch perfectly.

“I’ve got some tighter panties for you, even a gaff, for when you get to tighter dresses, but this should do for now.”

She handed him a small razor. A female size razor. “Time to do your legs, and underarms, and your groin, and your whole body.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Nonsense. Never say can’t.”

“I’m not flexible enough! I can’t reach all those places!”

“Do the best you can.”

So Joe sat on the floor and used the little razor. He scrapped hair off his legs, turning this way and that, and doing a terrible job.

He kept pulling hairs in his armpits, and was nearly in tears.

He couldn’t reach out of his back and, again, he was pulling hairs when he tried to do his groin.

When he was done Jane inspected him. She walks around him, feeling his shaved areas with a hand.

Joe gave a shiver as she touched his private parts.

“Joe, this is terrible. You’ve got stubble everywhere!”

“I know! I told you I couldn’t do it!”

“Well, fortunately, I have some Nair.”

Joe’s mouth dropped a bit as she proud red a bottle of Nair.

“Why didn’t you let me use that before?”

“It’s a lesson, remember? You’ve got to know what we do and why, and that includes what we use and why.”

Joe grumbled, but took off his underwear. He placed it, and the breast forms, on the bed and began rubbing the Nair onto his skin.

Jane watched, and she commented, “Next time Jane asks for a new washing machine, or a TV, or something, you’ll know she’s got a reason. Even if you can’t figure it out…she’s got a reason. There are things that are difficult for a woman to do. The world is built to male specifications, and people sometimes need to adjust to make things work.”

A few minutes later Joe felt the heat and he jumped into the shower and rinsed off. He was surprised, when he saw the hairs on the shower floor. He had thought he had done a better job than that!

He dried off and put on his new lingerie, and darned if it didn’t feel…better.

Sexier. His skin smooth. Get rid of all those little antenna and his skin felt more sensitive.

“Well, well. Somebody likes his little kink.”

He looked up and took all expression off his face.

“That’s men for you. They hide it all, and don’t enjoy it. Feel your emotions, enjoy them, or why have them?”

That made Joe blink.

She handed him a garter and he put it on, and waited for the nylons.

She just motioned to him. “Come along.”

They went out on the patio. It was a beautiful day, and she told him to sit down.

She was still naked, and it would turn out to be her preferred mode of dress. Or…’undress.’

“I’m going to do it for you the first time, but after this you’re going to have to learn. I suggest watching Youtube, looking these things up and seeing how other women do them. You’ll find there is a lot of similarity, but there are different ways.

She did his toenails.

He wanted to jerk his feet away at first. But she cleaned them, prepped his nails, and he began experiencing wonderful sensations.

She painted them red, and put on a shiny protective coat.

“Well,” he mumbled, “There goes my sandals this summer.”

“Nonsense. When I’m done with you you’ll be able to wear sandals all summer long. And the men will get big boners just staring at your feet.”

That remark unnerved him, but Jane didn’t even notice. She just kept working.

Then she cleaned up his hands and trimmed his nails.

“My hands, too?”

“A woman isn’t secretive about outward beauty. You get on the inside and it can be beautiful, or it can be a mess. But on the outside, that’s where it is what it is.”

She glued long nails on his fingers.

“I’m not giving you long ones ‘cause you have to get used to them.”

“They long like nine inch knives!” he blurted.

“I’ll give you those later.” 

She painted his new talons the same delicious red as his toes, and coated them with an extra hard coat. Very shiny. She smiled and held them up to her own. “I do good work,” she smiled.

After the nails had dried they went back into the house and she helped him pull him his nylons.

“You have to be careful now that you have claws,” she explained. “Nothing is worse than new nylons that get all runny.”

He stared at his new legs in the mirror, and he was properly impressed. His legs looked very female.

In fact, he wouldn’t have recognized them as male if he hadn’t known.

“Okay. Let’s get you a sexy dress.”

She led him to his wife’s closet and went through the dresses.

Joe stood and looked at the mirror, and turned, and studied his burgeoning female form.

Jane grinned when she saw him. “Mikey! I think he likes it!”

She tossed him a black dress.

It was short, mid thigh on him. Stretchy, and would make his boobs look seamless. He loved it on his wife, but on him?

But he had underestimated the job Jane was doing on him.

The dress slid over his form, stretched a bit here and there, and suddenly he was, below the neck, totally female looking.

Except for a slight bump in the crotch.

“Oh, damn,” mused Jane, a finger on her chin and her lips in a moue. “Pull your dress up.”

He lifted his dress and she pulled his panties down and shoved his caged cock back between his legs.

“Urk!” he gasped.

She had him lower the dress and inspected him again.

“No. Not quite. But I’ve got an idea.”

She ran into the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a roll of athletic tape, the stretchy kind.

She had him lift his dress again, shoved his caged cock back, and taped it back.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, when she pulled his dress down.

But…no more boner bump. Actually not no more boner bump, no more chastity cage bump.

She smiled.

He was standing funny, his butt pooched out a bit.

She went to the bed and pulled out some high heels. They were his size, classic black look, and a bit worn. And they fit and were about as comfortable as a high heel can get.

She had him walk around the room. She had to help him at first, and he was awkward, but that was just a matter of practice. Besides, this wasn’t for practice

She took a video of him walking and showed it to him.

“See? Your butt looks almost natural pushed back like that. But…hmmm.”

“What?”

“Not quite.”

“It’s quite enough for me. How do women stand it?”

She smiled a big smile. “Now you’re getting it.” Then she snapped her fingers.

She reached into her purse and murmured, “Fortunately, I came prepared.”

She took out a butt plug.

He goggled.

She grinned.

“Come on, Joe. You can’t tell me you never played with one of these.”

He shook his head and gulped.

“Well, it’s time then. Panties down, dress up, and bend over the bed.”

He didn’t want to, but his wife had told him he had to do everything his Mother-in-law said.

He bent over, and found that act easy to do because of the high heels. In fact, it felt good to bend over. He made a mental note to always have his wife bend over when she had high heels on.

Jane moved behind him and used a finger in his asshole.

He grunted, jerked, but was surprised when it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good.

It was a body part that got a lot of use, but little attention.

He made up his mind to change that around.

She pushed lubricant into him, used two fingers, and he began to relax and open up.

Then she slid the plug into him.

He gasped.

It felt amazing. And he felt…full.

“Is this what a dick feels like?” he asked in a halting voice.

“Pretty much. But a dick is much, much better. A dick, or a dildo, if you wish, is bigger and longer, and it is in motion. It feels really great, or we women wouldn’t want it so much.”

Joe had never actually thought about women wanting penis. Sex was just something he did as a male, and never really appreciated the other side.

She pulled his panties up and his dress down. “Stand up and take a few steps.”

He did so, and was amazed. He could feel his ass swaying just right, and every step was like getting a rub in his anus, a very pleasurable and wonderful rub.

“Be careful,” she laughed, seeing the expression on his face. “You do that enough and you’ll cum.”

“Really?”

“Really. Butt plugs press on the prostate, and the prostate controls the flow of semen. Many men can orgasm, and even squirt, just from wearing a butt plug.”

Joe understood, and he suddenly wanted to go out and walk around the block a few times. It felt good!

“Okay, you’re female from the neck down. Are you ready to go topside?”

“What do you mean?”

“Hair, jewelry, make up.”

“Ma-make up?” he stuttered.

“Don’t worry. When I get done you will be 100 per cent woman.”

He couldn’t help it, he had to worry, but he sat down at his wife’s vanity table.

“Okay, your hair needs to do some growing, so we’re going to put a wig on you.”

“A wig?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m just kidding. Echo all you want.”

She brushed his hair back then pulled a skull cap sort of thing over his hair. It made him look bald.

Then she took a wig out of her big shopping bag, adjusted it for the size of his head, and pulled it over the forehead and down. It fit perfectly. She pushed a few strands here and there, made small adjustments, but it was pretty obvious that she knew her way around a head of false hair.

“Okay, honey, before eI brush you into shape we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Pierce my…why?”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “Surely you know what decoration is.”

He didn’t know if she was making a joke or mocking him, but he stood still while she put a hole through his earlobe and hung a chandelier.

It felt like a chandelier. It was actually a triple strand of delicate diamonds.

Then the other ear.

He could see his face in the mirror, and it was changing. Rapidly.

She brushed his hair gently, lecturing him on how to hold hair in place, and how to style it, and all sorts of other things. Then she threw a leg over his lap and stared him in the face.

“How’s that plug feel?”

The feeling of her extra weight smashing his anus down had taken his breath away. He gasped. “Oh, my God!”

She leaned in closer, until they were an inch apart, and she whispered, “God, you are delicious. Do you mind if I kiss you?”

Oh, Lord. His cock was going crazy. And now…now he had been given permission. In fact, he had been commanded. He shook his head.

She rested her forearms on his shoulders, pressed her breasts against his chest, and began to devour his mouth.

Joe had been kissed before. Many time before. But he had never had a kiss like this.

It was like she was eating his mouth and replacing it with a wonderful, sensitive orifice. It was like she was chewing on his lips, and putting sex into them.

His cock wiggled hard, but was doomed to frustration.

She stopped and studied him. “You’re good,” she whispered. “We’re going to do this a lot.”

Then, still straddling him, she turned and picked up tools and cosmetics. She cleansed his face, primed it, and he felt like his skin was simultaneously being scrapped off and enflamed with pure excitement.

She laid her foundation, added blush and bronze.

“Men have such interesting skin,” she murmured, leaning right into his face, breathing into him. “The hues are all…different.”

She spent a long time on his eyes, making them into light charcoal pits. Within the pits his brown eyes glinted.

She lined his eyes, lengthened his lashes, then frowned and applied fake eyelashes.

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

Finally, she turned the base of a tube of lipstick and he watched as a pillar of red appeared.

Red, the same color as his nails.

“Got a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to feel heat for a moment, then swell bit, and you are going to be so fucking delicious.”

He felt the heat on his mouth, in his lips, and his eyes widened, but she had warned him so he was able to handle it. When he looked in the mirror he was stunned by how big his lips looked.

“What do you think? Are you still worried about looking like a man?”

He shook his head, and the oddest thing, he felt like crying.

“Stop that,” she whispered into his ear. “We don’t want your eyes to run.”

It took great will, but he managed to control the tears.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now. As if this isn’t enough.”

“No…I just meant…”

“I know what you meant. Come on. It’s time for a drink. And you get to make them.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She made her heels tap not he wood floor, he couldn’t. She walked smoothly, her ass a harmonious delight.

He stumbled and worried that his ankles might break.

But he made it.

She sat down and waited, and that’s when the fun began.

He had to get the bottle down, and he almost couldn’t do it for watching his red fingernails.

He had to get the glasses down, and he watched his fingernails through the glass, felt them being too long, and making his grip awkward.

He had to get ice cubes out of the fridge, and he could hardly hold them. Had to get them out one at a time and put them in the glasses.

Jane watched with much amusement.

He unscrewed the bottle of Whistlepig by using the palms of his hands.

And he couldn’t pop the top of the Coke can.

“Come here,” murmured Jane.

He handed her the Coke, and she showed him how to wedge under, get the pad under, and lift.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Tough being a girl, eh?”

He sighed large.

They sat and sipped, and Jane watched him.

And he watched himself. He was going all introspective.

The simple act of getting dressed, with make up, was far more difficult than he had ever imagined.

As a guy he just stepped into his pants, pulled a loose fitting shirt over, and asked out the door.

For a woman to make herself up it took a major act of congress. Yet women did it every day, and made it look easy.

“Well, Joe, are you looking forward to the coming month?”

“Actually,” he admitted. “I think I am.”

She lifted a fist and they bumped.


Epilogue

Jane, the wife, stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walkway. She pulled her rolling suitcase and had a handbag over her shoulder, and she was tired.

A long flight, traveling over tome zones, she was ready to relax.

As she reached the door it opened, and Joe stood there.

He was a woman. No sign of his masculinity. And his cock was nowhere to be seen.

“Oh, Lord,” Jane smiled.

“Hi, honey.”

“Just like the pictures,” Jane sighed, loving what she was seeing.

Joe took her suitcase and travel bag and took them into the bedroom.

Jane followed him, studying his sexy walk, listening to his heels click, smelling his perfume.

He turned to her. “Honey, I missed you.”

She took him in her arms then, and she showed him what a kiss was.

When she was done he fell back over the bed and stared at her.

“Was it worth it?” she asked. “Having your cock out of play?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered breathily.

“Excellent.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

“Jane, your mother, she didn’t de-flower me. She said that was up to you.”

Jane smiled. “And what did you have in mind?”

“If you’re not too tired, I really…you know?”

Jane nodded. “Tell you what. You pull those panties down and lift that skirt, and I’ll put on my strap on. Okay?”

For answer Joe grinned and turned and bent.

A minute while Jane strapped on the tool, then she moved forward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to go all the way?”

Joe nodded.

She gently removed his plug, set herself, and moved forward.

“Oh…fuck!” moaned Joe.

Then he began to squirt a month’s worth of juice.

END
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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