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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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A Note from the Author!

One cannot tell me that there is not a fantastic feeling of relief when one finally expresses oneself as they wish.

Here are five stories of men who experienced such feelings.

They were grateful.

Is your husband? Or your partner?

Are you?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized and

Made into a Cowgirl!

She made him get biguns!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

This is a ‘walk a mile in her shoes’ story.

Janey gets some ‘insta boobs,’ and Lonnie loves them. So much that he is willing to shove aside her wishes and impose his will on her.

Wrong thing to do, because sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.             

Now Lonnie is trapped, implanted, and…now he understands a few things about the way he’s treated Janey!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Janey was flat. Fatter than a pancake. A flat pancake. Which was odd because her body had other curves.

Her butt had curves, not a lot, but definitely feminine. She had a waist that was slender.

Her face was totally feminine. It was slightly triangular with blue cat’s eyes.

Her nose was a pretty, pert, feminine thing.

But she had no tits. At all. To speak of.

Which didn’t stop Lonnie from loving her.

And didn't stop him from wishing she had biguns.

Lonnie lay in bed, naked, his recently used penis slack and coated with dried juices.

Man, that felt good.

Janey was at the vanity table, humming, feeling the juices leak out of her.

“That was a good one, babe.”

“It was okay,” she said.

“What?”

She giggled and turned to him. “Gotcha.”

He smiled and lay back and relaxed.

She took a short shower and walked back into the bedroom toweling her hair.

She had beautiful hair. Long and lush, slick and golden. Straight for the most part, but when it fell over her shoulders it curled naturally.

“So, what’s the day hold?” she asked.

“I’ve got to push a bunch of cows over to the stream.”

“Those cows are dumb,” she observed. “One would think they could find water on their own.”

“Oh, they can find it, I just want to be sure, do a count, check on the fence.”

“Sounds wonderful.” she leaped onto the bed, smacked him hard on the lips, then leaped off. She pulled on a pair of tight pants and a pearl snap shirt.

“You going somewhere?”

“Just to town. See Jenny and Barbara.”

“With no underwear?”

She wiggled her hips as she tugged her jeans over her hips. “Jealous? Think I’m gonna fuck somebody?”

“Better not.”

“You’re good,” she observed, snapping her pearls and tossing her hair back. “After all, men don’t usually look at a woman who doesn’t have no bumpers.”

Lonnie smiled.

Janey turned to him and her normally cheerful face was suddenly serious. “Does it bother you that I ain’t got no boobers?”

“I fell in love with you, not your chest.”

She looked down at her flat shirt and sighed. “Ain’t no chest to fall in love with.”

“Honey—“

She jumped on the bed again, grabbed his slack weenie. “Tell me the truth. Would you like it if I had a set of honkers?”

“Honk! Honk!” he laughed.

“No. I’m serious. Tell me whether you would want me to have biguns. And don’t lie ‘cause I’ll rip it off.” She squeezed his dong for emphasis and he tensed, then relaxed.

“Now, Janey…”

“And you know I’ll be able to tell if you lie to me. Now…tell the truth!”

Lonnie was a silent for a while, staring at her, hoping she’d laugh it off and leave him alone.

Women! Huh! Couldn’t they just—

“Well?”

He let his breath out and said, “You’ll get mad.”

“No. I actually won’t. There’s lots of things I can get mad at, but not if I ask you honest like. Besides, you’ve sorta answered already. Now, put it in words.”

He shrugged. “Sometimes I think about it.”

She nodded. She wasn’t mad, more curious.

“I know you fucked Sue Ann back in high school. She’s got some world class knockers. Did you like that?”

“It was fun,” he admitted. “But I love you.”

“And I love you, which is why I ain’t killin’ ya for telling me I was flatty pancake.”

“Hey! you said…”

“It’s okay. I ain’t mad. I’m just funnin’.”

“Well, okay.”

“How big would you like me to be?”

“I like you the way you are!”

“But if you was to have a choice, how big would you like my tits to be.”

“Can we stop talkin’ about this?”

“Nope. How big.”

“I don’t know.”

She unbuttoned a couple of pearl snaps and grabbed his hand. “Make a fist.”

He did.

She pushed his fist into her shirt.

He felt the nipples and gulped. He had just squirted, but Janey affected him this way.

She pulled the shirt tight over his fist. “This big?”

He looked at the stretch of material. He could see a couple of knuckles, but he also got a good idea of what her chest would look like with big tits.

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Oho! You want bigger!”

“Janey!”

She hopped off the bed and grabbed his glove with the softball in it. She took out the softball and slid it into her shirt.

He wasn’t a tall man, nor big in the hands, and the softball was quite a bit bigger.

His eyes brightened the barest amount and he licked his lips. “Now, Janey, I don’t—“

“Okay. This big. At least.”

She jumped back onto the bed and placed his hand over the baseball under her shirt.

“Feel it.”

He did.

“Imagine it with my nipple on it.”

That was easy. Janey had large nipples, and they really stuck right out there.

His dick was suddenly upright.

She looked at it. “The truth detector has spoken.”

“That don’t mean nothing,” he protested.

“Sure it does.”

“But—“

“And I ain’t mad. Fact is, I’m sort of glad. Clears the air between us.”

“What do you mean.”

“Lonnie, I’m leaving you.”

“What!” He sat up and his eyes were frightened.

She giggled. “You’re so stupid. I can get you with just about anything.”

He sighed in relief. “That ain’t fair. You shouldn’t do that to me.”

She pushed him back, grabbed his boner and kissed him. “I’ll do what I want, ya big idjit, and you’ll take it and like it.”

He came up for air and smiled. “I think I like it.”

“I fingered ya would.”

She stood up and headed for the door.

“Hey!”

“What?” she whirled at the door.

“You got me hard again!”

“Why, so I did! See ya!”

With that she was out the door and Lonnie was left to his naked self. A handful of seconds and he heard the truck door slam, then the truck started up and went bouncing down the long driveway.

Lonnie looked down at his wanger and said, “Sorry, dude. No double header today.”

His dick bobbed in answer, and Lonnie headed for the shower.

Janey hummed as she guided the truck over the ruts and around the potholes. Lonnie was a catch. They had been married a couple of years, and they were having a blast. They worked the ranch hard, drank lots of beer, and had sex wherever they wanted it.

They had christened every room in the house, which wasn’t much because it only had four rooms.

Then they did the barn, counting each stall as a room, and that was better.

Then they did the tack shed, and the old line shack that hadn’t been used since cars were invented, and a few times Lonnie had bent her over that fallen log down by the crick and showed her what backdoor pleasure was.

She smiled, looked at her pretty face in the mirror, and thought about Old Stubby. That’s what they called his dingus, but it wasn’t really that stubby. It was a healthy eight inches and rather chubby.

And, man, it never stopped giving.

She turned on the main road and angled for town. She glanced at the clock and was glad to see she was on time.

“Hey, girlfriends!” Janey greeted Barbara and Jenny and…Tammy.

Tammy gave her a long hug and then they all sat down at the table.

They were in Long Johnny’s Roadhouse, ready for brunch and wine coolers and some catch up.

Tammy, in particular, had been away to medical school. She was just back and working in the free clinic that had opened up in the next town over.

They talked about friends, girls who got pregnant, and men, and ate their fashionable salads.

Then they talked about ranching, and hair styling—Jenny operated the only hair style place in town—and men, and chomped on pancakes smothered in syrup.

Then they talked about medical school and how Tammy had broken out of the small town mold—and drank wine.

And, when they were done, they adjourned through the big door at the side of Long John’s into the billards room. And talked about men.

“You haven’t said much about Lonnie,” observed Tammy.

Jenny and Barbara were shooting pool and had gone to shots of bourbon. Tammy and Janey were sitting in high chairs at the side of the room, watching them.

“Oh, things are great. I love that man so much. We’re doing good.”

Tammy saw it, though. She felt, with that bit of women’s intuition, that there was more.

“When we bought that ranch we thought we were going to go broke. But we didn’t, and now we’re actually making money.”

“So what’s wrong?”

“Wrong? What could be wrong! We play all day and fuck all night and—“

“Don’t fib.”

Janey glanced at her friend. “Hold on.”

She went over to the bar where old Henry was wiping glasses. She came back with two glasses of bourbon and Coke. She handed one to Tammy and climbed back up on her chair.

They sipped, and Janey said, “I wish I had bigger boobs.”

“Girl, you have no idea how blessed you are. You don’t have them bouncing around causing you pain. Your back doesn’t hurt. You don’t even have to wear a bra.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Lonnie wants ‘em bigger, doesn’t he.”

“No!” Then she smiled a rueful smile. “Well, yeah, maybe.”

“Men!” scoffed Tammy.

Janey turned to her friend, “But he doesn’t say so. I have to twist his nuggets to get him to say anything, but I can tell that he wishes I had biguns.”

“Well, you’re better off the way you are. You’re natural. You’re what God intended you to be.”

“Mebbe so, but I sure would like to have a big, old set of knockers, even if only for a little while. I’d like to look like a real woman. I’d like the boys to break their necks to turn and watch me jiggle.”

At the billiards table Jenny was crowing and Barbara was putting a dollar on the table.

“You see those girls?” Janey asked.

“Yeah.”

“”You can tell they’re girls.”

“Anybody can tell you’re a girl.”

“No. They can’t.”

For a long minute Tammy was silent. They listened to the clink of the balls on the table. They sipped.

A lunch crowd was coming into the restaurant half of Long John’s now, and it wouldn’t be long until some good, old boys came in and tried hustling them.

They didn’t mind, except they were married and past all the silly courtship stuff.

“I could give you tits,” Tammy said.

“Yeah, right.” Janey smiled and finished her bourbon and Coke.

“I’ll get the next two.”

Janey waited, watched the pool balls knock each other around, listened to the chatter from the restaurant.

It was cool, and she was feeling good.

Tammy came back and stood in front of her. She held the bourbon and Cokes, but when Tammy reached for one she held it back.

“What?”

“I’m a doctor. I can give you something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They’re all the fashion in the city. Women like to get boobs to see how they feel. The vacation boobs go away in a couple of months, and then they decide whether they want implants.”

“Really?”

“So let’s talk about getting you a big, fat, awesome set of bazoombas.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

The two girls stared at each other. Janey not quite sure what to believe, and Tammy nodding with confidence.

Janey sent a text to Lonnie saying she would be out late. She didn’t bother phoning because she didn’t want to answer questions, and she offered vapid excuses when Lonnie texted her.

The girls drove over to the free clinic. They were giggling and a bit drunk, but they were sobering up by the time Tammy was getting ready.

Janey lay on a table in a gown and Barbara and Jenny were holding her hand.

“How big do you want them?” asked Tammy.

“Oh, I want them big.”

“Dollie Parton big?”

“Bigger!”

Everybody giggled and Tammy said, “I’ll make them big, but I want to limit them to your frame. Believe me, they get too big and you’re going to be lugging them around.”

And so the operation started.

As operations go it wasn’t much. Janey just lay on the table and Tammy put marks on her chest. She was very precise with the marks, then she inserted needles and pushed the fluid into her boobs.

The girls all stared in awe as Janey grew tits.

“Lucky you have such big nipples,” commented Tammy. “They’ll look very appropriate for your breasts.”

Janey watched as the boobs began to show. First as little lemons, then as big lemons, then bigger and bigger.

Barbara and Jenny were now sitting at the side of the room, first chatting, then, the effects of alcohol, sleeping.

Janey couldn’t sleep. She was sobering up, feeling a little tired, but the constant jabbing of needles kept her awake.

But she was sort of dozing, not paying attention.

And her boobs grew and grew.

Janey opened her eyes. Tammy was leaning against a counter filling out paperwork.             

“Unh,” she muttered, and Tammy turned around and smiled. “And the patient is awake!”

“Do you do it?”

She was completely sober now, and starting to have reservations. She realized that she had just gotten a boob job, and…good Lord!

Tammy came and helped her sit up.

Janey looked down at her chest and gasped.

Mountains!

“Pretty nice, aren’t they?”

Tammy touched Janey’s new boobs gently, felt them, hefted them, examined them with a critical eye.

“They’re…big!”

“Yes, they are. And your nipples are going to be standing up for good now.”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. I gave an extra shot behind them to keep them that way.”

“Wow.”

Barbara and Jenny started to stir.

“They sure are heavy.”

“Yes, and…oh, you need a bra!”

“I sure do. I didn’t think they would feel this heavy!”

“Give me a second, I’ve got something.”

Tammy left the room and Barbara nudged Jenny and the girls stretched and stood up and came to the front of the table and stared at Janey.

“Oh, lady, you’ve got some knockers now.”

“Can I feel them?”

“Sure.”

Barbara handled her breasts gently.

“They’re soft, just like the real thing.”

“Vacation boobs. Wow!”

“Do you think you’re going to want real implants when they wear off?”

“I don’t know.” Truth was she was actually a little frightened by her tits. She wasn’t a big girl, and they made her look sort of like a bimbo.

And she was going to have to get a new wardrobe.

Tammy re-entered the room and handed a bra to Janey.

It had huge cups, just big enough to contain Janey, but it was heavy duty, very sturdy.

“It’s a milking bra for young mothers. You can find something better at the store, but this will do to get you home.”

Janey had to have help getting into the thing. She found that she already had sore muscles just from having the globes hanging on her front.

Finally, she stood up, and, man, was she stacked!

The other girls, used to having big breasts, all squealed and gave little cheers, and they groped her a bit, which was irritating, but which Janey understood and endured.

“Okay, honey, time for you to go home and…what do you think Lonnie will think?”

“I don’t know.”

But she knew. Lonnie was going to be thrilled.

But right at that moment she didn’t feel too thrilled.

It was getting late when Janey drove the truck down the lane. Every bump made her new tits bounce and quiver, and she even felt them sway when she turned the truck in the yard.

The door opened and Lonnie stepped onto the porch. He had a slightly worried look on his face.

“Hey, honey? You all right? You been gone all day!”

Janey just sat in the truck, suddenly embarrassed.

Lonnie stepped out into the yard and approached the truck. “Janey?”

Janey rolled the window down. “Uh, Lonnie, I did something.”

“What? Are you okay? What do you mean you did something?”

“Just stop right there,” she commanded.

He stopped eight feet from the truck, his brows furrowed, wondering what was going on. “Are you okay?”

Janey built up her courage by taking deep breaths. Then she opened the door. Lonnie still couldn’t see her breasts below the window and behind the door. Janey stepped out and stood behind the door.”

“Janey? Honey?”

And Janey closed the truck door.

Lonnie blinked, then his eyes opened, then his jaw dropped.

There stood Janey, monstrous mammary glands poking out from her chest.

“I was with Tammy. My girlfriend who’s a doctor, and she suggested these things called vacation boobs. It’s just injections of some kind of stuff into my chest, and they’ll wear off, but…are you angry?”

She had been so blubbery explaining that she hadn’t taken note of the expression on his face.

Shock, awe, worry…transforming slowly to surprise, happiness, disbelief…then…delight. Pure, sheer, awesome delight.

He took a step towards her.

She now saw his expression, and relief surged through her. He wasn’t upset.

“Honey,” he blurted, reaching a hand for hers.

She was trembling, and it felt like her whole body was electrified.

He pulled her gently to him, and stared down at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. Can I touch them?”

She nodded, but she didn’t need to say or do anything.

Lonnie had a boner. Biggest boner he had ever had, and his hand snaked out and caressed the under part of her breast.

Then his other hand let go of her hand and grabbed the other breast.

He stood there, dumb, and felt her tits. He just ran his hands around them. “They’re bigger than my hands,” he said.

“They’re called vacation boobs,’ or ‘instaboobs,” Janey repeated, feeling relief surge through her. Lonnie wasn’t upset.

“Oh, baby,” he drooled.

Then she noticed that he hadn’t looked at her since he saw her boobs. He just stared down at her chest.

“Well, could you…kiss me or somethin’.”

He did. He held her and kissed her and showed his appreciation and his dick somehow found its way out of his pants and she fondled it.

“Oh, baby, baby,” he muttered. “You did this for me? Did you have this all planned?”

“No. It just happened. We wuz playing pool and Tammy was there, and…it just sorta happened.

“Well, damn.” More kissing and fondling, and then, right out in the front yard, he had her shirt pulled aside—it wasn’t buttoned because her tits were too big—and he was sucking on her nipples, mouthing as much of her boobs as he could, feeling them, and then, in spite of having cum once in the last 24 hours, he filled her hand.

She stared down as he grunted and shook and shoved his hips forward.

She gazed in wonder as his baby batter seeped through her fingers and splattered on the ground.

Damn!

They entered the house and even though he had just squirted he kept nuzzling her and feeling her, and he couldn’t keep his hands off her. And when they went to bed, though he couldn’t squirt again, he insisted on getting inside her.

“I got to know I fucked a big boob babe,” he grinned. “Otherwise I might wake up from this dream and not know it.”

She lay there as he grunted and slobbered, and she realized that his love making was totally different.

He was just humping madly, not taking the time to find out what she wanted or needed.

But that was okay. Heck, he was like a kid with a new toy. Toys. And she realized he’d probably be this way for a few days, then everything would get back to normal.

And so, newly endowed, freshly made love to, Janey snuggled back into Lonnie’s arms and closed her eyes.

Awoke to him feeling her. His hands sliding over her mountainous flesh, his whiskery jaws nuzzling into her neck.

She giggled. It felt good to be woken up this way.

And, she felt good. Refreshed, the booze out of her system and the day in front of her..

She stuck her legs out of the side of the bed and…Lonnie pulled her back.

“Where you going, doll?”

Then his hands were reaching around to the front of her, cupping, or trying to cup, her massive mammaries.

She giggled and tried to pry his hands off, but Lonnie was excited.

After a moment she stopped trying to get away.

She justified his ardor with the thought that he was really excited about her boobs, and she let him kiss her, a long time on the boobs, then enter her.

For a long couple of minutes he grunted and groaned, and he was a different lover. He was shoving and grunting and trying to squirt.

She lay there, sort of bored, as he slobbered over her, then, unbelievably, he came!

“Lonnie!” she blurted in surprise.

He rolled off her and lay back. “Woo! That was good!”

“Good for you,” she said, and now she managed to get out of bed without him pulling her back.

And he paid no attention to her observation that it was all for him.

She got dressed, and none of her clothes fit.

She had the big, old bra, which wasn’t that comfortable, but she couldn’t button anything else up. Finally she grabbed one of his plaid shirts, knotted it at the bottom, and left the top couple of buttons undone. It was still too tight.

“Where you goin’, darlin’.” He lay on his side, naked, his dick hard again, stroking it.

“I got to get some clothes,” she smiled at him. He was dripping out of her and she took the time to put a liner in her panties.

He grinned. “Really filled you up, didn’t I?”

It was sort of a rude comment. Well, not exactly rude, but…not like he normally was.

Janey kissed him, put up with his cupping hands, and headed out the door.

Janey figured a quick stop at MickeyD’s, then a shop at Wanda’s Place. Wanda was for old ladies, the kind with boobs that were big and ponderous and swayed with the wind. She could find a bra there.

But at MickeyD’s the pimple faced kid hanging out the window was slow in giving her her food, and he kept staring at her cleavage.

Cute, at first, but after a while, hunger growing, it was boring.

Heysoos! Didn’t that kid have a girlfriend? Had he never seen a tit before?

Well, he had, but not like hers.

She snorted, and realized that he probably spent all his time masturbatin’ over girly magazines.

Finally, he handed her a sack of food and thanked her.

“Hey,” she said. “Up here.”

He looked at her eyes and was suddenly embarrassed.

She drove off, found a tree, and stopped and ate.

And thought about how Lonnie had screwed her silly, but not really in a nice way. And how the kid had stared at her like she was boobs and nothing else.

Huh. Well, they’d get over it. They was just boobs, you know.

But they weren’t ‘just boobs.’

She arrived at Wanda’s place, sauntered in and found the bra rack.

Yep, that would—

“Bitch.”

She looked up. Two old ladies were staring at her.

At her tits.

She looked down. Then up. Her face turned bright red. She grabbed a couple of bras and headed for the other side of the store, the side with dresses in it.

But they were all old lady dresses. She was going to have to go over to the next town to the big department store to get some nice blouses and things.

As she walked to the front counter she felt eyes on her.

She had felt eyes on her before, every woman had, but these weren’t nice eyes. They weren’t the eyes of men checking her out.

This was mean, vindictive eyes, as if she was a sinner who had stumbled into heaven and had to be corrected.

It sort of pissed her off, but it also frightened her. She paid quickly and left, and…it seemed that even the girl at the register was staring at her.

She climbed into the truck and touched her forehead to the steering wheel.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

After a moment, wanting to be gone, she started up the truck and hit the road for the next town.

But the next town, the nice department store, was much the same.

There were more people and she got out and sauntered towards the big building, and people stared at her.

Stared at the large globes juddering on her chest.

She wished she had worn Lonnie’s heavy jacket then. It would have fit, and she didn’t want to be stared at anymore.

Inside the store she headed for the clothes department. She found a couple of nice blouses, but the only ones that would fit without straining at the front were too big for her.

Well, she’d probably just have to take them in.

And she found that she was hunkering down a little, putting her shoulders forward in a desperate move to hide her voluptuousness.

Still, eyes found her.

She picked out a couple of other shirts, went and paid, and put up with the hostile eyes of the woman behind the register.

Damn! She had never experienced anything like this!

The women were…what? Jealous? Thought she was of low moral character just because she had biguns?

And the men stared at her so hard she felt their eyes would dent her skin and see her inner organs.

Damn lunkheads.

She almost ran out to the truck, and just before she got in she heard somebody from a row over, “I’d like to put my pecker in that.”

She closed the door and tears started up.

Somebody wanted to ‘put his pecker in that!’

How fucking crude! What a disrespectful thing to say! She hadn’t seen the bozo, but…didn’t he have a mother? Or sisters? Did he treat all woman like that?

Then, as she slipped the truck into gear, she realized: no. He doesn’t treat women like that. He was probably a dutiful, respectful son, husband, father, whatever…just not when he saw big tits.

The ride home was a long one, and a short one. She thought so long and hard that time disappeared. And, for the first time, she started thinking that maybe big tits weren’t the end all be all she had thought they would be.

And it was only going to get worse.

Arriving at home Lonnie was waiting.

Waiting with drool and puppy dog eyes, and wolfish eyes, and a boner.

Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t that man ever go down?

But she knew the truth. Stimulated, men wouldn’t go down. They were the gift that keeps on giving, but not in an altogether nice way.

With a flat chest he had loved her, been aware of her as a human being.

Now, under the influence of her chest, he was a satyr. An eternally horny bastard with no respect for her feelings.

He just saw the tits, and connections were made in his mind, and the connections weren’t all that nice.

Tits. Woman. Fuck. Put dick in. Squirt.

She had stopped crying, but as she saw Lonnie step out onto the porch, his hand in his pants and the gleam in his eyes, moisture began to form again.

She stepped out of the car, took out her purchases, and then Lonnie was reached for her.

She pushed the bags into his arms. “Bring these into the house,” she said, then she quick walked around him, left him confused, and headed for the front door.

Lonnie followed, and he was a beaten puppy. He had proposed love, and received a comeuppance. He was reduced to a servant.

He placed the bags on the bed and turned with a grin.

“Not now, Lonnie,” she said, slipping out of his shirt, then the heavy nursing bra, and selecting one of the new blouses.

He frowned, but stood and watched.

She put on a strong but sexy bra. She had a feeling it wasn’t going to last long, she was too heavy, but it was nice looking, and her nipples poked right through the cup material.

She looked up and saw that Lonnie’s mouth was open. He was like a fucking mouth breather, staring at her tits, rubbing the front of his jeans.

“You wanna take it easy, Lon?”

“Oh, uh…” but he didn’t take it easy. He was caught, and all he could do was stare.

She put on a pink blouse with buttons up the back.

As she reached behind herself his eyes about popped out. Her boobs were thrust forward and the nipples poked through both cup and blouse.

And, when she was finished buttoning up, it was worse.

The blouse was designed not for comfort, or work, but for show.

It was from a rich man’s store, and it was for rich people who had nothing better to do than sit around and try to look good all day.

She had never looked so sexy. It was sexier than no clothes at all. But she was stuck with it. No way she was going shopping again. She’d order off the internet and take her chances.

She sighed, turned to look at herself in the mirror, and Lonnie was all over her.


Part Two

“Because I’m tired of big boobs.”

“But they’re not so big now!”

“And that’s the way I like ‘em. And when they get smaller and disappear all together I’m not going to get biguns again.”

Lonnie and Janey were sitting in Long Johnny’s Roadhouse. It was a Saturday afternoon, They had been playing pool, and somehow the conversation had come around to Janey’s breasts.

“But, honey, you are so beautiful with big tits.”

Janey snorted. “So I’m not beautiful without ‘em?”

“I didn’t mean that! You know I didn’t mean that!”

“So what did you mean?”

They were sitting across from each other, arguing in low voices, and Lonnie was not happy. He had figured Janey would go ahead and get vacation boobs again, or maybe even permanent implants. He loved to push his head between her breasts and suck those nipples and screw her till the cows came home.

Janey was tired of his mindless intention. She wanted the Lonnie who was sweet and caring back. She opened her mouth to say such, and was suddenly interrupted.

“Janey! How are you doing?”

It was Tammy and Jenny.

Janey brightened up. With her friends her she didn’t feel so out numbered by Lonnie’s persistent insistence.

“Hey, girls, have a seat. Johnny, get some more drinks.”

Jenny slid in next to Lonnie and smiled at him. She had big breasts, and Lonnie was immediately put off from arguing. He glanced at her chest and Lonnie snickered. Poor Lonnie.

Tammy slid in next to Janey and gazed at her chest critically.

If Janey had hoped the conversation about her boobs would go away her hopes were dashed.

“They held up pretty good. Did you want me to pump you up again?”

Janey tried to signal that she didn’t want to talk about this, but it was too late.

“Are you the Tammy…the doctor who did Janey’s breasts?”

“I am that, that I am. Pretty good work.”

“Yeah, we should talk about getting her boobs enlarged again.” He spoke smugly. He figured the doctor would be on his side. After all, medical people just wanted to do medical things, right?

Janey hung her head into her palm. “Oh, fuck.”

“What? What’d I say.”

“Nothin’,” Lonnie was all grins.

Janey turned to her friend. “We were just arguing. Lonnie wants me big again. I don’t.”

Tammy nodded. “Well, look, I understand Lonnie’s, uh…desires. But what about yours. Wasn’t it fun to have enhanced breasts.”

“For about a minute.”

“Tell me what happened.”

Drinks arrived then, and the quartet all lifted, sipped, smacked their lips appreciatively, and Janey continued.

“First, the women in town all stare at me like I’m Jezebel. Second, the men all stare at me so hard they walk into walls and trees and traffic and things. Third, my lunkhead hubby, who I love dearly, acts like a sex fiend.”

“I do not. At least, not much. I mean, I love you.”

Jenny and Tammy exchanged glances.

Tammy took a breath. “Listen, Lonnie, I’m not about to make judgements here, and what is between you guys is between you, but Janey is still an individual, and if she doesn’t want boobs, that’s a personal choice. I mean, I’m sure she’ll consider your wishes, but you have to consider hers, too. What she said? About people treating her different? That’s one of the main things I hear from women who get enhancement.”

“Yeah, but who cares what people say? She should, like you say, consider my feelings.”

The argument went on, and while it didn’t get heated, it got very intense. Lonnie, speaking through his dick, to be honest, couldn’t understand why Janey didn’t want to be voluptuous. And it got down to some interesting points. Drunken points.

“So,” stated Tammy, “You’re saying that it’s okay to bop a woman on the head and give her tits.”

They were all three sheets to the wind and Lonnie blurted, “Well, what if she had a dread disease and needed bigger boobs?

Everybody chuckled, and even Lonnie had to admit it sounded a bit ludicrous.

“I’d like to see that disease,” remarked Tammy. “I could write a book and be rich forever.”

And the arguments went on, and they grew in the magnitude of exageratatude. Which is not a real word, but was one of the more ‘medical’ terms thrown around in this drunken party.

And though it was three girls to one boy, Lonnie was holding on to his belief that Janey should get bigger boobs if just for the pleasure of pleasing her husband.

It was near midnight, six hours of heavy drinking later, that Tammy said, “And what if somebody gave you tits, just to pleasure Janey?”

“Haw!” he laughed, his eyes red and crossed.

Tammy took out her cell phone, and Lannie didn’t even notice. She set it on record and propped it against the wall so it could record everything Lonnie said.

“So you, Lonnie Baker, are of the opinion that a woman should do what her husband wants, even if that means getting breast implants against her will.”

He was drunker than good sense, and he mumbled, “Yeah.”

Janey was bleary-eyed, but following the argument closely.

Tammy spoke to Lonnie for a moment, then, separate from his first statement, she asked, “And you feel that this idea, that men’s wishes should take precedence over woman’s wishes, should hold true for women?”

Lonnie’s head was bobbling a bit, and he actually thought he was following Tammy’s logic. “Yeah, sure.”

“So you agree that it is okay that she does for you what you would do for her.”

He didn’t associate breasts with what Tammy was saying. He was now in a drunken…not quite a stupor, but really close.

Still, he didn’t look drunk.

For the next half hour Tammy kept pounding away on this idea, and finally, she stopped her cell phone and smiled. “Well, I think we have enough.”

“Enough for what?” asked Lonnie, not sure which of the two Tammy’s he was seeing he was talking to.

“Enough to go get somebody some boobs.”

Janey blinked and there was protest in her mouth, but Tammy just shushed her and got everybody moving.

“Jenny, you’re the soberestest…you drive.”

Tammy, with the help of Jenny and Janey, got Lonnie up and walking. They headed out to the parking lot and Janey asked, “What’s going on? What did you mean in there?”

Tammy told her, and Janey started giggling.

“You’re really going to do that?”

“Sure. He was willing to do it to you, so it’s only fair that it happens to him.”

Laughing, Janey said, “Well, okay. We got a plan!”

Giggling, the three girls crowded into Tammy’s car and Tammy set off. but she wasn’t going to take anybody home, she was heading for the free clinic.

The sun shone down on the little house on the prairie.

In the chicken coop the roosters were ending their early morning concerto.

In the meadows the cows were busy eating enough to sustain their bulk for another day.

A lazy dog slept under the porch, birds sang in the trees, and somewhere in the world there was a war.

“Uh,” Lonnie grunted. He was laying on his back and he was wound up in sheets. Somehow a couple of big pillows had been caught in the wrappings, and they were heavy on his chest.

He grunted again and tried to move, but he was caught.

“Fu…” he murmured.

Next to him Janey slumbered. She was tired and still a little drunk. She had drunk as much as Lonnie, but she had a smaller body.  It took her longer to get rid of the effects of alcohol. It was that or drink less, and that was no fun.

“Unh…” Lonnie tried to toss and turn but he just couldn’t seem to move. Those damn pillows, the inside of his head looking like a fog in London.

“Shut up,” whispered Janey, her eyes closed tightly against the light that seeped in through a half drawn shade.

You shut,” he said, what the fuck…get this sheet off me!”

Janney opened her eyes at Lonnie bouncing around. She moved over, and this gave Lonnie a chance to move. But even though he moved, those damned pillows seemed to move with him. His chest was all compressed, and he tried to sit up.

“Whoa,” he murmured, as the weight of his chest drove him back.

“What the fuck?”

Then he grunted, and sat up, and looked down.

“WHHHAAAAAT THE FUUUUCK!”

His voice woke the dog sleeping under the porch, and it definitely woke up Janey. She sat up and looked at him.

Sitting in shock as he contemplated the monster boobs on his chest.

“WHAT HAPPENED! WHAT THE FUCK?”

Janey started giggling.

He looked at her, horror on his face, then back to his boobs that were really, really, really big!

“Who did this? What happened? Did you…”

Did you…what? It all made no sense. He had woken up in some place that was definitely not Kansas.

And Janey just giggled some more, and then was outright laughing. Laying back on the bed and rolling on her side, guffawing like a hyena that had just heard the funniest joke since he found out the Easter Bunny had died.

“What? What? What?”

Janey fell out of bed, she was laughing so hard, but that didn’t stop her.

Lonnie threw sheets back and swiveled. His feet hung over the edge of the bed and he was now holding his boobs, one in each hand, and they overflowed like the banks of the Mississippi in a flood.

“What did you do?”

He was befuddled, confused, perplexed, and didn’t understand.

Janey struggled to her knees, trying to control her laughter, but not too hard. After all, something like this only happens once.

Lonnie scooted to the edge of the bed and his feet reached the floor. He stood up, and the weight of his tits overbalanced him. He staggered across the room and somehow aimed for the bathroom.

Janey stood up and followed him. She was laughing so hard her belly hurt. She held her belly and now tried to stop the pain of laughing.

Lonnie stared at himself in the mirror. He had his regular slender body, and a pair of monster breasts.

“What did you do?” he finally whispered. His voice was now hoarse from shock and screaming.

Trying desperately to control herself, the pain of laughing was too much, Janey said, “They’re called Chyna 2000s. You asked for them to be put in last night.”

“The hell I did.”

“We got it on the cell phone. You asked for the biggest boobs money could buy. You said, and I quote, ‘If they ain’t the biggest then I don’t want ‘em.’”

“No, I didn’t.”

Janey left and returned with her phone. She called up a video Lonnie watched it.

It was several minutes long, and in it he didn’t appear too drunk, but he did say ‘sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,’ and a wife had the right to make a uniladder decisions for her husband,’ and ‘sure, he’d like a big pair, show them wimpy women what a real pair of tits is,’ and ‘if they ain’t the biggest then I don’t want ‘em.’”

When the video ended he sat down on the toilet and put his head in his hands. “I can’t believe you did this.”

“Don’t you go blamin’ me you lunkhead. You heard the proof. You’re fine with a big, old pair of titties on your chest.”

“But I don’t remember any of this!”

“That’s okay. You got a pair of keepsakes on your fat, old chest.”

“Oh, God! What’ll I do?”

“It’s gettin’ late, and you got stuff to do around the ranch.”

“No! About these!” he hefted his boobs and pointed them at her.”

She shook her head. “Wow. Those are big.”

“Oh, God.”

“Whyn’t you stop cryin’ in your beer. It ain’t like you ain’t the first person in the world to have tits.”

“Yeah, but all those others was women!”

“Not necessarily.”

“I ain’t gay!” He was aghast at the idea.

“Didn’t say you was, but come on, I’ll help you get into a bra and we can go do chores together.”

“A…a bra?”

“Yeah. A bra. I think you used to call them ‘over the shoulder boulder holders,’ or something.”

She tugged at his hand and managed to get him to his feet. “Come on, honey, it ain’t bad. You’re just going to learn how the other side lives. Now brush your teeth and I’ll get you a bra.”

Lonnie leaned over the sink, and stared at his boobs in the mirror. He brushed his teeth and his head was like a black hole, nothing but whirling thoughts that swirled down the drain.

“Here go,” Janey chirped cheerfully. She handed him the biggest bra she had.

He took it and looked at it, then groaned at the weight of his boobs sagging on his chest.

Grinning, Janey asked, “You want me to hold your tits while you put this on? Or maybe you want to hold your own tits while I help you get this on.”

“Help,” he croaked.

So he held his forearm across his chest and supported himself and she put the bra in place, fastened it, then brought the cups and straps up so he could get placed inside the thing.

He looked in the mirror. He had good posture and the boobs stuck out a mile. “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, and he let his shoulders go forward.

“None of that,” Janey slapped his ass and he bolted and threw his shoulders back. “You got ‘em so you flaunt ‘em.’ Isn’t that what you told me a couple of months ago.”

“Yeah,” he grumbled, “but this is different.”

She laughed at that.

“I can’t go out like this.”

“So stay at the ranch all your life.”

“Oh, God!”

Janey was standing behind him, looking over his shoulder, and she reached around and grabbed him. “God, these are sexy!”

“Hey!” He brushed her hands off, but she just went down to his groin. Grabbed a big hunk of pecker.

“What are you doing?”

“Hey! You used to do this to me! You said big tits are sexy, and now I know what you mean. At first you was sort of funny looking, but if we comb out your hair, put a little lipstick on you…you’re pretty sexy.”

He was shocked at the suggestion. He tried to turn, and for a moment couldn’t because she had him firm. then he managed to turn.

His tits pressed into her relatively flat chest. She still had little boobs, but probably not for long. Now he was the one with the big tits.

She hugged him, felt his massiveness, stroked him, and grabbed his hair and pulled him down for a kiss.

“Hey! Don—“ then her lips had him.

He was dazed, confused, but if there’s one thing about a man…he’s got a dick. And that dick is quite pleased to do the real thinking.

In spite of his horror, his shock, his befuddlement, he kissed her back.

And, in spite of the weight on his chest, he responded. His penis grew hard, he tasted her lips, then he felt her hands feeling his tits.

For a second he wanted to break away, but, truth, mammary glands are sex organs. They have a direction connection to the groin, and to the mind, and to the lust that always builds.

She turned him, taking control, and walked him back towards the bed.

Dimly, she understood that something was happening. That the person with no tits (relatively) was taking charge of the person with tits. She shoved him back down on the bed and lusted over him.

“Fuck, Lonnie,” she muttered as she climbed up and spread her labia with her fingers, “now I know why you was all over me. This is fuckin’ cool!”

Then she lowered herself and things got out of hand.

Lonnie sat at the breakfast table.

He had discovered that his body had been modified. And he had been screwed until he didn’t want it anymore. And now he was sitting at the breakfast table wearing Janey’s sexy robe—she had insisted that he wear it—that was more like a peignoir than a robe.

Janey placed bacon and eggs in front of him, and sat down across the table from him.

She couldn’t take her eyes off his chest.

He noticed that she was no longer looking him in the eyes, but was fascinated by a body part. Parts.

“What am I going to do?” he whispered.

“I’ll help you get dressed, honey. Your shirts ain’t gonna fit, but I got some that will. But you can’t wear your dirty, old jeans. That wouldn’t be any kind of a fashion statement except that your a pig.”

“Clothes?”

“Clothes. Like good underwear. Panties to match that bra.”

“I can’t wear your panties! I got a dick!”

“But it’s soft now, and it’ll fit fine. And I’ll keep it soft,” she almost drooled as she studied the way his boobers thrust forward. She could see his nipples pushing through the thin material.

“And you should try on garters and nylons. They feel so-o-o good.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“You always want me to wear nylons, sauce for the goose, baby.”

“When can I get these things off?” He held his boobs and little tears were in the corners of his eyes.

“They’ll shrink in a couple of months,” she lied. He was being such a big baby she didn’t want to tell him that Chyna 2000s were real implants, and they wouldn’t go away. At all.

“Oh, God.”

“Come on, honey. Man up and eat.” she giggled. “Or maybe that should be ‘woman up’ and eat.”

Bleakly, he ate a piece of bacon, and it took forever to chew it.

After breakfast Janey found him a pair of panties. His dick was soft, but it was still too big, so she got a piece of medical tape and pulled it back between his legs.

“What’s this?” he asked as she pushed his testicles up into the cavities they dropped from and made sure everything was taped up tight.

He tried to turn and look, and he could see the tip of his dick sticking out between his legs.

“It’s how you need to fix yourself if you’re going to be presentable.

She put a garter on him, then showed him how to roll up the nylons.

“Baby, we’re going to have to shave your legs. And your groin. And everything. Hair doesn’t look good on a female body.”

Lonnie just looked at himself and tried to make his mind function.

But his mind was simply not working.

She helped him into one of her blouses and this breasts were tight against the material.

“Oh, heysoos,” he muttered, seeing how the material stretched.

“Don’t worry. It’ll stretch out. And we can get you bigger blouses.”

She wrapped a skirt around his waist.

“I can’t wear this!”

“You can’t wear jeans. You gonna go out ugly?”

She buckled the skirt and stood back. “Man, you look good. You look like a cowgirl should.”

“I don’t feel good.”

But, he didn’t want to admit it, it was so strange…he felt a spark inside.

It happens to all men when they put on women’s clothes. There is just something so deliciously forbidden about putting on women’s wear.

“Yeah, but you’re making me feel real good.”

And she was all over him again.

Touching, feeling, kissing, and she ended up ripping off the medical tape and getting back in the saddle again.

Sated, for the time being, Janey sighed. Man, this was the best sex she had ever had. Hell, she wished she had dressed him up like a woman long ago.

Well, she had discovered it now, and she wasn’t going to let him back out of it.

Thinking such thoughts, she pulled him off the bed and got him ready again.

Now Lonnie didn’t complain. He had found it exciting. He found he liked being a sex object. And what made it even more fun was that he only had to pull down his panties, lift his skirt, and zowie!

Lonnie laid there while Janey taped him up again, and darned if he didn’t like how compact he felt. It was weird not to be a swinging dick, but…he felt so efficient down there. His dick not having to be adjusted, his balls not suddenly getting in the way of each other.

Back to looking like a woman, Janey took a moment to comb his hair, to brush it and give it a flip under.

He wore his hair long, but it was just a shaggy mop. Now it was curly and cute and sprayed to stay in place. It felt good to have his tresses under control.

“Okay, honey, let’s saddle up.”

They walked out of the house, and he marveled at how easy it was walking when he didn’t have a stick shift and two ball bearings between his thighs.

Out to the barn and they saddled up two horses. They led them out of the barn, and from a distance they looked like two cowgirls.

He liked the feel of air on his legs. He liked the sensation of freedom under his skirt. He liked the way his tresses floated.

He stepped up into the saddle and just sat for a moment. Janey threw a leg over, too, then, seeing the expression on his face, she waited.

Lonnie stared out at the ranch.

He was taller when on a horse. He could see more land, and he felt bigger.

But now he felt even bigger bigger.

His chest was big.

He was sitting on his pecker, and the head of his pecker, sticking out behind, rubbed against the cantle.

He was getting turned on all over again.

Of course, he couldn’t get an erection, taped up and sitting the way he was, but he had a feeling that if he asked…Janey would be more than willing to pull him out of the saddle, throw him down and screw him.

Yes. She would.

He was turning her on like he had never turned her on before.

Him in a dress, and if women could get boners she would have one.

But, sans boner, he knew she was wet. Unusually wet. For him.

He looked at her.

She waited, a knowing smile on her face.

“This is what it feels like?”

She nodded.

He stared down at the pommel for a moment, then looked between his horse’s ears. then he kicked his horse in the side and began the ride.

It was like nothing Lonnie had ever felt before. His chest jouncing…every step of the horse was a turn on.

His dick rubbing through the slick panties on the cantle…it tried to get hard, and got pretty chubby, but it was more like an exercise in the ultimate frustration.

They trotted the horses around the barn and out towards where the cows were gathered. It was time to move them to another pasture.

Across the field, his chest juddering sexsationally. His package hidden, but overstimulated.

They had just reached the outskirts of the herd when Lonnie groaned and let go of the reins. His horse went to a walk, then to a standstill.

“You all right?” Janey asked, coming alongside and patting her horse’s neck.

He nodded, had trouble speaking, but managed to squeak out, “I…I think I just came.”

Janey nudged her mare up to his horse and stuck a finger down between the saddle and his weenie. She lifted the finger up and there was a coating of semen on it.

“Yep,” she grinned.

“Oh, God!”

They stared at each other. Janey thoroughly excited by what was happening with Lonnie, and her chest pounding from being so close to his feminine form.

“Honey…” he breathed. “This…this…”

“I know,” she whispered. She leaned over and kissed him. Then she reached into a small leather purse she kept around the pommel and pulled out a lipstick.

She leaned towards him, held his mouth, and painted his lips.

He felt the substance coating his mouth. He smelled and tasted it, and he cock was still pounding. Or pounding again. He was so dazed he honestly didn’t know.

He just knew that black and white life had suddenly become something three D and color and very exciting.

She put her head next to his and whispered into his ear. “And you might cum again. And if you don’t, when we get back to the house I’ll make sure you do. You got that, little girl?”

He nodded.

She kept whispering, kissing his ear occasionally, “That’s the way it’s going to be from now on. I’m gonna wear the pants, and you’re gonna wear the panties. And every night I’ll pleasure you. And when we go to town I’ll squire ya. And I’ll protect you from any of those bad boys who want to pull up your dress and take advantage of you. You understand, sweet cheeks?”

Tears seeped out of Lonnie’s eyes, and he nodded.

She kissed him, hard, but carefully so as not to rub off his lipstick.

“Now, cowgirl, let’s go get those doggies….YEEHAW!” Janie kicked her mount into motion.

Still crying, big drops falling on his blouse and dampening it so his nipples could be plainly seen, Lonnie followed along.

END
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Whole Town Feminization!

A Sybian converts a whole town!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Feminization is catching on.

I remember when a man was arrested because he fled the cops because he was scared because he was in full femme.

Nowadays the cop is liable to be wearing lingerie.

And, if you know where to look, you can find parties where men are dressed up, and women wear tuxes.

It’s all good fun, and it bends the genders in ways that open the eyes and enlighten people.

So how does a whole town go femme?

It starts with a joke gift, and goes from there.

Come on in and experience the fun.

But, be careful. You might be the next one in the barrel.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Why Tom did it he would never really figure out.

At the time he thought it was funny. Later, he would realize it was not only not funny, but…well, it wasn’t funny. Especially after what she did.

But at the time…

“Hey, Tina?”

“I thought you left? she called from the other end of the house.

“I was, but some delivery guy just dropped something off.”

“Okay.”

“I didn’t order anything, so I left it in the foyer for you.”

“Okay.”

“See ya!”

“By, honey.”

The door closed.

Tom, snickering, headed for the curb where Bruce and Lee were waiting. He put his golf clubs in the back and jumped into the front seat. “Let’s boogy, dudes.”

“What are you laughing about?” asked Lee.

“I just played a joke.”

“Yeah? What’s the punch line?”

Bruce was driving and he glanced over at Tom. Lee, in the back seat, put his arms on the backs of the front seats and leaned forward. “Come on. What’s so funny.”

Tom controlled his chuckling and chortling after a minute, and he said, “Remember when I got that box at work last month?”

“Yeah. The one with the dildo in it.”

“Yeah. I opened it in front of everybody and I never been so embarrassed. All the guys were laughing, the girls were red in the face and I had to apologize and…thank God none of them sued the company.”

“So,” laughed Lee. “Did you ever use that dildo?”

“Yeah, did you ever get your jollies from the gift that keeps on giving?”

“Are you kidding? I’m a straight arrow! I’m not like you guys.”

“Big talk from a guy who has a collection of dildos.”

Lee and Bruce laughed, and that irked Tom.

“Okay, so I finally figured out who gave me the dildo.”

“Who? I thought there was no return address!”

“Tina did.”

“What?”

“No!”

“Yeah. I found an entry in her check book from the post office just two days before that thing was delivered to me.”

“Nah. That’s not evidence. She could have mailed anything.”

“Not Tina. That wasn’t her kind of joke.”

“Of course it was. And when you think about it, there’s not a big list of suspects. People at the company would be scared I’d fire them. Our friends? Nah. They’re all straight and narrow minded.”

“Tom, I’m telling you, you’re haywire on this one. Tina would never do something like that.”

“I’m telling you she would. You don’t know my wife like I do.”

Lee burst in, “Tom…what did you do?”

Tom started snorting. “I sent her…it was expensive but I got the money…I sent her…”

“What?”

“A Sybian.”

There was silence in the car for a moment.

Lee knew what one was, but Bruce didn’t.

“What’s a Sybian?”

Lee explained, “It’s a thing you get on and ride. It’s got a vibrating dick and…it…you know?”

“Oh, my God! Tom! Tell me you didn’t!”

Tom, utterly pleased with himself, was having trouble controlling himself.

“I did. Oh, God. This is going to blow her mind!”

Tina stepped out of the shower, dried off and pulled a robe around her shoulders. She bent at the waist and wrapped a towel around her hair.

She was a shapely woman if ever there was one.

She was five foot four with long blonde hair. Her face had even features and her lips were curved in a beautiful M shape.

She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was under thirty and her mind was dirty. She loved sex with a passion, and sex with Tom was out of this world.

She broke out the hair dryer and went to work. She blew and brushed and teased her hair into long, luxurious waves.

Then, a little make up, and it was time for clothes.

She turned sideways and studied herself for a moment. Her boobs were perky, no sag in those babies, and her nipples stood up.

Damn, she felt good. She rubbed a nipple, gave a groan, then went into the bedroom.

Save the good stuff for Tom.

Right now she had a women’s meeting to prepare for.

She slipped into a half bra, put on a light blue blouse that would barely hide her nips, but would rub them all day long. Oh, baby, she was going to be horny by the time Tom returned from his golfing.

She pulled up some panties, felt her snatch and smiled at the lush feeling, then put on a brown skirt. Into some high heels and she looked at herself in the mirror.

Yes. She was holding onto her looks, thank you.

She left the bedroom. She intended to set out some crackers and cheese, some ginger ale and a bottle of wine for those who wished.

She loved the women’s club meetings, and looked forward to hosting them. She—stopped.

In the foyer was a large box, the one Tom had shouted back about.

He hadn’t ordered anything?

Well, she hadn’t, either. So what could it be?

She looked at the address. Yep. It was addressed to her all right.

She smiled. Tom must have bought her something. There was no return address, but…it had to be Tom.

Who else would send her a present, let alone a big one?

Forgetting about the women’s club party for a moment, she took a pair of scissors out of the drawer of the little table sitting at the side of the foyer. She cut the string around the box, then she sliced through tape, and finally she lifted the top off.

What the heck?

Peering in, all she could see was a dark half moon shape. It had a bit of packing material around it, but…what the heck was it?

She gripped the box by the lip and pulled it out into the living room.

She laid the box on its side next to the coffee table and began lifting, pulling and wiggling. Slowly the thing started to slide out of the box.

It was made of some sort of faux leather material. It was shaped like a half a barrel and there was some sort of a knob or something halfway down the rounded part of the thing.

She flipped it onto the flat side and tried to figure it out.

A half barrel with some sort of connecting part.

She looked into the box and found a small triangular box that had acted as part of the packing. She opened it and out slide…her eyes grew wide, her mouth opened…a dildo!”

She giggled.

it was a nervous giggle, a surprised giggle, and she remembered when somebody had sent a dildo to Tom at work.

He had asked her about it, but she knew nothing about it. He had been so embarrassed, and he had figured maybe some disgruntled worker was, in essence, calling him a dick.

But that had been a month or so ago.

Had the same practical joker struck? This time her instead of him?

But that made no sense. She had almost nothing to do with Tom’s company. The people there she knew from the Christmas party, or the Fourth of July barbecue, and maybe from a birthday card she wrote to all the employees for Tom.

But that was all!

Nobody would have any reason to call her a dick, and she couldn’t imagine somebody trying to get back at Tom by aiming at her.

Besides, there were a swell bunch of people working for Tom. Not a disgruntled one in the group.

She was holding the dildo in her hand, looking at it, and suddenly she realized something: it attached to the half barrel thing.

She reached forward and put the dildo into the socket and…yep. It was a barrel with a dick.

What a weird idea. Who would have ever thought of such a thing?

But, as she looked at it, she suddenly realized that it was…erect. Which is to say it was standing up, sticking up, and…it was perfect to—she blushed—sit on.

She looked into the box again and found some instructions.

Some of the instructions were stupid. Avoid operating around open bodies of water. Use plenty of…lubrication?

She stared at the dick sticking up. Yes. Lubrication. It was a good shape, hefty, long enough to do the job, but it would be a little dry going in.

Then she came to the part in the instructions which showed a woman sitting on the machine, holding her breasts, a look of lusty pleasure on her face.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered. “It’s a…a type of vibrator!”

Tina was sweet and relatively innocent, but like all women her age, she had a vibrator.

And she knew what to do with it.

After all, there were times when men couldn’t rise to the occasion, there were times when men weren’t around, and…she knew what to do with a vibrator.

But a vibrator like this?

She looked at the instructions again.

It was a ‘Sybian?’

Who on earth would buy such a thing!

She had an image of young cowgirls riding the vibrator and waving their hands in the air and yelling ‘whoopie!’

She giggled.

She touched the dildo. It was soft, but firm at the same time.

It filled her hand and was thicker, but shorter, than Tom’s. The plastic was smooth, but had nubs around the base.

She looked at the cords that extended from the base of the Sybian. A ten foot cord for the wall, and a four foot cord that ended in a hand held remote.

Now dying of curiosity, unable to help herself, she plugged the machine into the wall.

It sat there. Didn’t move. And why should it?

She picked up the remote and flicked the switch.

mmmmmm!

A nice, light buzz.

She examined the remote saw there were six settings.

She turned to the next setting.

MMMMM!

And the next.

MMMMM!

And so on up to the highest setting.

RRRRRRR!

More of a roar then a buzz.

She had put her hand on the dick as she tried the various settings, and it was okay. It shook, put a healthy vibration up her arm to her shoulder. And the highest setting caused a vibration across her shoulders and down her spine.

“Holy fuck!” she whispered.

She stared at the machine, humming along. She stopped it. She felt the saddle, and her imagination started to go with it.

Imagine that kind of a vibration on her pussy.

Oh, my God!

She could almost feel the way it would shake her innards. Rub her clit, shake her ovaries.

She suddenly felt a moistness between her thighs.

Damn! Just thinking about this beast was making her wet!

What would the real thing be like?

She liked a dick in her, but this…this would be wide, and those nubs…and the vibrations.

In a moment of compulsion she squatted over the Sybian. She lowered herself until the tip touched her private parts.

She flicked the switch.

Oh, God! She felt the tip rubbing her slit. She felt the vibrations coursing through her pussy.

She couldn’t help it.

She didn’t stop and think.

She stood up and pulled off her panties, then she spread her skirt and squatted.

She was wet. Didn’t need no stinkin’ lubrication.

It slipped inside her and she gasped.

Yes. Wider.

And she could feel the nubs.

“Oh, God. This was heaven, and she hadn’t even turned it on, yet!

So she picked up the remote, breathed a prayer to some God somewhere, and turned it to the lightest setting.

“I’m telling you, Tom. you don’t want to do things like this.”

“Yeah,” added Lee. “You should call her and tell her not to open the thing.”

“Aw, you guys have no sense of humor.”

“You think Tina’s going to be laughing when she think’s you’ve called her a dick?”

“I didn’t call her a dick! I just sent her a Sybian. A ‘told you so’ for when she sent me that stupid dildo.”

“But how do you know it was her that sent you that party gag?”

“Hey, can we play through?” Three guys in shorts and polo shirts, two balding and one on the way, stood at the back of the tee off area.

“Oh, sure,” said Tom, stepping aside. “Sorry about that. We just got to talking.”

“Yeah, said one of the bald fellows, “something about a dildo present or something. What’s that all about, anyway?”

Lee chimed in, “Tom here got a dildo for a joke present, so he sent his wife, who he figures, without proof I might add, sent him the dildo, a Sybian.”

The three older fellows turned and looked at Tom.

“A Sybian? One of those automatic things women sit on and get their, um…you know?”

“Yeah,” admitted Tom. “I thought it was funny, but my friends think otherwise.”

“Well, it is kind of funny,” said the half balding guy, sticking a tee into the grass and putting a ball on it. “If you think divorces are funny.”

“Oh, come on. this is a gag. She’s not going to divorce me over a gag.”

“I don’t know,” said one of the bad guys. “I’m a lawyer and I‘ve seen plenty of reasons for divorce’s.”

“Tell them about the lady without a vagina, Ted,” said the other bald fellow.

“No vagina?” blurted Bruce.

“Yeah. It’s called Mayer-Rokitansky-Kuster-Hauser syndrome (MRKH). Girl is born without sexual parts. Girl in every way except…you know?”

THWACK!

The ball left the tee and the half balding guy watched it head on down the fairway.

“Good shot.”

“You mean the girl’s got no pussy?” asked Lee. “Where does the guy stick his dick?”

“That’s it. He doesn’t, unless she wants oral or anal, and that’s why he wanted a divorce.”

Another ball was placed on the tee.

“So my advice to you is get ahead of it.”

“Yeah, Tom. Call her and tell her not to open the box.”

“You guys are nuts!” he laughed. “A woman without a pussy. You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Do you guys know how many divorcées it takes to screw in a light bulb?”

The other lawyers and Tom and his friends turned to listen. “No,” asked Lee, waiting for the punchline.

“None, the sockets go with the house.”

Everybody groaned.

Thwack!

“Hey, you guys want to let us play through?” another foursome had reached the tee area.

Cindy Lawson sauntered up the front walk. She was Tina’s best friend, and she always showed up early to help Tina get ready for the meeting.

She was a good looking woman, large chest, round butt, a grin that liked to laugh, and a mouth that was downright kissable.

She stepped onto the porch and knocked.

Nothing.

She opened the door a crack and peered through. “Tina? Are you—oh, my God!”

Tina was lying bent forward. Her bottom was on a sort of a half barrel sort of contraption. Her hair was frazzled and she was sweat soaked and dazed.

Tina raised her head. Her eyes were blood shot and her features were slack and stunned.

“Cindy,” she murmured, then she lay down again.

Cindy rushed across the room and helped Tina off the Sybian. She lifted her arms and somehow Tina got her legs to push up, and then Cindy dragged her off the wet dildo.

“Are you okay?”

Tina lay, propped against the edge of the couch, and smiled happily. “Honey, you got to try it. It’s amazing. You got to!”

Cindy looked at the Sybian doubtfully. She took in the glistening penis with the nubs. She saw the remote laying in front of it.

“I don’t think so,” said Cindy.

Tina gathered strength, pushed and pulled, got up herself, and maneuvered Cindy towards the device.

“If you don’t do it you’ll always wish you had.”

“What…what does it do?”

“Put your hand on the dick.”

Cindy did. That couldn’t hurt, right?

Tina turned on the switch and Cindy felt the vibrations going up her arm. Soft and gentle and sensual.

“Oh, my God!” She brought her hand back.

Tina grabbed her skirt and pulled it up. “Cindy. You got to. You won’t believe it. Take your panties off.”

It took a minute, Cindy wasn’t convinced, but finally Tina had the other girl’s panties off and was placing her over the saddle.

“Don’t worry about lubrication,” murmured Tina. “I’ve got it all ready for you.”

“But I don’t think—“

Tina pushed down on her friend’s shoulder and Cindy’s feet slipped on the sweat that had pooled on the carpet around the Sybian. She fell, and gasped as she was filled.

“Fuck!”

She looked around, placed her hand down on the barrel to push herself off, but it was too late. Tina pressed the remote.

“Ahhh….ooooh…ye-e-es!”

Tina fell back against the couch and watched her friend moaning and groaning, and suddenly pulling on her nipples and slapping her pussy. She grinned as Cindy arched her back and went to the moon.

Again and again and again.

“It was a joke!” cried Tom. “She’s got a sense of humor! She’s going to be laughing when I get home!”

“I don’t know,” said Lee.

Tom, Lee and Bruce were at the 19th hole, the little bar/restaurant at the end of the golf course.

Because of the way his friends kept telling him he had made a mistake he had had a terrible game.

He had hit bogeys and double bogeys and two triple bogeys. He had been in sand traps and in the water all afternoon long.

“Hey, guys,” the bald fellows with their half bald friend showed up. “You ever get it figured out?”

“No,” all three stated simultaneously.

“We’ll, let me buy a round and let’s hash it out.”

Drinks appeared. And not just beer.

Glasses were tilted, and arguments were voiced.

“Women are all against ya!”

“I love my little lady!”

“You’ll never understand a woman!”

“Women ain’t got no sense of humor!”

“They do if something is funny.”

“And I’m telling you a mystery dildo from an anonymous source is funny!”

“Was it funny for you when you got yours?”

“You won’t think it’s so funny when you find out she prefers it over you.”

Tom sighed, glugged his drink, and ordered some more. honestly, these guys had no sense of humor!

Sally and Joanne walked up the walk. They were a giggly pair if ever there was one, and they looked forward to these weekly meetings. It was good to sip some wine and talk about things you weren’t supposed to talk about.

They were both good looking women. One a redhead and the other a brunette. They reached the front door and Sally put her hand out and noticed the door was ajar. “We should just go in,” she said, figuring the door was left ajar for that purpose.

She cracked the door, peeked in and called, “Hello? Anybody home? Anybody—oh, my God!” She pushed the door open and trotted, as best she could in sexy high heels, into the living room.

“Help…help…” Cindy giggled as the orgasms flowered within. She couldn’t get off the thing, and she was bending forward and sprawling, just like Tina had.

Sally and Joanne reached her and each took an arm and lifted.

POP! Her pussy made a sound as it left the hefty dildo.

Cindy collapsed on the carpet next to Tina, who was smiling and half out of it.

“What in the world?”

Tina sounded goofy as she explained, “You got to try it. It’s amazing! Best fuck in the world! You’ll never want anything else as long as you live!”

Sally ran for the kitchen and grabbed a wash clothe. She came back and began washing Tina and Cindy’s faces.

Joanne stared down at the machine.

Round on top. Solid base on the bottom. And that thing sticking out of the barrel…that looked like fun!

“It’s okay,” muttered Sally.

“No, you got to do it. Sit on the Sybian. I guarantee…”

Cindy joined in. “I was dubious, too. But once Sybian you won’t want men again.”

It was a play on the old saying, ‘once black never back,’ and Joanne glanced at the two sopping, exhausted, orgasmed out women.

“Just take it easy,” said Sally. “You’ll be okay.”

“Not until I get back on that thing again.”

Behind Sally Joanne lifted her skirt…

“Now listen to me. We’ve got to get you cleaned up. You’ll feel fine when…

…and pulled her panties down. She squatted over the Sybian.

“…and don’t worry, we won’t tell your husbands. It’s just a little mistake, and…

Lowered herself. The tip touched her privates, slipped inside, and she clicked the remote.

Mmmmmm!

Sally whirled at the sound. She barely heard the Sybian, but then she saw Joanne gasping, penetrated, rocking back and forth, grabbing her breasts and squeezing.

There were now ten people in the little after course bar. All ten were drunk, severely so, and they were still arguing as to whether Tom should have sent the Sybian to his wife.

“Man, woman, they don’t understand these things.” A fellow blurted. He was wearing checkered pants and a beanie and he had missed a hole in one by a foot that afternoon, and if that isn’t a reason for drinking nothing is.

“Aw, you guysh ish shtupid,” Tom burped. “My little lady is a laughing fool.”

The girl serving drinks got her ass slapped again. Her ass was getting a little sore, but man, these guys were tippers!

“Did ya hear about the guy who divorced his cross-eyed wife?” yelled out one of the lawyers. “They didn’t see eye to eye!”

The responses ranged from guffaws to curiosity.

Lee put a hand on Tom’s shoulder. “Tom, buddy, there’s only one way to find out.”

“Wush that?” Tom tried to focus his eyes on his friend.

“We got to go ashk her!”

A loud chorus of agreement went up.

“Yeah!”

“Got to ashk her!”

“Then the pudding is in the proof.”

Tom stared around the little bar. Man, he didn’t know he had this many friends, and they all wanted to go see his wife. He didn’t know she had this many friends.

“Okay,” he yelled. “I’ll proof it. I’ll go there and we can ashk her about her Shilibyn.”

“Sullivan,” suggest somebody.

A few more guesses and somebody actually said, ‘Sybian.’

So they overflowed the bar right out the door. They dragged golf bags filled with clubs, clattered with their spikes on the cement and asphalt, and began loading up their cars.

Drunk, three sheets to the wind, the men climbed into their expensive cars, tromped on the brakes and the gas with their spiked shoes, and almost had a demolition derby in the parking lot.

“Come on!” yelled a bald lawyer from his convertible Cadillac. “Lesh go shee the little lady!”

“Yeehaw!”

One drunken idiot actually had a gun in his glovebox and he got it out and fired six into the air.

A question that must be asked is…why didn’t the cops pull them over?

The answer is simple. If you were a cop and you saw a bunch of lawyers and the mayor driving crazy down the street, yelling at little old ladies out walking their dogs, swilling from flasks, and waving guns in the air, would you stop them?

At the front of the procession Bruce drove. Lee and Tom were squeezed into the front seat, the same belt buckle, telling each other to sit on their lap and let’s talk about the first thing that pops up.

The parade waggled down Main St., where the mayor stood up and threw an empty bottle of whiskey at his office and screaming, “Fuck hizzoner!”

Horn honks past the police station, and eventually into the suburbs.

Through the polite streets where responsible citizens raised entitled children and claimed that Joe Biden was the most intelligent president in history.

And, finally, horn honking, yelling, the half dozen cares turned onto Tom’s street.

“Whathefuk?” blurted Tom, trying to get off Lee’s lap.

The street was filled with cars. Every curb space was taken up. Every driveway was filled. There were even a few cars double parked.

Bruce slowed down, wedged at an angle in front of a fire hydrant, and other cars pulled up behind them, found lawns to park on, and drunks piled out like clowns out of a car in a circus.

The assembled men stood in front of Tom’s house and stared. They looked like a band of brothers, arms over each others shoulders, blinking owlishly.

“Where’sh everbody?”

“Front doorsh open.”

“Think we oughta go in?”

The group started into motion. The crossed the lawn and headed for the front door that was swung half back.

Music came out the half open front door. A Boy Named Sue, by Johnny Cash.

Except this old guitar and an empty bottle of booze

“What the fuk?” Tom’s head wobbled on his shoulders.

They reached the door and looked at it. The door looked back, but didn’t say anything.

And I got a lot of laughs from a lots of folk

“Who’s laughing?” asked some indescribably nobody.

“We oughta go in,” said Bruce.

“I doan know,” mumbled Tom. With one hand he was feeling the bottom of his pants. He felt some sticky stuff on his butt. All he’d done was sit on Lee’s lap.

But I grew up quick and I grew up mean

“Aw, hell,” muttered one of the lawyers. “When in doubt whip it out.”

He pushed the door open.

To a Christian the scene revealed when the door swung back wold have been a scene from hell. Or at least heck.

To a bunch of drunken debauchers such as the golfers, however, it was a party in paradise.

Women. Women in various states of undress.

Drunk women. Young women. Old women. Women with big tits. Women with little nubs.

Women running, shrieking, through the house, chasing each other with the dildo that had been given to Tom a couple of months before.

Well, it was Gatlinburg in mid-July

Tom’s eyes bulged out as he stepped into the house. The golfers followed him, staring to the right and left, trying to take in all the activity.

Women in the kitchen in embrace. Empty wine bottles on the counter. A small Pekinese barking.

Women in the hallway, hands up blouses and groping large breasts.

Kissing everywhere, women’s faces smeared with lipstick.

Somebody had broken the goldfish bowl and several women were kneeling around the wreckage and the dead, little body, wailing and gnashing their teeth.

Then Tom caught a glimpse of a woman’s head over the top of the couch. Her head was bopping up and down and she was yelling with pleasure.

“More! Harder! Faster!”

Tom approached the couch and saw more.

The woman was naked, and she was sitting on…on the…the Sybian!

Half a dozen women were laid out around her, looking exhausted, sweaty, their breasts flushed and their pussies enflamed.

Half a dozen more seemed to be waiting for their turn. Talking avidly to each other, eyeing the woman on the machine as she clawed at her breasts and screamed hoarsely.

“TOM!” A bag of flesh and tits smacked against Tom and drove him back against a wall. A rabid, red mouth slapped onto his, and Tina kissed him.

For a moment Tom was overwhelmed. His wife was out of control, horny, molesting him.

Then he managed to pushed her back, “Tina! What’s happening here?”

One of the bald lawyers stepped up and butted in. “Ha! Sounds like your joke backfired!”

“This isn’t a joke,” Tom yelled, aghast.

“It isn’t a tea party.”

“No,” said Tina. “It’s a Sybian party. Look, Tom. Somebody sent me a Sybian. We all, we all…you know.”

Now, in a small town like this, where men played golf and bored women had too much time on their hands, it was inevitable that one or two of the golfers would know the women. In fact, two of the golfers recognized their wives. Two recognized their mistresses. One recognized both his wife and mistress. And one poor lawyer recognized both of his wives.

These fellows were suddenly pissed off, felt that they had been brought to the house under false pretenses, that they had been entrapped.

Well, let the divorce court figure that out.

The main thing was that with the introduction of men the Sybian party changed in dynamic.

Things got a little calmer, accusations were made, and, finally, everybody was standing in the living room watching an older woman bounce on the Sybian so hard her wig fell off.

She didn’t care, she just wanted another orgasm.

“You gave me that Sybian?” accused Tina, hiding her delight. After all, she had been caught, and what women do, when caught, is accuse.

“Well, you gave me that dildo at work.”

“I did not!”

“Well, no matter. We have to get rid of that Sybian!”

“We do not! It’s better than you!”

“Honey? How can you say such a thing?”

“Pretty easily. Look, you gave it to me. It’s mine. I want it.

Other women stopped watching the older lady on the Sybian, who had flung herself forward and was lying bare boobed on the rug, and entered into the conversation.

“You can’t take it away from us!”

“We need it!”

Some of the men, especially those married, countered the women. “That’s immoral,” they lied.

And the lawyers: “That’s grounds for divorce.”

“I’ll take half your communal ass!’

“Fuck you!”

The whole thing was threatening to get out of hand.

The golfers had been playing with their clubs all morning and getting no satisfaction. The women had finally achieved satisfaction, and now everybody was at loggerheads.

Drunken loggerheads, and it wasn’t looking good.

Suddenly Tiny pushed forward, pushed Tom so hard he sat on the lap of Lee, who was sitting on the couch and started smiling.

“Wait a minute!”

Everybody waited.

“I got an idea!”

“A woman with an idea,” scoffed a lawyer. Several women around him slapped him, and one kneed him in the balls.

Tina said, “Look, my loving hubby gave me this present, and it’s mine to do with what I want, and if I want to invite a few friends over for some fun, that’s my business.

Heads shook and heads nodded as people tried to figure out what she meant.

“And, I’ll tell you, you guys, that Shybian is better than your puny dicks!”

The men were a mix of protest and embarrassment. The women all nodded and high fived.

“But I undershtand your viewpoint!” yelled Tina over the growing hub bub. “So I got a deal for ya!”

The men quieted down and listened.

“Look, we women, having discovered this marvelous device, aren’t going to be feeling like fucking you guys any more.” She knelt and patted the butt of the older woman who had collapsed off the Sybian, “After all, this little marvel never runs out, never goes limp, and doesn’t require us to fix dinner.

Women muttered, and men looked around in confusion. They were losing the argument.

“But!” Tina grew strident, “if you try this little gizmo for yourselves you’ll understand that we’re right.”

One of the lawyers, one who had met his wife at the party in the arms of another woman, turned to his wife and, with tears in his eyes, “You aren’t really going to not fuck me any more, are you?”

“So we need one of you guys to volunteer to ride this machine.”

Dead silence.

Then: “What?”

“Now it’s a girl machine, if you get my drift, so we’ll take one of you guysh, dress you up like a girl, and let you experience why we want this machine more than we want you. Then you’ll understand. Right?”

The drunken golfers were looking at each other, blinking, nodding, shaking, wondering what in God’s blue blazin’ name was going on.

At that moment Tom realized what was poking him in the ass. And he suddenly knew what the slimy liquid on his pants had been.

Lee grunted and groaned, and Tom jumped up, spun about, and yelled, “HEY!”

Tina grinned, “And we have a volunteer!”


Part Two

Tom stood in the center of the room and looked around.

Women in stages of undress. Men with their hands in their pants.

Lee smirking on the couch.

Tom rubbed his ass, his hand contacted a bunch more of goo, and he glared at Lee. “You asshole?”

“Sorry, dude, but…you know?” He shrugged.

Tina moved up and grabbed Tom by the back of the neck and the groin. She mashed a kiss on his lips and everybody cheered. More women came up and congratulated him for being brave, and Tom felt himself weakening.

Who wouldn’t? Dozens of women hugging him, a few of them groping him, lips kissing his face.

“First, let’s get rid of these,” yelped a woman. She grabbed his pants, the rear of which were soaked with Lee’s cum, and pulled.

Other women cheered and joined the tug of war.

Tom tried to keep his pants on, but the ladies outnumbered him. They grabbed his hands, pulled on his pants, and the things slid down his legs.

“Look at those legs!” cheered somebody.

The guys, all glad they hadn’t been chosen, joined the cheer.

And, horrors, Tom had a boner!

With so many women groping him, feeling his shaft, fumbling with his balls, it was impossible not to.

“That’s my hubby!”

The women grabbed his underpants then, and pulled those down.

The waistband snapped over his dick and his penis sprang up and bounced.

More yells. More cheers. Then Tom was actually picked up and carried out of the room.

“Hey! Hey!” he yelled, but the women had him firm, and they weren’t letting him go.

Tom was carried down the hallway to his bedroom.

Tina led the way, she called for a drink for Tom, and a minute later a bottle of bourbon was put in his hand.

He needed it, and he glugged it fiercely.

Then the girls set to work on him.

His socks and shoes and shirt was pulled off and he stood, naked, in the middle of dozens of women.

The women laughed, and one of them rubbed her breasts against him and the others cheered and clapped.

A radio started up and fifties music filled the room.

Two women moved through the crowd and smeared him with Nair. Everything but his eyebrows and scalp.

“Tina!” he called out. “I can’t do this.”

But Tina was talking with several other women. they were making plans on how to feminize him, and they didn’t want to be bothered by his  protests.

“Tina!”

She turned to the women gathered around Tom and said, “There’s a penis gag in the bottom drawer. If he doesn’t shut up use it!”

The girls got out the gag and danced around and threatened his mouth with it.

Tom gulped and kept his trap shut.

After a while Tom realized that his skin was getting hot.

“Hey! This stuff burns!”

Into the shower the girls ran him. Several of them stepped in with him, and they rinsed him and soaped him and stroked his dingus.

“Don’t let him squirt, girls! We don’t want to waste anything!”

That was sad news for Tom, because he was getting close.

One of the women, a redhead with juicy lips who had actually gone down on her knees and sucked him, stood up and slapped his dick.

“Bad weenie! Bad!”

So much for cumming.

They pulled him out of the shower and dried him off. All of the women wanted to dry his dong, but Tina yelled at them again, so they settled for spanking his balls and laughing at the look on his face.

Then one of the girls ran in from the bedroom. “Guess what was in the drawer with the penis gag?”

She held up a butt plug and Tom groaned.

It was Tina’s toy, and though he had tried it once, he hadn’t liked it. It was too big.

But the girl who found it knew what she was doing. She had lube in the other hand and she greased that puppy up and then jammed it into the doghouse.

“Aie!” Tom yelped, but it didn’t hurt. Not much. More like a sting than a hurt. Then he felt surprisingly full.

Tina chuckled. “I knew you’d like it if you gave it a chance.”

“Give it a chance?” he protested, but the girls pulled him out of the bathroom and sat him down at the vanity table.

There were so many women that Tom actually couldn’t move, and they almost fought for the right to ‘decorate’ him.

His hands were pulled out to the sides and placed in the laps of two women. The women began trimming and prepping his nails.

Meanwhile, two other women were sitting cross legged, under the table, working on his toenails.

The interesting thing, and Tom would reflect on this later, is that though the women were all in various stages of inebriation, they didn’t mess up the job. He supposed they were so used to putting on make up and working on nails and things that muscle memory took over.

Or maybe women were just smarter.

He felt the ladies painting his toes, and he watched as they fit long nails to his fingers and glued them in place.

They smiled at him, leaned up to kiss him, and held the nails tight until the glue dried.

And they used real glue, not the weak adhesive that came with the fake nails.

These nails were going to stay!

Then he smelled the sweetly bitter smell of nail polish.

The girls chose a fire engine red color, and though drunk, they brushed down the nails a few times, and everything was in the lines, professionally done.

While this was going on, other women were pulling his hair back and putting a strip of adhesive across his scalp.

Several women cleansed his face, then applied primer.

A wig was pulled over his head and glued in place. Somebody gave it a yank and he yelped, “Ow!”

The women high fived.

“Good job!”

He stared at his mitts again. His fingers were almost done, and they looked so long and slender and…sexy?

The girls working on his face had gotten through the foundation and his face was plain, and a canvas to be painted upon.

He stared as hands wormed over his face and brushed color on his eyes.

Somebody stuck a pencil next to his eyes and he tried to shy away, but the hands won, and his eyes suffered the sharp pencil drawing liner onto him.

All the while his penis was standing up, waving in the air. Getting occasionally bonked by the women who thought it was hilarious that he was erect from them putting make up on him.

“Hey, Tom,” Tina pushed her face up to his. “You look pretty.”

She was drunk. Of course he was, too. But she was so drunk she was cross-eyed and having trouble focusing her eyes. There seemed to be two of her husbands sitting in the chair, and she couldn’t figure out which one was the real one.

“What?”

“I said you’re gonna have fun!”

“Okay.”

“She kissed him a slobbery kiss, then the other women pulled her away.

“None of that! We have to paint his mouth!”

Lipstick was rolled onto his lips, and he kept blinking as he tasted the stuff.

“Hey! I got to fix him!”

A portly woman who had spent a long time on the Sybian pushed through.

For a second Tom thought she meant to fix him, like to neuter him.

But she held up a little bottle and started spritzing his face.

“What’s that?” he blurted.

“It’s a fixer. It keeps your make up from wearing off. With a few spritzes of this you’ll be pretty for all day, and even a couple of days after.”

“Oh.” Great, he thought, not meaning it, but wishing his dick wouldn’t reveal how exciting all this was.

Finally, the women were done, and Tom was pulled out of the chair and stood in the middle of the room.

Tom was not one of these big, muscular guys. He was slender, but didn’t have much in the way of curves.

In fact, his only contribution to this metamorphosis was the fact that his face was soft. He had a rounded jaw, and the make up had actually brought out a certain femininity.

Now the girls took advantage of this. They scoured the house for articles of clothing, of which there was a lot, and pieces of lingerie were brought in and held up next to him.

The girls chose a pair of panties, but they stuck out because of his peeny.

So they selected a tummy shaper. They pulled it up tight, shoved his peeny down between his legs—“NO!” yelped Tom—and pulled the shaper up tight.

It worked. It hurt, but not too badly.

Then they found a bra for him.

It was oversized, a sturdy thing from the older woman who had been on the Sybian when Tom had arrived home, but it fit.

Two guys, seeing the girls put the bra on him, giggled and ran to the garage. One of them had several condoms, just in case, you know, and they filled them with water, then tied them off and ran back to the bedroom.

“We got his tits!” yelled the men.

The girls whooped and the boobs were passed through the crowd and stuffed into Tom’s bra.

Tom looked down and thought they looked awful.

And they did.

They pushed the bra to the limit, there was spaces between the straps and the flesh, and they just didn’t look right.

But everybody was too drunk to care. The women just howled and the men clapped each other on the back. It was all too funny for words.

But there was a solution. Clothes.

So the girls put a garter on Tom, rolled up some nylons and went looking for clothing.

And, since the women in the house were in partial states of undress, there were all sorts of clothes lying about.

Quickly the house was ransacked. Articles of clothing were held up to Tom and opinions were given.

“Nah! It’ll make him look fat!”

“Not enough cleavage!”

“Too much cleavage! We don’t want to see balloons! We want flesh!”

Yippee!”

In the end the women settled on a cheongsam. It was a Chinese dress, high on the collar, which covered and helped shaped the boobs, and down to the knees. What made it better was that the dress was slitted up the side to mid thigh.

The girls tugged the dress over Tom, and it was a tight fit, which helped make his waist small his his boobs big.

Then he was almost done.

He stood in the middle of the room, slender with big boobs in a red cheongsam with white butterflies adorning it.

He looked like a girl. No trace of manliness about him, and suddenly the place was silent.

The men stared, and there was a bit of confusion.

After all, Tom was a man.

“Man,” said one of the lawyers. “I hate to say it, but he gives me a hard on.”

“You hate to say it,” scoffed a woman. “He gives me a boner!”

“Okay, Tom,” whispered one of the women into his ear. “We just have to pierce your ears and put you in heels, and you’ll be ready to go.”

Tom’s heart had stopped. He stared at himself in the mirror. He saw his figure, his face, and he didn’t recognize himself.

He was drunk, and he looked like a girl, and…he felt like a girl!

Two pin pricks and his ears were sporting a string of small, silver rings. He felt them brush his neck, and darned if that didn’t contribute to his state of excitement.

Two women helped him balance and slipped high heels onto his feet. His red toes poked through the open ends and he looked down, over his voluptuous boobs, and couldn’t believe it.

He was woman.

And, sensing the affair was culminating, or at least getting close to a climax, the crowd cheered.

Men and women yelled and clapped and stamped their feet.

Several couple, so turned on by the proceedings they couldn’t help themselves, slipped into the spare bedroom and screwed. One couple on the narrow bed, the other couple pressed against a wall.

The rest of the party moved down the hallway, supporting Tom, making it feel like he was walking on air.

Into the living room.

Somebody turned the music up and everybody looked at the Sybian.

It sat in the middle of the floor, the prick in the saddle coated with dried juices. An ominous ride for somebody.

And Tom was that somebody.

But, before Tom took his ride, the girls wanted to dance with him.

Woman after woman, took him in arm and circled the living room.

Slow songs and he was pressed into a grasp and floated along, drunk and happy and not sure what was happening.

Or fast, his breasts bouncing so hard he was afraid they would burst.

And women came and cupped him, and kissed him, and placed their palms over his mons and squeezed.

And the man, holding him tightly, pressing their groins against him.

Many of the men were taller than him and he could feel their erect manhoods pressed into his belly.

And he had no choice.

He was drunk, shorter, slender, and confined by his clothing.

He couldn’t struggle.

And even if he had, nobody would have paid attention.

He was the party gift. He was the flavor of the day. He was what everybody wanted to hold, to feel, to love.

So he danced, and he was a little bent at the waist because his penis was pushed back between his legs, and…he felt good.

He felt good because he was appreciated.

He was appreciated like a beautiful woman should be.

He was held and loved, and he was kissed. By both sexes.

If anybody, before this day, had said Tom was gay, or bi, or anything other than a straight arrow, he would have punched them in the eyeball.

But now, seeing himself properly dressed and made up, he couldn’t argue with anybody.

But, even as he danced, the moment came closer.

The moment of truth.

The moment in which he would discover for himself whether a Sybian was better than a real, live, flesh peeny.

Everybody could feel it, and they vied for a last dance before he was put to the test.

But, finally, it was time.

Tom stood in front of the machine.

Somebody put a drink in his hand.

He sipped.

He stared at the dong in the saddle of the Sybian.

It was time.

“Do it, Tom,” whispered somebody.

“Have a seat, buddy,” one of the bald lawyers quipped.

Tom took a step forward, handed his empty glass to somebody.

Everybody gathered in a circle and watched in fascination.

Tom straddled the Sybian. He looked up. “Lube?”

Women rushed out of the room, and the guys chuckled.

There were enough dudes there that had experienced anal that they knew the need for lube.

Tom was bent at the waist, and hands held him up.

His dress was lifted and the tummy shaper unsnapped and rolled up a bit.

The plug pulled out of him and gentle hands probed him. Slathered goo in him. Patted his ass.

Now everybody was holding their breath, waiting.

Tom was properly greased up, and he held his dress up and began to bend his knees.

He bent and bent, and the crowd held their breath, and he felt his anal ring touch the dildo.

A shiver went through him, the crowd drew in air, and…Tom sat down.

There are many stories of that day, the day Tom impaled himself on a Sybian.

Some stories have Tom wailing like a baby as he was shaken to the core.

Some stories have him gasping and sitting straight up as he felt himself being penetrated to the core.

Some people talk about the amount of sperm he finally gave, how he kept cumming and cumming.

But all people smile when they think of one thing: the smile on Tom’s face.


Epilogue

There is a small town, somewhere in America, where the people gather for a monthly party.

At that party the men wear dresses and make up, and they contest to see who is the most beautiful.

The climax of the party is when the men sit down on a machine and learn what a woman experiences when she sits on a man.

It is a wonderful party, reeking with alcohol and good nature.

During the party women fight for the opportunity to sit on the Sybian and have the only orgasms they are allowed all month.

And, the men all wish to be the winner of the beauty contest, for at that time they will be allowed to sit and experience an orgasm.

For the men are all locked up in chastity, and the women never let them out.

The women, you see, prefer Sybians.

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

The Feminization Games


Feminized and Female Led!

He lost a toy in his…so she took charge!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

The first thing a woman learns, if she really wants to be in charge, is that men have to assume the female look.

They have to wear dresses and make up.

They have to learn to cross their legs at the thigh, to get into cars with their knees closed, to giggle when men look at them.

If a woman does this she will be in charge, and her man will be well behaved and at her whim.

If she doesn’t…sigh.

So, take my advice. Start him off with some panties. Go to a bra. Make him wear full lingerie on the weekends, especially when you go out, and experiment with make up!

I tell ya, there is nothing that captivates a man like a man being a woman.

Nothing.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Are you ready to go?”

Ron chuckled and looked out the bathroom window.

Jill was standing by the car in the driveway, her hands on her hips, and impatient.

Ron took a moment to just check her out.

She was an absolutely gorgeous woman. She was five foot two, chunky on top, round on the bottom, and a face that would melt the devil. Those blue eyes of hers could look right through a guy and leave nothing but mush.

“Just a minute!” he called.

She looked over to the bathroom and sighed. “Well, come on! I want to get there when the park opens!”

“Okay. Grow a patience,” he chided cheerfully.

She turned and looked away and tapped her foot.

Ron grinned and ran into the bedroom. He entered his closet and stood on a small ladder, he wasn’t the tallest guy in the world, and brought down a small shoebox.

He opened the shoe box, took out a shiny butt plug, and put the box back.

Giggling, he ran back to the bathroom, got out the lubricant, took a last look out the window, and lowered his pants.

He scooped up some lube and carefully rubbed it into his asshole, and onto the plug. Then he bent over, relaxed his muscles, and pushed the plug into place.

It was always a thrill when the thing went into his rectum. The muscles stretched, the nerves creaked, and he felt a surge of sexuality as the plug rubbed over his prostate.

Actually, while it looked like a plug, it was a prostate massager. It was almost the same shape, but bent over a bit so it would rub the prostate.

He had played with the toy for months, and it was perfect for getting him on the edge and leaving him there. Once or twice he had squirted, but mostly it just made him so horny that when he finally made love to Jill it was absolutely fantastic.

Big, heavy cums!

HONK!

He straightened up and peeked out the window.

Jill was sitting in the passenger seat and had given him a toot.

“Okay!” he yelled!

She looked irritated.

He straightened up gingerly. The plug locked into place, and he felt so deliciously full.

He wiped a bit of excess lube off, then pulled up his pants.

“Ahhh,” he sighed, feeling the sexual content of his bottom.

He put the lube away and headed out to the car.

Every step was exquisite torture. Every time he put his foot down he could feel a thrill shoot up from his heinie. It went up his backbone, down his legs, and his cock turned into an ever hard boner.

He opened the door and stepped the single step down to the porch. He landed on his heel and almost fainted with the wonderful torment lancing through him.

He walked down the walkway to the driveway to the car.

“It’s about time,” Jill sighed. “You’re worse than a woman.”

“Says, the woman,” chortled Ron. He put a leg into the car, and his other leg almost gave way. He quickly stood back up, turned and sat in the driver’s seat.

The impact of sitting gave a sexual shock up his backbone, and when he pivoted on the seat it was like he was screwing the plug deeper into his butt.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah,” he tried to control his breathing.

“You look funny. A little flushed. “Are you coming down with something?”

“No…no.” He looked in the rear view mirror and saw that he was flushed. His face looked like his butt felt. “I pulled a muscle, some positions hurt a little.”

“Are you okay to go to the park?”

“Oh, yes. I’m ready to rock and roll.”

“Well, good.” She smiled at him, tied a scarf around her hair to protect it from the wind, and sat back.

Ron started the car, took deep breaths, and moved his foot to the accelerator.

Wooo! His butt celebrated the motion and his dick was stiff as a tire iron.

He pressed the gas and the car headed down the driveway and into the seat.

The park they were going to had just opened. It had a bunch of rides, cartoon characters were plentiful, and they were going to spend the day taking rides and drinking beer and eating bad food. Just another day in paradise.

Jill turned the radio up and hummed along with the Beach Boys.

Help me Rhonda…

Ron sat and felt the bumps. It only took a couple of bumps before he realized the slightest bounce was going to cause an earthquake in his rump.

He feathered the gas over over bumps and potholes, and suffered the thrills shooting out from his rump. When the bump was hard enough it touched his prostate with enough force to cause leakage.

Thus, he was very careful as he drove through the city.

“Why are you driving like an old lady?” Jill asked, glancing suspiciously at him. “You never drive this slow.”

“Hey, I’m trying to develop good habits. Weren’t you complaining just last week when I was driving too fast?”

“Yes, but I didn’t mean to go so slow the turtles can pass us.”

“Lucky turtles,” Ron laughed.

He was sweating very lightly, and his face was not just red, but had a sheen of moisture.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

“Baby, I never been better.”

“Well, okay.”

But she wasn’t sure. He was acting pretty darn funny.

They arrived at the park and Ron sighed when they turned into the new parking lot. The only bumps he felt now were when he went over paint stripes. Not bad at all.

He followed the cars and the pimply kids motioning down the aisles and parked his car. They were halfway across the lot, which normally would have been okay, but with his butt full he suddenly had doubts.

Oh, well, he wanted to do this, so he stepped out of the car and put his ball cap on, and gripped Jill’s hand.

Jill was all smiles. “This is fun. We haven’t been on an outing for months.”

“It is a good idea,” agreed Ron, thinking of the pleasure in his rear end.

They walked, him gingerly, towards the entrance to the park. For once Jill didn’t have to tell him to slow down. He walked very carefully.

“Is that pulled muscle bothering you?”

“No. It’s okay. i just have to be careful how I move.”

They stood in line and waited, and a short time later they were walking through the arches into make believe land.

It was wonderful. The park abounded with tree lined boulevards, and the streets led to various types of rides.

“Which way first?” asked Ron.

Jill studied the map she had picked up at the entrance. “Let’s do the Monster Ride!” She was so excited she actually squealed.

She grabbed his hand and tugged, and now Ron had to move faster.

It was hard running with such a big erection in his pants. Fortunately, he had worn baggy pants, so people didn’t see much more than a bump. But he felt much more than a bump.

Every step thrilled him, but he kept up with Jill and shortly they were getting into one of the Monster Ride cars.

The Monster Ride was a roller coaster. It was one of the biggest roller coasters in the world, and it had a four level corkscrew that scared the beheysoos out of people.

Ron was all right with that. but he sort of wished she had picked out a more sedate ride to start. After all, if things got too wild in his butt he could always hit the head and take out the plug.

But, she wanted the Monster Ride, so that’s what it was.

The safety bar went down and they were locked in, the ‘Monster Conductor’ yelled out a warning to hold on, and threw the switch.

The ride started with a bump that startled his ass. It went up a hill, the chain ratcheting away, and each jerk of the chain caused his butt to shiver.

Now he was holding on, starting to doubt his ability to take it, and they started down the first hill.

Ron held on, his face turning white. He could hardly breath. His rectum felt like it was exploding.

Up a hill, down a hill, around a big corner.

Ron was sideways, holding for dear life, and Jill was shrieking like a girl having fun.

They went through a loop, and his anus suddenly felt weightless, then gravity shoved him down hard, and the plug felt ten times heavier.

“Oh, God!” he moaned.

Jill, shrieking away, glanced at him, and realized he was having trouble.

“Are you all right?” she shouted.

He nodded, gulped, and the next dip felt like a sledge hammer had pounded him on the butt.

“Ah…ah…” he groaned.

“Hold on, honey. It’ll be over soon.” she gave up her shrieking fun to worry about him, and grabbed his arm in reassurance.

Around and around, up and down, loop the loop, then way, way high, and the four story corkscrew started.

A average roller coaster goes 30 MPH. That’s the little ones at county fairs.

A fast roller coaster goes up to 80 or 90 miles an hour. That’s like Six Flags, or one of the other big parks.

The fastest roller coaster in the world is 150 MPH, the Formula Rossa at Ferrari World in the United Arab Emirates.

Ron was on a 100 MPH roller coaster, with the corkscrew loops pressing his spine and his body weight pushing directly down on his  butt he felt like it was 200 MPH.

Around the first circle, heading slightly toward earth, sideways in the car, and he felt like somebody was pressing on his anus with a hammer.

Around the second circle, picking up speed, and the hammer became a sledge hammer.

Around the third circle, and it felt like a pneumatic drill, the kind street workers rested their belly on to tear up the asphalt.

His face was white, his ass now didn’t feel so good, Jill was screaming something to him, but…there was nothing to do…he was into the fourth circle.

It felt like forever as he was compacted. His bottom pressed against the rather insubstantial cushion, his spine was bending, and he tried to keep it straight. He wanted to barf, and…PFFFT!

Actually, there was no sound. But his mind imagined it. And the butt plug slipped past the anal ring. The flanges that were supposed to keep it from going all the way into his ass failed, and…the plug was inside him.

The roller coaster stopped, and Ron was slumped forward over the safety bar. He was pale, dripping with perspiration, and his eyes had a haunted look.

“Ron?” Jill felt panic. He looked…ghastly. “What’s wrong?”

In her mind she was thinking heart attack, stroke, something.

Ron just waved his hand weakly, “Help me out.”

“Could I have a little help here?” Jill yelled.

Help was the last thing Ron wanted. “No…no!” he whispered savagely,

But it was too late. A call was made and within two minutes medics were there.

Ron tried to get up but Jill kept pushing him down.

“Stop it! Let me up.”

“You just sit there! We’ll have you taken care of, don’t worry…” she kept blathering on, and Ron kept trying to get.

“Step aside ma’am.” Then paramedics were wrapping things around his fingers, his chest, sticking a thermometer into his mouth.

“Shtop it!” Ron mumbled over the thermometer. “Let me up!”

But the paramedics weren’t about to do any such thing.

Ron was forced to sit quietly and wait until the readings came back.

Pulse a little high. Blood pressure, fine. Has had involuntary urine release. Yakety yak.

Ron looked down at his pants. They were dark. Crap! Had he really pissed himself?

He touched the dark spot with a finger, trying not to be noticed, which was difficult with everybody looking at him, and sniffed his finger.

On, my God! It was sperm! He had had a release, all right, but not urine! He had cum in his pants when the…the thing had popped into him. It must have really pressed on his prostate!

“Can’t find anything wrong,” stated a tall paramedic.

“I know, will you let me up now?” His face, thinking about having cum in his pants, was about as red as it could get.

“Your complexion is a little off, sir, if you’ll come along to the aid station we can—“

“No!” Ron’s voice was stronger.

The young man helped him out of the car, and now Ron was afraid of moving. He had a…a sex toy in his butt! He was afraid he’d move and the thing would go somewhere, right up his colon or something.

Heysoos! What a mess!

And Jill kept saying inane things. “You’ll be okay, honey. We’ll have a doctor look at you.”

Finally, recovering his strength, allowed to be on his feet again, Ron blurted, “Knock it off. I’m fine. I just got a little excited. I’m fine! Will everybody just back off?”

He took a few steps down the platform, was followed, but his determination was being felt. Finally, the paramedics gave him a card, told him to tell any park worker if he felt badly again, and left.

Just him and Jill.

Him and Jill and…the toy in his ass.

“Ron, are you sure you’re all right?”

“I need to go home.”

“Of course. Okay.” She raised her voice, “Could I have a wheel chair?”

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Ron.

But a wheel chair was available, waiting for schmucks like him, and he was wheeled out of the park to his car.

Jill hovered while he was helped into the passenger seat, then Jill stepped into the driver’s seat. “We’ll have you to a hospital in just a couple of minutes.

“Jill!” he yelled. “I don’t have to go to the hospital!”

“But we have to do something. You look awful.”

“I did look awful, now I’m fine.”

“But…you…we need to—“

“A butt plug fell into my asshole.”

Now it was quiet. Nothing but the far away sounds of traffic. A mother telling her four year old she was too short to ride on the big Monster ride with her older brother.

Then Jill sputtering, her head looking back and forth between the dash and his face.

“But…you…what…I…”

Ron sighed. “We’ve played with a butt plug before. I thought it would be fun to have it in all day. Without telling you. Then I’d be so horny tonight, and…and on that last bit of the corkscrew I was pressed down so hard it just popped all the way in. It’s inside me now.”

“It’s…you’ve got that…” Things began to come together in Jill’s mind. The way he had acted, the dark spot on the front of his pants.

She choked and coughed, and Ron stared at her.

She was scared and laughing at the same time.

“Did you come in your…your panties?”

Then she was laughing. And couldn’t stop.

“Honey…”

But she just waved him off and kept laughing. Laughing and laughing.

And Ron sat there, totally humiliated. But it was his own fault.

Jill drove home slowly, but she pointed all the speed bumps and dips out and threatened to run over them.

“There’s a big one, we could run over that all day. What a thrill, eh?”

“Please, it’s not funny.”

“Not from where you’re sitting, on a butt plug, but, believe me, it is funny. Oh! There’s a pothole! Let me speed up a bit!”

Ron cringed, and he was almost in tears, but Jill wouldn't stop joking.

“You decided to have sex all on your own,” she chortled. “Look what it gets you.”

“I was doing it for you!” he tried weakly.

“Ha! You were doing it for you, for your own perverted, little soul. Well, you made your bed, so you can sit on it. Get it? Sit on it?”

“I get it,” he moaned.

He could feel the toy inside. It was probably no big deal, but he could feel it shift with the turns of the car, and he was scared.

What if it damaged him?

They arrived at home and Jill parked the car.

“You want me to get a wheel chair for you?”

“Just stop it, will you?”

“Not a chance. This is a once in a lifetime happening and I want to make the most of it. Unless you want to go to Disneyland next week and put a baseball bat up your ass or something.”             

“Please…” his voice was soft.

But Jill just came around the car opened the door and helped him out.

“Careful. You don’t want it to fall out.”

“God! Jill!”

“Wow, I just realized. You’re getting fucked up the butt. Right now. All the time. Are you getting enough sex now?”

Ron hobbled up the walk, and Jill let him go, snickering behind him and making comments on how funny he walked.

“You’re a little bowlegged there, cowboy. You ain’t been sittin’ on the pommel again, have ya?”

“Hardee har har,” he whispered, going through the front door.

He walked into the bedroom and laid down on the bed.

“So what are you planning to do? How are you planning to get it out?”

He mumbled into a pillow, “You’re going to have to get it out.”

“Oh, no. We need to take you to the hospital, let a doctor remove it.”

“No. You can do it.”

“”Ron, I am not a qualified medical person, and you need somebody who is qualified to be in your asshole. Maybe a hooker.”

She laughed, and little tears seeped out of the corner of his eyes.

He unbuckled, pushed his pants down a little.

“You have to do it. I can’t go to a hospital.”

“Why? Scared of a little humiliation. “Please, Doc, I stuck a tuba up my ass, can you pull a tuba out of my rump?”

“Please?”

His voice was so pathetic that Jill helped him out of his pants.

She held them up and inspected the dark spot. “Boy. You really came a gusher.”

“Just…help me.”

“Okay. But let me get some gloves on, get some lubricant.”

Ron sighed. He spread his legs and exposed his brown button. There was no sign of forced entry.

Jill pulled on some latex gloves and doused her hands with lube. “We should use gardening gloves. They’ll have a better grip.”

“Jill?”

“Okay, okay. Spread a little wider.”

He spread, and she poured lubricant into his rectum.

It was cool, and it felt good. In spite of his panic and state of mind, he couldn’t deny that it felt pretty damned refreshing to have his asshole cooled off.

Then she poked a finger into him, smushed more lube into him, and began to move her finger around and around.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“Feels good? Butt Boy?”

“Don’t call me that,” he wiggled his butt, enjoying it and hating it at the same time.

“Oh, your nickname is Butt Boy from now on. Hey, Butt Boy, empty the garbage. Butt Boy, do the dishes. Butt Boy, lick my pussy.”

She was laughing again, almost uproariously, and he gritted his teeth, then couldn’t grit, it felt so damned good down there.

“I’m sorry,” she said, somewhat insincerely. “Here you are, at the most embarrassing point of your life, and I’m making fun of you.”

“Just get it out.”

“All right.”

She put three fingers into him.

“Gah!”

“Hurt?”

A little. That’s a lot of fingers! How many are you using?”

“Three. I figure I’m going to need that many to get a claw on that thing.”

“Okay. Maybe I better get a drink or two in me.”

“Sissy,” but she went to the kitchen and brought back a liter bottle of Coke. It was about half full.

“I said a drink!”

“Taste.”

He swigged, and the thing was half Coke and half bourbon.

“Oh, good.”

He began guzzling. The taste was harsh.

Jill sat on the bed and watched him.

“Hey, give me a little.”

He burped and handed her the bottle.

She took a big gulp and shook her head. “That’s raw.”

“Yeah.” He took back the bottle and sucked the rest of it down.

He was drunk within a minute. That much booze that fast.

“Okay, honey, you ready to go mining?”

“Shure,” he belched again. “‘scuse me.”

“Nope.”

She pushed him back down and pulled his legs apart.

And pushed her fingers into him.

Drunk, he still yelped, but not so much from pain as surprise.

She wiggled her fingers, felt for the prostate massager, and felt the base.

“I can feel it…”

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

“But I can’t get my fingers on it.”

“Oh heysoos wept!”

She pushed harder, and now, in spite of the booze, it hurt. Not too bad, but enough that he yelped and tightened up, and tightening up was the worst thing he could do.

Jill’s hand was forced out, and his closing ring snapped on her hand so hard it hurt her fingers.

“Hey!” she shook her fingers.

“Come on, you almost had it!”

So she tried again, but now she didn’t stand a chance. His ring had tightened and she had trouble getting a single finger into him, let alone three.

She sighed and pulled back. “Honey, I hate to say it, but you’re going to need somebody to do this who knows what they’re doing.”

“How about some clamps, you know, like you use in the kitchen?”

“Sure. Maybe I could reach in there and grab a hold of something, anything, and just yank it out. That’d be like you going to a blind dentist.”

Ron sighed and laid back and put his arm over his eyes. “Why…” he asked, taking in a lot of things.

“Because you’re a man. A combination of horny and dope, and you can’t control yourself.”

“Yeah,” he agreed, finally coming to grips with the stupid that some men can be.

He took his arm off his eyes. “We really have to go to the hospital?”

“Unless you want to go to the service station, or a vet, or some other expert.”

“Come on,” he groaned.

“Okay. I’m sorry. I know you’re having trouble and all I can do is laugh. But…yes. It’s hospital time. They’ll know what they are doing. They’ll have instruments. They can give you a shot so you don’t feel them sticking both arms up to the elbow into your rectum.

“Oh, fuck!” He closed his eyes.

But it was true.

The hospital it was.

“Well, help me get my pants back on.”

She did.

“And I want more liquor.”

“Me, too,” she quipped.

They arrived at the hospital with Jill driving.

With Jill drunk driving. They both had more liquor in them than good sense.

The hospital was the Albert Fix Memorial hospital.

The funny thing, and this caused Jill to stop and point, was the sign by the emergency entrance.

Bushes had grown around the sign and what should have read ‘Albert Fix Emergency Entrance’ read ‘Fix Em.’

“Fix ‘em,” bubbled Ron, laughing without moving.

“Oh, God! They probably don’t trim the bushes just for that!”

They drove on a somewhat straight line to the end of the emergency parking lot and Jill found a parking spot next to a big, blocky red and white ambulance.

They got out of the car, staggered a bit, and held each other up as they went to the double doors.

The double doors swung back and they saw a security station to the right, and a roomful of people in various states of pain and distress.

The security guard, a big, fat black man, raised his eyes and turned to them. A clipboard was on the stand for him to write on.

“Are you here for somebody or to see a doctor?”

Everybody in the waiting room, young and old and in between, stared at them.

Jill snickered. “We’re here to see a doctor.”

“Okay. Put these badges on,” he said and handed them two yellow stickers.

Jill slapped a sticker on her chest, right on the point of her right tit. She was swoggled and didn’t realize it. She turned to Ron and slapped it on his groin.”

“Gah!”

“It’s got to be on his shirt,” corrected the guard.

“Oh, shit in a tin cup. You’re no fun.” She tried to take the sticker off Ron’s pants and it ripped. She held it up and showed the security guard. “Oops.”

Without a word, just watching her with a baleful look, he handed her another sticker.

Jill turned Ron around, “Can I put it on his back?”

“Got to be on the front.”

Jill giggled. “But what if we wants to go in anonymous?”

“Got to be on his front,” the guard repeated, wondering if he should call for help.

“But my husband has got something stuck up his ass, and he doesn’t want anybody to know.”

Ron turned and made a big shushing sound, one finger to his lips.

Jill laughed. “It’s okay, honey. Nobody knows you stuck a butt plug up your butt.”

The guard’s eyes bulged, but he managed not to grab the phone. After all these people looked more drunk than dangerous.

“Put the sticker on the front of his shirt and go over to the front desk.”

Wavering a bit, Jill slapped the yellow sticker on Ron’s shirt front. It was upside down, but it was there.

Sighing, the guard motioned them past.

Every eye was on them as they walked across the polished floor to the registration desk.

They were behind an old couple who had trouble hearing.

“But we don’t know our insurance number,” the old lady said, as the old man clutched his heart and coughed.

After a few boring minutes the couple were registered and Ron and Jill stepped up to the desk. They put their hands on the counter and breathed on the nurse.

100 proof breath.

The nurse blinked, but being a professional, she asked, “What are you here for?”

Drunk, swaying, snickering, Jill whispered in a voice that could be heard across the waiting room.

“My husband has a butt plug up his asshole. We need a doctor experienced in such things to ri-i-ip it out.”

The way she said it, even if you weren’t in the mood for humor, was hilarious. The nurse blurted a laugh, then composed herself.

Everybody in the waiting room was grinning, a few holding in guffaws, and one mother was covering her child’s ears.

“When did this happen?”

“When did what happen?”

“When did the, uh, foreign object get placed in, uh…him.” Her lips were trembling with suppressed mirth.

Jill turned to Ron. “I don’t know. Honey, when did you shove that thing up your ass?”

Ron’s head was bobbling on his neck, and he blinked and looked at her owlishly. “When did I insert said foreign object,” he asked in stilted tones, “or when did it go all the way.”

Jill turned to the nurse. “When he put it in or when it…” she turned to him and seemed at a loss for words, then she turned back to the nurse, “Or when it got lost up there?”

The nurse was biting her lip. Snickers were leaking out of the people in the waiting room.

“Both, ma’am.”

“When’d ya put it in?”

“This morning, right before we went to the park.”

Jill turned and blurted, “He put it in this morning, right before we left.”

“And what time would that be?” The nurse coughed to cover up a chuckle.

“Oh, I don’t know. Nine o’clock, if I had my druthers.”

Jill wasn’t making total sense, but the nurse understood. She wrote down nine o’clock on a form.

“And when did it get, ah…um…’lost.’”

“Oh, I know that. We were on the big Monster. The rolly coaster at the new park. Right at the end, he was going round and round and suddenly he grabbed the safety bar and yelled “Whoops!” At least that’s what I think he said.”

She turned to the waiting room. “I think that’s what he said.”

Several people were laughing openly now, and Jill got hissy and snapped, “Hey, it ain’t like you  guys ain’t never had anything up your buttholes!”

Which statement caused more laughter, and Jill turned back to the nurse.

“Very well,” she wrote on the form and looked up. “Full name?”

“His name,” Jill snickered, “Is Butt Boy.”

Half a dozen people in the waiting room lost it then. They laughed out loud, and one portly fellow, in for a heart attack, was holding his belly and turning red.

“Well, it is!” She yelled at the waiting room.

Ron wandered two feet to the right and sat down in a wheel chair.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” the nurse smiled, her face rippling with the effort not to laugh. “But his real name. His full name. For our records.”

Jill held onto the counter and said, “His name, if it’s any of your bizness, is Ronald Butt Boy Perkins.”

“Thank you, ma’am. And your address?”

“What for?”

And the registration went on.


Part Two

Ron and Jill sat in an exam room and waited. Ron was still awake, but not by much. Jill was a wake, and grumbling about the service in this joint.

“Good afternoon, I’m Doctor Gerold.”

He looked young, young enough to be at the drive by window at McDonalds. He even had pimples!

But he was wearing a white coat and a stethoscope.

“Hi, Doc,” said Jill.

Ron looked up.

“My husband stuck a foreign object up his butt and now he can’t get it out.”

The doctor’s lips quivered, but he didn’t laugh. It wasn’t as if this sort of thing didn’t happen all the time.

“I think we can help you out.”

A nurse entered the room and the doctor gave her instructions. In short order Ron was naked, in a gown that was backwards, and laying on his belly on the exam table.

“I don’t know know. Hey, Butt Boy. What did the foreign object looked like?”

“It was a butt plug, or…I guess…a prostate massager. Sort of like this.” Ron waved his hands in the air and made some kind of a shape.

Fortunately, the doctor didn’t need exact measurements, and he did know what a butt plug was.

“Okay, Mr. Perkins, I’m going to give you a shot. You’ll experience some numbness and your muscles will relax.”

“Cool.”

Ron was looking around now, coming to.

The doctor snapped on some blue gloves and moved between Ron’s legs.

Jill and the nurse crowded around. The nurse to help, Jill to gawk.

The doctor administered the shot to the base of the spine.

“Okay, you’ll be numb for a half hour, and you shouldn’t try to walk.”

“I ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

“Excellent. Nurse, forceps.”

The nurse placed a pair of clamps in his hand.

“If you can hold his buttocks apart?”

The nurse, she was a cute thing with red lips and sparkling eyes, grabbed Ron’s cheeks and pushed them apart.

“Hey! Is that a girl?”

“Yes, it is. Miss Hawkins is a professional nurse. You’re in good hands.”

“I can always tell.”

The doctor then, for want of a better word, went fishing.

For a half a minute he felt around, but couldn’t feel anything. He. frowned. “Sorry,” he said, taking out the forceps, “but I’m going to have to do this the old fashioned way.”

He brought his finger tips together and started worming into Ron’s back end.

Jill watched, her mouth opening in surprise as the doctor’s hand went in and in and in.

Ron started to wiggle.

“Hold still, Mr. Perkins.”

“But I can feel it!”

“Yes. The pressure, but no real pain. Right?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Ron spoke over his shoulder.

The doctor slid his wrist in, and was almost up to his elbow when he said, “Ha! Got it!”

“”Oh, man, that feels good!” Ron moaned.

That was the moment that Jill, drunk as a skunk, went through a life changing moment.

Her husband laid out, a hand up his rectum nearly to the elbow, she felt herself get moist.

Real moist.

Down there.

She started breathing harder, and she actually felt close to an orgasm.

The doctor glanced at her, smiled, and kept working his hand around and pulling the plug out of Ron.

“Oh…oh…heysoos! I never felt anything like this!”

Then the doctor was pulling the base of the plug out, then the rest of the plug.

Jill put a hand to her chest and felt her pussy throbbing. Oh, God! she looked at the doctor’s hand and realized: I gotta do that!

“All right, nurse, wash this puppy off we can return it to Mr. Perkins.”

Ron’s rectum was gaping, but closing slowly. Jill watched in fascination as the hole became a pucker.

She felt little shocks going through her downstairs. Mini-orgasms. A lot of them. Like a bag of marbles bouncing on the floor. Tink tink tink tink…a somewhat irregular rhythm. She clutched the table, grabbed Ron’s hand, tried to will the orgasms to stop.

They weren’t about to stop, however.

“Okay. Now, Mr.s Perkins,” he turned to Jill. “Oh, are you all right?”

“Oh, yes,” Jill smiled. “I’m just not used to seeing such things.”

And having dozens of tiny orgasms shoot through her pussy.

“Oh. Yes, I guess that can be unsettling. But your husband has a badly bruised prostate, and he’s going to need some help for the next week.”

“What kind of help?”

“You’re going to need to put your fingers in him and massage his prostate. Do you think you can do that?”

Could she? Halle-fucking-looyah! She couldn’t wait to get her hands into her darling Butt Boy.

“I can try.”

“Excellent. Let’s do it right now and I can show you.”

She nodded and the nurse helped her put on latex gloves.

The doctor inserted a couple of fingers, touched something in side Ron, then pulled his fingers out. He placed a finger across the two fingers. “This deep, you’ll find a big bump. Be gentle, it’s swollen. Right now it’s the size of a gold ball. It should only be half the size, and sort of like a walnut.

The orgasms hadn’t stopped when the doctor pulled his hand out of Ron, they had just slowed down a little. Now, as she pushed her fingers into Ron they started up again. She staggered, faint with desire.

“It’s okay,” said the doctor, gripping her arm gently. His hand brushed against her breast and she she gave a little moan.

She moved her fingers down the canal a short ways, and she felt it. Big. Swollen.

“Do you feel it?”

She nodded and gulped and tried to will the little explosions down there in pleasure palace.

“Excellent. Now rub it very softly, like this.” The doctor rubbed her forearm with his fingers, showing her how much pressure and what motion she should be making.

Ron moaned, and leaked all over the exam table.

“Excellent. Now, I want you to do that three times a day, morning noon and night, for a week. That should help his prostate shrink, and everything will be back to normal before you know it.”

“Okay.”

“And, I should add, no love making for a couple of weeks. He really needs to shrink his prostate, and to let everything get back to normal. HE absolutely shouldn’t have an orgasm. Okay?”

“Okay. No sex, three times a day, I can do that.”

The doctor smiled. “Very good, Mrs. Perkins. Oh, and you can remove your fingers now.”

Ron twitched as she pulled her fingers out of his ass.

They weren’t in a very talkative mood as they went home.

Ron was subdued because he was finally sobering up and realizing his mortification.

Jill was silent because she was thinking.

She was still moist down there, her mind filled with images of Ron laying face down, screwed down by a fist, moaning with pleasure.

Ron wanted to forget about everything.

Jill wanted to remember everything, and ten times over.

They arrived at home and Ron went back to his computer and did some work. Anything to get his mind off his terrible experience.

Jill went out to the patio and sipped some coffee and thought about life.

The rest of the day passed. Evening slid in, became night.

They slept, Ron trying to sink himself into oblivion, Jill wide awake and thinking.

Midway through the night she got up and went to the computer, and she started researching.

But what questions do you ask to find out about men and fingers and butts and things?

Ron like anal play. He sure liked toys; he had been willing to have one up his ass all day.

But would he like it now? Now that he had had a bad experience?”

But was it really bad? Yes. He had gone to the hospital, but the pain had been minimal, and he had actually squirted his gism.

So…would he like it now?

She guessed yes.

She typed in questions and wound up on Quora, and there the questions were pretty much answered.

It depended on the man, men were different, and…you have to find out.

After a couple of hours of surfing the net Jill closed it down.

She sat back, thought, and…dozed.

Dozed because, in essence, she had answers to her questions.

She woke up about four, staggered to bed, and slept until eight.

Ron was up. He was out mowing the lawn. Sinking himself into physical activity to try and forget the day previous.

Jill got up and watched him run the mower around and around. He had a fixed expression on his face, and he didn’t see her.

She went back to the bedroom. Dropped her robe and inspected her body.

Good complexion, great tits, an even face with plump lips.

Ron liked to screw her. She could still let him screw her, but only if he let her…screw him.

She thought about the things she had read the night before, and one thing stood out in her mind. When a man put his penis in a woman he was assuming ownership. He was in charge. And when a woman put a penis in a man…it worked the same way, but with her doing the owning.

She frowned. Did she want that degree of ‘ownership?’

She thought she did. She thought that under the excitement she felt for watching the doctor ‘own’ his ass she felt her own desire to be in charge.

Sighing, she knew that she was coming to a tipping point.

This was going to change their relationship…big time.

She thought she could handle it, but could he handle it?

She thought about him as a man.

He wasn’t a big, pushy guy. He liked to go along with things.

He rarely got angry, and in arguments he would frequently just shrug his shoulders. She thought that he was just avoiding confrontation.

He was a soft man. But was he a pink man?

She was standing there thinking, still naked, when Ron walked in.

“Now that’s what I like to see,” he kissed the back of her naked neck and went in to shower.

And she blurted, “Go shower in the mud room.”

He had opened the shower door and turned on the water. He moved his head back and looked at her. “What?”

“I want you to shower in the mud room. You’re messy with grass trimmings and sweat, and I’d like to keep this bathroom clean.”

“But, honey, I’d have to walk through the house naked, dripping everywhere.”

“I’ll bring you a towel and something to wear.”

“But…”

“Ron?” There was a subtle hint of warning in her tones, and she could see him squirm, decide it wasn’t worth the fight. He turned off the shower and started back across the bedroom. Then he stopped.

“Are you mad about yesterday?” His face immediately turned red. Just talking about it was humiliating.

Good, she thought.

“No. But we do have to have a talk.”

“I promise I won’t pull something like that again.”

Subservience, trying to avoid the argument. Yes, he was looking more and more like a pink man.

Was this what he needed? Truly needed?

Jill began to think it was, and it encouraged her.

“Ron. After your shower we’ll talk. Now, go.”

Looking a little guilty, Ron slunk out of the room and headed for the mud room.

The mud room was a small room between the garage and the kitchen. It was tile, and designed for people coming in from the swimming pool. Basically a changing room of sorts.

While Ron stepped into the mud room and showered, lathered up, and scrubbed, Jill got a small towel, not enough to blot all the water, but enough to make his robe cling to him. Except, she didn’t get him his robe. She brought him her thin gown. Floor length. Pink. Ruffles on the sleeves and around the neck.

She grinned.

Ron was singing in the shower and she placed the towel and gown on a stool just outside the mud room.

She peeked through the door and saw that he had a big boner.

Good, good and double good. A horny man was a subservient man, at least that was what she had read.

She poured a couple of drinks and waited.

The shower went off.

He reached through the connecting door, smiled at her, and picked up the towel.

A minute later she heard him mutter. He had found the towel too small, and he was still damp.

He peeked through the door. He saw her naked, still naked, and he leered and asked, “Can you get me a bigger towel?”

“Nope.”

He blinked. He opened his mouth to speak, then thought better. Avoiding confrontation.

He looked at the pink robe, frowned, and glanced back up at her. “Where’s my clothes?”

“Wear that.”

“This?” he looked at the robe. “I can’t wear that!”

“Then don’t wear anything.”

He stood in the doorway for a few seconds, pondering, and Jill wondered what he would choose.

He chose the robe.

She smiled on the inside.

Pink man.

He started to walk through the kitchen and she motioned for him to sit down.

“I want to get some clothes.”

“Now.”

Puzzled, and perhaps cowed, by the command in her voice, he sat down. And he couldn’t stop glancing at her breasts.

She pushed a bourbon and Coke at him.

“Man, I had enough yesterday,” he waved his hand.

“Drink.” She glared at him.

“All right! Sheesh! You don’t have to be so pushy!”

He picked up the drink and sipped at it.

“All of it.”

“What? Why? What’s gotten into you?”

“Drink all of it, right now, or we are going to have the mother of all fights.”

He stared, then he gulped, then he blinked.

She couldn’t believe it when he upended the glass and drank the whole thing.

She had thought he was going to protest, to fight, but he had succumbed just like that.

Yes. He was ready.

“Now what’s this all about,” he burped as he put the glass down.

“Ron, we’ve lived a life where you’re pretty much in charge.”

He sort of smiled, he liked that thought, though it wasn’t necessarily true.

“Now we’re going to try it a different way.”

“What way is that?” he glanced at the bottle at her elbow.

She poured him a half a glass. “Go get some Coke.”

He retrieved the Coke and filled the rest of the glass.

He drank, like a thirsty man. He hadn’t wanted any, but now, confronted with change—and he didn’t even really know what the change was—he was wanting alcohol.

But she didn’t think he was in danger of being an alcoholic. Once he got used to the change he’d be fine.

“What change?”

“I’m in charge.”

Silence, except for him gulping his drink.

Then: “What do you mean?”

“Ron, we’ve played with anal before, and you liked it.”

“Uh…”

“You liked it enough to lose a butt plug up your heinie.”

He couldn’t deny it. All he could do was take another sip.

“Now, when I watched that doctor stick his hand into you yesterday…”

Ron turned a brilliant shade of red. He tried to look away, but wherever he looked he eventually turned back to her.

“I don’t see what that has to do with anything,” he ventured, finally.

Jill smiled. “Honey, from here on out you don’t get to screw me unless I get to screw you.”

Now he stopped drinking and stared. His eyes were bulging. He licked his lips. then he raised a trembling hand. He drank, placed the glass on the table.

“I don’t think so.”

Yet he was still gloriously aware that she wasn’t wearing any clothes.

“You’re going to have to change the way you think.”

“No.”

Defiance. But it was a last gasp. It was the gasp of a drowning man reaching up his hand, searching for a way out.

But there was no way out.

Jill had decided, so that was it.

She stood up.

He looked at her, at her tits.

She offered him a hand. “Come with me.”

He had no choice. He took her hand, stood up, and was led to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she picked up a bottle of lube and motioned him to the bed. “Lay down on your belly. Just pull the robe up. Leave it on, but hoist it above your hips.

“Hey…”

“I’m supposed to massage your prostate.”

“But that doesn’t count as fucking!”

“Of course not,” she lied.

He moved slowly. He lay down and she pushed his legs apart and poured lube onto his button.

He gasped as the cool liquid came in contact with his hot flesh.

“This isn’t sex!” he protested.

“Nope.”

She grinned. Not much, it isn’t.

She started off slowly, just massaging his rump, then she got into the crack.

He sighed. It was so pleasurable.

And it really wasn’t sex, he kept telling himself.

Then she put a finger in him.

His eyes opened. He had played with anal sex. He liked plugs. He enjoyed the feeling. And yesterday, in spite of the embarrassment, he had liked it until…until…

Another finger, and he closed his eyes and reveled in the feeling of being penetrated. His rectum was filled with nerves, so sensitive, and it felt so good to be massaged.

She took her time, spent a long time reaming him, working slowly deeper and deeper.

She touched the prostate. It was swollen, but not as much. She ran a finger over it, massaged it, pressed it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Feel like peeing?”

“I do.”

“Well, don’t worry abut it. I put a couple of towels down, so if you have to pee it’s okay.”

“But I should get up and go to the bathroom.”

“I don’t want to stop int he middle of the massage. Just pee.”

He felt the pressure building, and he couldn’t help it. he let go, and a sort of trickle came out of him.”

“Sorry,” he said. A feeling of lassitude came over him. A good feeling, like he was ready to sleep, like…right after sex.

His eyes went open.

He felt down to his penis and realized: sperm!

He looked over his shoulder and blurted, “That was sex!”

“That was a prostate massage.” She drew her fingers out of him and wiped them off on a towel. She peeled off the gloves and deposited them in the bathroom trash. “Just like the doctor ordered. Now, turn over.”

Ron was trembling. His world was crumbling. He turned over and was surprised to find he had a big boner. He looked down at his tool.

“But I just…”

“You got rid of your semen, but your mind is fooled.Your mind thinks you still have a load to deposit.”

“But I don’t!”

“Not a drop.”

She climbed onto the bed and positioned herself above him. With a dreamy smile she lowered herself.

Ron lay on the bed and listened to the shower run.

He had been drained. That was what she had called it. Drained.

And he had no chance.

Then she had screwed, but not him. She had screwed herself on his dick, and…he had no chance.

He was horny. He needed it. He wanted it. But…no release.

He had already had a physical release and there was nothing left. which was fine with her because when she finally climbed off him, his pecker still rigid, she had no slimy mess dripping out of her.

“This works out well,” she sighed, then she kissed him and hopped into the shower.

And, if what she had said was true, she wasn’t going to screw him to a cum ever again. She would drain him, then get herself off on him. He was nothing but a flesh dildo for her to exhaust herself on again and again.

And, what was worse, he was so damned horny!

He wanted to cum worse than he ever had in his life.

It was a biting, gnawing pressure that was chewing him alive.

Got to cum. Got to cum.

She stepped out of the shower, drying her hair, her incredible body beckoning to him.

And he was aware, in that moment, that he wasn’t looking at her as a human being. He was looking at her like a sex object. Something he wanted to screw. A pleasure orifice.

“How you doing, honey?”

He looked up at her eyes.

Her laughing eyes.

“I’m okay,” but his voice sounded like it was far away.

And begging.

At least whining.

His desperation plain to see.

She grinned, and he wanted to kiss her lips and love her.

“That’s good.”

She pulled on a bra and panties, smiled at him as she fastened the bra, her arms behind herself, causing her jugs to jut outward.

She put on a garter belt and rolled up nylons.

“Are you going somewhere?”

“Nope,” she said, pulling on a very sexy dress. One with cleavage and high thighs. A porthole revealing her sensuous slopes. “I just think that I’d like to look good for you.”

“Oh, shit,” he mumbled, eyeing her.

“Why? Does it make you horny?”

“Oh, honey…” Yes. He was whining.

She slipped her feet into high heels and sat down at her make up table.

Ron sat up and pivoted and watched her.

His heart was pounding. He couldn’t breath. He loved her with all his soul.

She watched him in the mirror, chuckling, and put on red lipstick.

His boner bobbed, and he placed a hand on it.

“Leave that alone, honey. That’s not for you to play with anymore.”

“But…”

“If you play with it I’ll lock it up. You don’t want that, do you?”

He shook his head, and a very sad expression was on his face.

She turned to him, and she was a vision. The truth is that women clothed are sexier than women naked. that’s because a man’s imagination is working to figure out what is beneath the cloth.

He licked his lips and wanted to go to her, but he intuitively understood that he was not supposed to.

She held out a small bottle. “I want you to use this on your body, everything but your eyebrows and scalp.”

“What does it do.”

“Read the label.”

He leaned forward and took it.

Nair!

He looked up.

She waited for him to object, and it was obvious she was waiting, so he held himself back.

She stood up. “When you’re done come see me. I’ll be in the dining room. Wear the robe…and whatever is on the bed.”

She gave him a significant look and walked out of the bedroom.

Ron stared at the bottle.

She was changing their relationship.

And she was changing him.

He had been screwed, like a man takes a woman, but it was a woman taking a man, and his head was going bonkers because of that.

He liked it.

He liked to lay there and let her penetrate him.

He liked it when his semen leaked out.

But did he want to be the receptacle for a woman’s love?

He didn’t have much choice; it seemed that he had already made a choice.

He sighed and stood up and went into the bathroom. He opened the bottle and began smearing the stuff all over his body.

He reported to her a half hour later.

He was wearing the robe. Under the robe he was wearing panties and a bra.

The bra was slack, the cups had nothing to fill them with, but they did their job.

Ron felt…weird.

Like a woman.

If this was what a woman felt like.

“Excellent,” Jill murmured, inspecting him casually. She had laid out cosmetics on the dining room table. “Sit here.”

He sat, catty corner to her, and she took his hand and placed it on the table.

“What are you doing?” he asked as she trimmed his nails and prepared them.

“I think you know.”

He was trembling. He was having such a rough time.

She looked up at him, smiled, and pecked him on the lips.

She glued red, fake nails on his digits, one after the other.

“I can’t do this,” he said, as she did it to him.

“Okay.”

One hand was done. She patted his cheek, then touched his lips. “You’re going to be so beautiful.”

“But..but…”

“Shhh.”

She did his other hand, then she plucked his eyebrows.

“You realize, of course, that you’re a feminine man to begin with.”

“What?”

“You’re slender, small chested, your face is soft, you wear your hair long. I think you were just waiting for this to happen.”

“I was not.”

“Okay.”

She finished his eyebrows and picked up a pencil and brushed color into them. Then she worked on his eyes. She shaded the lids, applied mascara, and all the while he was shivering.

“Lord, you really love this, don’t you.”

“No!” And it was like he was screaming at her, though he whispered.

“I think we’ll look into breasts for you. You’d look pretty with a couple of Ds on your chest.”

The thought terrified him, even as it excited him.

“And we should think about what to do with your penis.”

“My penis?”

“You’ll be dressed as a woman most of the time, and we can’t have your big, old boner sticking out. That would really ruin the dress.”

“Why can’t I be a man?” he half sobbed.

“Because, honey, you want this. You were soft to begin with. You’re what they call a ‘pink man.’ You love women, but you love women to take charge more. Believe me, this is your heart’s desire. And you will shortly realize that.”

She began rolling on lipstick and he was having trouble breathing. He gasped and she told him to hold still.

Jill had laid out a couple of dresses and she held them to him and tilted her head. “I think we’ll start off with a culotte and a nice blouse.”

She helped him into the blouse. It was sheer and his bra could easily be seen. She patted his pectorals and whispered, “Yes. Some nice boobs will work wonders for you.”

“Honey…”

“Shh.” she touched his red lips with one finger.

She put the culottes on him and he looked down.

He was a woman, looked like a woman, except he lacked tits.

He felt like his dick was going to bust his britches. Well, his panties.

She gave him some low heels and helped him learn how to walk.

“We’ll give you big heels later, when you’re a big girl.”

“Honey! I can’t do this!”

She faced him, held his hands.

“Ron, you can, and you will. Heck, I’ve got you all dressed up, all made up, and you could have run out at any time you wanted. No, you want this. And the sooner you realize it the better off you’ll be.

Ron began to cry.

But he didn’t run.


Epilogue

Ron looked in the mirror and sighed.

He was wearing a summer dress and his breasts were really big. The operation had been worth it, and he loved to walk down the street, jiggling and bouncing and making men look and women be jealous.

HONK!

He looked out the bathroom window.

Jill was standing by the car. “Come on, princess!”

Ron waved and yelled, “Be right there!”

He took a last look in the mirror, gathered up a few cosmetics and put them in his purse, and headed out the door.

They were going to the park, to ride the roller coaster, and this time he wouldn’t have a plug in his butt.

Jill would, however.

And he laughed.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Ganged, Feminized and Chastised by Lesbians!

It started as a peep show!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Poor Johnny.

A simple lad doing simple work, until he is invited to a peeping party.

But the peep party is the best laid plan of…women.

Now Johnny is in their grasp, and they are about to extract a pound of flesh from him.

Or maybe that’s…give him a pound of flesh.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Johnny could hardly wait. It was Friday and he had the weekend off. He didn’t have to get up early tomorrow. He could stay up late and drink and watch porn.

He sighed. Too bad he was between girls. He would have liked real flesh, and not the digital kind.

Sure, there was a lot of fun in watching women do unbelievable things that would never happen to him, but there was more fun in feeling the real, live thing, kissing the flesh, exploring the nooks and crannies, the vallies and depths, of a real, live girl. But…oh, well.

“This battery doesn’t hold a charge!” stated the chubby guy in the cut off sweat shirt. The shirt said ‘Marines’ on the top, but the guy was a 100 pounds fatter than a marine, and balding, and smoking a stogie.

“Let me put it on the machine,” said Johnny.

“I don’t want it on the machine,” growled the customer, who had a bad case of body odor. I just want a new battery. One that works.”

Johnny sighed. The ‘free battery club.’ They came in every week or so, battery didn’t hold a charge, but when they looked at the battery they found the cells had been emptied. Damned chiselers.

“Okay, sir. I still have to put it on the meter to fill out the paperwork.”

“Yeah, well, make it snappy.”

Johnny lugged the battery to a work bench at the side of the shop. He tested it, filled in the numbers, and, just because he felt like it, he checked the man’s previous history. Seven batteries in three years. Yep. The Free Battery Club. And the reason he couldn’t wait for the weekend.

Paperwork filled out Johnny headed back to the customer who was trying to impress a young girl who was obviously bored with him.

“Well, you oughta let me take a look at it. I’m good with motors.”

Johnny kept a straight face and said, “We can replace the battery, but there will be an eighty dollar charge. The cells were depleted to 80%.”

“What? That’s BS!”

Johnny called for the manager to talk to Mr. Band and Fat, and turned his attention to the girl. Except she wasn’t a girl.

She was middle-aged, and a foxy MILF if ever there was one.

“Help you, ma’am?”

“I just need some windshield wipers replaced.”

“No problem.”

“It’s that BMW out front.”

“Okay. 2015?”

“It is.”

Johnny selected the correct blades and walked out to the car. The woman tagged along.

As Johnny shook loose the old blades he checked the woman out in the reflection of the windshield.

A patrician nose, but not too long. A wide mouth that, when she frowned became a cupid’s bow. Red lips, very full, perfect to suck on.

And the body.

Johnny fell in love.

She was wearing a skirt and a sweat shirt. The shirt was pink with the logo ‘Official Bitch.’

He worked one blade free, walked to the other side of the car, and as he passed her he asked, “Is there an unofficial kind?”

She chuckled. “They’re all unofficial until they’ve joined the society.”

“The Bitch Society. Is that BS?”

“Oh, you’re quick.” She peered at his name tag. “Johnny.”

He worked the other blade loose and they chatted and teased and did the light kind of insincere flirting that women love and turns men on, and gets those men nowhere.

Johnny stalled a little, he was enjoying the repartee, and he could see his boss explaining to the fat asshole about batteries and percentages. He certainly didn’t want to walk back into that fray.

“There go,” he said, finally. “Come on in and I’ll steal your money.”

She wrote a check and Johnny took note of her name and address.

Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd. A good part of town, a rich sounding name.

Johnny put the check in the cash register and smiled at her, “Been a pleasure, Hanna. Drop by the next time you need to change the air in your tires.”

“Thanks for being quick and efficient.”

“Thanks for making my day.”

She stood there for a long moment, considering him. Then she leaned on the counter.

Fat ass with the bogus Marine sweatshirt was complaining in a loud voice that drowned out reasonable people.

“Johnny, are you a brave sort?”

“Probably not. I’d like to think I am, but…my parents used to spank me and I learned better.”

She laughed, and her laugh was one of those joyous things that thrilled those who heard it.

“Johnny, I know you’re kidding me, and I like your insouciance.”

Insouciance. Now there was a word he was going to have to look up.

“So let’s make a deal.”

“Okay. I’m in.”

“Look me in the eyes, don’t look at the check, and tell me my address.”

Johnny didn’t hesitate. He reeled off “Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd.” I didn’t notice the town, but Sterling Road runs between Harbor and  Femwood. I’d guess Femwood. And I sure don’t know the zip, but I could tell you the state.”

She was smiling, and that small, plump mouth widened out and took in the whole room.

Johnny’s boss, at the end of the counter, even looked over at them.

Fat ass didn’t. He was digging in his wallet for an unhappy eighty bucks.

“I knew it. You’re smart, and you’re smart enough. Now this is what I want you to do. Tonight, after dark, I want you to go my address. You will find the side gate open, and the bedroom shades up. You come by and I’ll put on a show for you. Who knows, you might even get lucky.”

Johnny tried not to blink, or to gulp, but he couldn’t stop his mouth from opening a little.

“You want me to…”

“I do. There’s something about strong, young men watching me undress and do things to myself…down there…that gets me worked up.”

She was leaning closer to him now, whispering, and she placed one hand on his.

“Johnny, are you brave enough?”

He stared at her.

Eyes are funny things. Sometimes they are blank orbs. Nobody home.

Sometimes they are like they show thoughts so scary you’re afraid of them.

Johnny was afraid, and the lump in his pants grew large.

Fear vs desire: which would win?

He couldn’t speak, so he nodded.

Hanna smiled, her lips curved back and she licked her lips gently. “I can’t wait to see you tonight, Johnny. Now don’t disappoint me. Okay?”

He found himself nodding in a jerky manner, and he said, “I‘ll be there.”

She stroked the back of his hand with her fingers, SPROING went his dingus.

“I know you will.”

She turned and walked out then. Her ass swaying confidently, her back straight, tossing her hair as she walked out into the sunshine and a light breeze.

The fat asshole stomped out behind her, but turned the other way and went to his battery sucking car.

Johnny’s boss sauntered down the length of the counter.

“You give me the asshole and you take the ass. Did you forget who the boss is?”

But Johnny’s boss was having fun. And he was jealous.

They both watched Hannah turn her joyously round fanny and sit in the car. They watched as she slid her nylon legs into the BMW. They drooled, and Hannah noticed them and blew a kiss.

“Fuck,” whistled the boss.

“If you say so,” squeaked Johnny.

Then they laughed, punched each other on the shoulder, and got back to work.

The day went faster after that, and slower.

Faster because Johnny kept thinking about the beautiful woman who had invited and enticed him.

Slower because, well, it was work.

But work or not, it passed, and in a pleasant manner.

He had something to look forward to.

Not just sitting around and beating his meat, although that was fun, but…an adventure.

An adventure of what he knew not, but there was something inside that woman that caused him to trust her.

A promise.

But he didn’t know what the promise was of, just that it caused a blurt of joy in his chest and thrilled even the passage of time.

Six o’clock and he greeted Tim, who was his replacement for the night shift, and punched his card.

Punched his card and whistled all the way to the door and out into the parking lot.

He drove an old MGB. A sporty car from 1975. No power steering, windows, brakes or anything else. He had had to rebuild it, and he had put a good sound system in it.

He set his iPhone to play through the radio and tooled through the suburbs.

Whistling.

Thinking.

Hannah. Sweet Hannah.

She was older than him. He didn’t know how much because he hadn’t looked at the birth date on her license.

But she was probably 15 years older.

A mature woman, at least compared to him. He guessed 37, and he was 22.

A cougar?

Sounded like it. The way she had touched his hand had made him feel like he was the one, the only one.

Even though he knew he wasn’t.

But, maybe tonight…he would be.

What drove a woman like that? Divorce? Feeling old and wanting a bit of a reprieve? Just fucking horny?

He had to watch out he didn’t press the peddle too hard. Just thinking of her was exciting him.

His pants had been full all day.

He stopped at the supermarket and picked up spicy wings. Breaded. And a bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke.

Home again, home again, jiggety jig.

It was seven o’clock when he sat down to watch a sports show on the computer. He nibbled at the wings, got himself all greasy, and washed it all down with his favorite drink, a can of Coke half filled with bourbon.

But he was careful. He didn’t want to be drunk. Just happy.

At eight o’clock he turned the computer to porn, made himself another drink, for the road, and got dressed.

It was going to be dark, and he was supposed to be a peeper, so he figured he should wear black.

He put on black underpants, black tee shirt, black pants, black sweat shirt, and a black ski cap.

He sat down at the computer, enjoyed Julieeroticdress on Porzo, and felt his nipples.

Hard.

Like he was down below.

He was nervous and gulping.

He put the porn in the background and looked up 4251 Sterling Rd. on Google Earth.

It was a ranch style house with tall, square cut hedges around the property line.

By wiggling the mouse he was able to see through parts of the hedges.

A pixilated car in the driveway. Looked like her BMW. A swimming pool in the back yard, with a back building. It looked too big to be a tool shed, maybe it was a guest room or something.

The overhead showed clumps that might be bushes, and what looked like a wheel barrow.

Hmm. Suburbia.

But more.

Looking at the pristine grounds, the swimming pool with the decorative boulders around it and a slide that circled around into the deep end…he had a feeling, a gut feeling, that there was more here.

But what more?

What more was the fact that this was happening at all.

A drop dead, gorgeous hunk of woman flesh flirts with him, invites him to her home, but not through the front door to enjoy cocktails…through the side gate to peep into her bedroom.

More than just suburbia.

It was wicked suburbia.

It was the suburbia that held legends of wife swappings, Sybian parties, garages filled with sex furniture sweaty with sex and dripping with spent squirts.

And shiny, sweaty, naked bodies.

Boobs.

Cunt.

Fuck!

And he realized he was out of control.

Too much anticipation.

He turned off the computer and looked at his watch.

Eight thirty. Time to go.

Johnny drove carefully. He had the last of his half and half Coke and bourbon in a cup holder, he wore burglar black, and the last thing he wanted was some cop pulling him over and asking him questions.

‘Uh, I’m on my way to peep at an older woman. She invited me so it’s okay. Call her? Why? She didn’t say I needed to ask permission, she just said to show up and sneak through the side yard.’

‘Sure, sonny. And my grandmother’s Santa Claus. Let’s take a trip down to the station where—

HONK!

Fuck! For all his care he half ran a stop light.

He focused on the road, drove his fantasies into the back ground, and made up his mind to get to Hanna’s place without cracking up.

4251 Sterling Rd. was a cul de sac. Only a half dozen houses on the street. No. Seven. Three on each side and hers at the end.

It was slightly up hill, the six houses on the sides looked empty, but all he had was a glance.

He parked his car around the corner, under a tree, in front of a house with four cars int he driveway. He would look like just another car there.

He boosted himself out of the car, it was a convertible, and landed on the sidewalk. He quick stepped into the shadows from a row of trees and sashayed slowly up the street to Sterling Dr.

It was quiet. It was a quiet neighborhood, no barking dogs, not even a farting cat.

He turned the corner and stuck to the shadows.

The moon was behind the trees so he was in double dark shadows. Anybody looking at him would have to gaze into the bright moonlight, and then pierce the darkness and see a black cat in a black hole.

He passed the first house, a ranch style, they were all ranch styles, and stopped between a mailbox and a fence.

He waited.

He hadn’t worn his watch, but he had gotten out of his car at eight forty-seven. It must be about eight  fifty-five now.

No sounds. The shadows all held their breath. He slipped through the darkness past a house that was set back in a stand of trees, and had no lights on in the windows.

He waited again.

He studied the houses across the street.

The one directly opposite him was lit up, and he saw the shadow of a woman pass against a drape. The one to the left, between the house across the street and 4251, had a for sale sign on it. It looked as empty as a can of dog food in the pound.

The house in front of which he had to pass, on his side of the street, had lights, but no activity. The drapes were drawn and the two cars nestled in the driveway like they were going to sleep till morning.

He looked at 4251.

Just like Google earth, but not so badly pixillated. A couple of small hedges under the front windows, a porch with what looked like a fern hanging form the eaves. A couple of rose bushes in the corners of the yard.

And low hedges on each side, which led to the large hedges in the back.

All he had to do was reach the hedge on the left and he could crawl, completely unseen, to the side gate.

He smiled, then closed his mouth. His teeth were white and bright and he didn’t want to risk anything.

He sighed, took breathes, then quick walked to the front yard of 4251. He craned his head this way and that, checked everything out, and ducked down behind the low hedge.

He lay in the darkness, the soil, and listened, and watched.

Nothing.

He could still get up and walk away.

But, amazingly, he still had excitement in his crotch.

He wasn’t a peeper, didn’t do things like this, but he was so totally excited.

His heart was pounding and he could feel a light sweat building on his skin.

He crawled along the side of the hedge, making no noise, and he came to the gate.

Okay. Here it was. The make or break. Once he went through that gate he was committed. He wouldn’t just be wandering through front yards, he would be trespassing. Intruding. Maybe even breaking the law.

But he had a feeling that Hanna wouldn’t do that to him. If he was discovered then she would go to bat for him.

Just those few minutes at the auto store, and the promise of her eyes and the touch of her soft hand, and he was convinced of that.

He reached up, his arm in the moonlight, and pulled down on a thick cord.

Click.

He pushed the gate back, slithered through the opening, and closed the gate.

Talk about quiet.

And there was enough moonlight that he could see everything the yard held. Just a couple of gardening tools leaning against the side of the house.

He moved to the side, anyway. He moved along the large hedge, and his view of the backyard opened up.

The yard was wedge-shaped, like a piece of pie. A big patio with lawn furniture. A big pool, and big rock landscaping and the slide leading into the pool.

Behind the pool there was a circular swath of dirt with a circular row of fruit trees. In the darkness he couldn't see what kind of fruit trees, but he didn’t really care about some lousy fruit.

He had other matters on his mind.

There was no way across the patio without being seen, so he stuck to the hedge, followed it to the back, and followed it around the back of the yard.

He could see the lights in the big room beyond the patio. He could see Hannah, and his breath caught.

He held his position for a moment, then took out his cell phone. He had put a little piece of tape over the recording light, and now he aimed the phone.

She was sitting, her legs crossed high on the thigh, reading a magazine.

Her red lips were pursed and showcased, and she idly flipped the pages.

Her phone rang, and she answered it.

He stared at her, recorded her, fell in love with her.

At least, his penis did. His penis was so hard it wanted to crawl out of his pants and see what he was looking at through his cell phone.

In the house she laughed, and her chest bounced a little.

She wasn’t wearing a sweat shirt now. She was wearing a peignoir that barely covered her knees.

She was made up, her rich, auburn hair curling at the base of her neck.

Johnny stopped recording and continued his journey around the yard.

He stoop walked some time, and he crawled other times. When he was directly behind the rock landscaping behind the pool, he stood up and walked erect.

He was on the other side of the back yard, just beyond the boulders, when Hanna put her magazine down and stood up. She stretched, which made him gasp at her out in the open loveliness, and walked toward the hallway. As she entered the hallway she turned off the lights.

Johnny froze, and just a few seconds later the lights in the master bedroom went on.

He waited.

The window drapes were parted, and the show was started.

He wondered: did she know he was out there?

It was a tantalizing question, but one without answer.

And, regardless, he had to get closer.

He slithered along the hedge line and was suddenly behind the big shed. The thing that was too big for a tool shed, and might be a guest bedroom.

He hurried, secure in the darkness, and peeked around the corner of the little house.

It was a perfect set up.

The house was right in front of the window, but set back twenty feet. There was a fence in front of the little house, and he had just two feet to squeeze through to get to the perfect position. He couldn’t go in front of the fence because he would be seen. He moved behind the fence and slid between the fence and the house.

He chuckled. Hanna must have had this fence built for peepers. It was perfect.

He sidled slowly behind the fence. Through cracks in the fence he could see Hanna moving in the bedroom.

He could see she had taken off the peignoir, and was sitting on the bed. It looked like she was putting lotion on her legs, and he studied those red tipped fingers gently caressing her body.

Something he wished he could do.

Her breasts were so very large. And they weren’t saggy. They might be fake, and that was okay with him.

But the fence was deceptive. He had thought it was a wider passage, but it was slowly narrowing. Now he had only about a foot to move in.

He side stepped, and his pants rubbed along the fence. Damn cock, he cursed giddily.

Halfway down the passage there was a hole in the fence. No, several holes.

There was one large enough for his face, but he scrunched down, and two large enough for his hands.

There were two holes lower, but he couldn’t really see those.

He gripped the two side holes and raised himself enough to see through the larger hole.

God, she was beautiful. She might be older than him, but that was just more time to achieve perfection.

A slim waist, those heavenly boobs, and a round ass.

Her eyes, so magical, were gazing down at her sleek legs. She was still putting lotion on her stems.

His penis pressed against his pants, and his pants against the fence, then he felt a bit of relief down there.

He was sandwiched between the fence and the house, and apparently there was a gap just about the height of his dick.

He risking raising himself up just a bit, and the bump in his pants got relief from the squeeze job.

He stared at Hannah. His heart pounding.

She turned her head and her hair shifted. She brushed it back and those beautiful lips smiled.

She was so beautiful she could make a monk break his vows.

She was—“UNH!”

The board he was pressing against was suddenly pressing on him.

“Wha…wha…”

He experienced shock, and confusion, and the pressure increased.

His forearms had been up, holding to the holes in the fence, and now the side of the little house was pressing on his elbows.

The pressure increased and he had no choice. He slipped his hands through the holes.

His hands shot through the other side and he was aware of people moving on the other side of the fence.

Hands grabbed his hands and pulled them further through the holes.

He felt something hard and circular snap over his wrists and click shut.

“What the fuck?” he risked raising his voice.

What the fuck was happening?

“You got yours? Good. He’s secure. Ease up on the pressure.”

Suddenly the fence stopped pushing on him and retreated. He could breath again, but his wrists were through the holes in the fence.

Then he was almost hanging from his wrists, and the fence moved away from the house.

He looked to the side, a shadowy shape was walking towards him.

He looked to the other side, another shape.

“Let me go!” he grunted, pulling on his arms, but they weren’t about to get free.

“Hello, Johnny. Welcome to the party.

The figure on the left was wearing a ski mask, much like his own, and he reached up and ripped Johnny’s mask off. The person on the other side reached up and put a sleeping mask on him. A Zorro thing with the eyes not cut out.

Johnny shook his head and looked around and could see nothing.

“Take it easy, Johnny. It’s okay.”

From the other side, “We won’t hurt you. At least, not in the way you don’t want.”

Then the voices laughed, and he could hear them retreating.

Johnny tried to move a little, but he was firmly caught.

Then he heard footstep. Coming from the house.

“Hello, Johnny.”

“Hanna?”

It was her voice, but his fantasy MILF had turned into a dream devil. He struggled some more.

She twined her fingers in his and spoke through the face hole in the fence. “Take it easy, Johnny.”

“What are you doing? I thought…”

“You thought what? Peep show? Get lucky with a good looking woman? Well, you are lucky, Johnny, but not in the way you think.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

Instead of answering she called out, “Move the fence out more.”

A motor started up, he could hear the light hum, and the fence lurched forward.

Johnny walked, his toes hitting the fence, to keep up with it.

It only moved about a foot, then stopped.

She spoke, and now her voice was closer.

“Now, Johnny, I’m going to ask you to trust me.”

“Trust you?” he sounded bitter.

“Trust me. And you should. After all, I can do anything, and you can do nothing.”

He was silent at that truth.

“I can beat you mercilessly, or I can kiss you. Can you feel how close I am to you?”

He listened, scared in the darkness, yet…he was till caught. Not by the fence, but by the ideas in his own fanciful mind.

“We’re close, you and I. A fence separates us, but if you can put your head forward I can kiss you.”

He was caught, scared, but somehow not terrified. He could hear her voice so close, and he could feel her breath on his face.

On his mouth.

“Kiss me, Johnny. Let me know that I was right in selecting you.”

“I…I…”

“I know you’re scared, but there’s nothing to fear…if you are brave enough to kiss me. To trust me. To kiss me.”

His head moved forward of its own volition. He swore he didn’t want it to move, but her sweet breath washing over him, into his nostrils, so intimate.

He felt the light feather of her lips against his, and he leaned forward, put his head through the hole.

A big metal circle snapped over his neck. CLICK!

He was caught.

“No!” he yelled.

“Johnny…easy. Easy.”

Her hands were on his face, she was breathing on him, and though his heart beat like a bird flaps his wings, she kissed him.

It was wonderful, beautiful. Calming.

It was like she sucked the fear right out of him.

It’ll be all right, he thought.

That’s a boy, Johnny.

She kissed him again. this time longer, this time he could appreciate it, could feel the moist warm of here mouth as she devoured him.

Then she pulled back.

“We’re going to move you, Johnny, unless you’d rather stay out here all night.”

“Nu…no.” His mind was calming. His heart was slowing.

“Okay. Girls, let’s move him.”

He heard the slide of bolts, then the fence shifted.

What he thought was a fence had a square with holes for his hands and head. The square had bolts on the other side, and when the bolts were drawn the square tilted and was held by several people.

He heard whispered asides, and they moved the square of wood, with him fixed in it, to the side, then around the front of the little building.

“Open the doors. Watch your step, Johnny.”

He stumbled over a low threshold and onto what felt like a tile floor.

“Okay, Johnny, we’re going to turn you back towards the door through which we just brought you.”

They moved the square, and Johnny turned, then he was moved back, and the wood ‘pillory thing’ he was locked into suddenly settled down about an inch. He heard the sound of bolts.

“Okay. Let him go.”

Johnny was standing, his arms and head caught, a mask over his eyes,  and there was absolutely nothing he could do.

“Okay, girls. Go get some refreshments, and I’ll talk to Johnny here.”

The sound of footsteps leaving, the sound of low pitched giggles, the sound of himself alone with Hanna.

For a moment nothing was said.

For a moment Johnny tried to figure things out, but he couldn't. There was simply no rhyme or reason for what was happening to him.


Part Two

Johnny was freaked, and who wouldn’t be?

He was in a sort of pillory, though it honestly felt like a guillotine.

He couldn’t move his head nor his hands. His feet could move, but that did him no good.

He thought about kicking, but two things stopped him. One, it wouldn't do any good. Even if he managed incapacitate Hanna, where would he go? He was fixed in position with no way out. Two, even though he had been basically kidnapped, at least restrained against his will, how do you kick a woman? He had joked with her, and she had invited him here, so…he had been raised never to strike a woman.

“Well, Johnny, another fine mess you’ve gotten yourself into.”

Her voice was bubbling with humor.

“Why are you doing this?”

“Just for fun.”

“It’s fun to kidnap somebody against their will?”

“Kidnap you? No. You came of your own accord, you put head and hands through our little device on your own volition. You wanted to be here, Johnny. Now try not to be so scared.”

“I’m not scared,” Johnny lied.

Silence for a moment, then Johnny asked, “What are you going to do to me?”

“Have some fun.”

“You keep saying fun. It’s not fun for me. You need to let me go.”

Hannah sighed. “Johnny, let me explain. My name is Hannah and I’m probably 20 years older than you. I’m mature. Do you know how cruel that can be? I still have my looks, and I’ll probably retain them for a while, but men have stopped looking at me….except in a sexual way. Too old for marriage, good for a hump in the night, and see ya later, baby.”

Johnny found that hard to believe. He had sure looked at her this afternoon.

A very slight tinge of bitterness was in her tones as she continued.

“Do you know what women do? When they are rejected by men and have no options?”

“What?”

“We become lesbian.”

Johnny gasped.

“Oh, not hard core lesbians. But we satisfy each other, and underneath our trysts there is a deep desire for men. We want dick. We crave dick. And even a strap on won’t satisfy our needs.”

Johnny thought about how he had lusted after her, and she was a (choke) lesbian.

Then he realized something; something clicked in his mind.

It didn’t matter.

Lips were lips, whether they belonged to a lesbian or…or whoever.

So what if she had kissed women?

He had kissed women! So what was the difference?

She was talking as these things burst through his mind.

“…actually, I more gathered them to me. There are so many women, freed by divorce, abused by men who want affairs with no commitment, and all they want is to have the same parties they had when they were younger. So that’s why they you’re here, Johnny, to attend our little party.”

“What kind of party?” he asked, his lessened by conversation, but  his body still shaking. “A lesbian party?

She paused, then chuckled. “Got you scared, eh? Well, don’t worry. You’ll find out what kind of party, and it’s going to be more fun than anything you’ve ever had. Oh, sure, there might be some spankings, and some of the girls do tend to get overzealous. When you’ve been abused by men for so long you build up a certain resentment, and that resentment can come out at the strangest times. But you’ll be surrounded by other women, and they’ll protect you. You’ll be fine, Johnny. You’ll be more than fine. Now I’m going to leave you, so just relax, and soon the festivities will start.”

“Can you take this mask off?”

“Not yet. We still need to transfer you to the fun machine, and—“

“Fun machine.”

“Don’t worry, Johnny, you’ll have fun. And the girls need to put on their costumes. Or take them off…”

He could actually feel Hanna grinning.

“Wait…wait…”

Oddly, he didn’t want to be alone.

But…she was gone.

Johnny was deprived of sight. His other senses whirled to intake enough data to construct the world.

He smelled fresh cut wood.

He heard a faraway tinkle of sound that sounded like women laughing.

He tasted stale bourbon in his mouth.

Most of all, he felt fear.

Being in the dark everything was magnified. If an ant had crawled across his toe it would have felt like Godzilla tromping on his dick.

But there were no ants in the building.

Standing there, it felt like it had just been constructed. But it probably hadn’t; it was probably just repainted and…set up for whatever they were going to do to him.

This took some work, to make a false fence that could double as a pillory.

And Hanna had talked about a machine.’ What kind of thing would that be?

Time passed and his fears built and waned, built and waned.

He was surprised to find that he had an erection.

That was odd, but it served to take his mind off his situation.

It was a sensation that didn’t require sight.

But why would being confined…what was that?

Voices, approaching, growing louder.

The door to the little house opened and he heard the sound of high heels on a tile floor.

“Hello, Johnny,” Hanna spoke.

Other voices greeted him, and a few hands touched him.

He jumped, and there were giggles.

“Okay, Johnny, we’re almost ready for you. If I let you go would you step into a different sort of restraint?”

“Ah…uh…”

“I thought not. So we’re going to have to do this the hard way.”

“Please,” Johnny was almost crying. “Let me go.”

“Not a chance.”

He felt hands fumbling with his wrists, with the metal circles that were holding him.

“Almost ready,” said a sweet voice.

“Okay on this side.”

“What are you doing?”

“Making your fantasies come true, dear Johnny.”

“Okay, take his mask off.”

Light flooded in as the sleeping mask was pulled over his head, the stretchy thread catching for a moment on his ears.

He blinked.

Eight women. Naked.

Some were older, some younger, but none were ugly.

Their bodies were pilate fit, cross fit, trim with big boobs.

He could tell that probably four of them had had boob jobs, and the result was that all eight were firm and uplifted.

Some were a little chunky, some were a little skinny, but they were none of them sagging or fat.

They were in shape.

They wore masks. Sleeping masks similar to his, but they covered more face than his. and their eyes had holes to look through.

He could see their red lips, their smiling mouths, and above those delightful orifices he could see beautiful eyes. Eyes made up behind masks. Eyes that wee blue, grey, green, brown.

And all the eyes were amused and anticipating.

And he had trouble thinking of them as lesbians. Or, more properly, bis.

They were women, no matter their preferences.

And they wanted…they wanted…something that they were refused, but which, in some way, he could supply.

“What…what are—

Suddenly the board, the pillory, came apart.

What an ingenious thing. It was not only a piece of a fence, but it came apart and the pieces were withdrawn.

Johnny stood in surprise. His wrists were still in chains, and the chains led down to a sort of a horse.

A switch was pressed and the chains started tightening up, being ratcheted, and he was pulled inexorably towards the horse.

“Hey! Hey!”

He was pulled forward, then down, and he had no choice but to bend over and lay on the horse.

The horse was four legs, halfway up which were little platforms for his elbows and knees.

The main plank of the horse, the ‘back’ of it, was curved and his body arched slightly so his head was elevated, and so was his butt.

And everything was padded. It was soft, comfy, and he could feel memory foam protect his elbows and knees, and his body sink slightly into the padding.

“What are you doing to me!” he half shrieked.

Then two women, one at each wrist, connected the circlets around his wrists to little chains connected to the horse.

He looked down. The horse’s legs were metal, and they were bolted to the floor.

He felt two women fiddling with his ankles, and two metal circles were placed over his ankles and attached to the bottom legs of the horse.

He was caught.

He tried to pull free, but the horse didn’t budge, and the chains just rattled a little.

“Settle down, Johnny Boy,” a woman with massive breasts, he body slightly thicker than the others, pulled a strap around the curved plank of the horse and over his back. She pulled, then he was unable even to move his back up. He dimly realized that this was a velcro strap, and it wasn’t going to give or come apart.

Johnny was, in a sense, trussed. His back was slightly curved down, his head was supported on a padded ring, and his butt was in the air.

Small tears trickled from his eyes.

Hannah sat down in front of him. She was cross legged, and he had an amazing view of her bush, her slightly opened labia. She pressed his head down and his face fit into the ring. She adjust the ring slightly so his head was curved up.

“Tilt him back 30.”

He heard a motor whir and the horse started to move. The back end, his butt, lowered, and his head came up. Suddenly he was face to face with Hannah.

“Hello, Johnny.” She smiled.

He wanted to look back down, to see her pussy, but he couldn’t.

“I brought you a drink.” She reached below his neck and placed a glass into a holder. There was a straw in the cup, and she positioned it so he cold move his head an inch and suck.

So he moved his head an inch and sucked.

She smiled.

It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He was reminded of a line from one of his favorite movies: ‘Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine…’

He felt the cold heat burn into his throat. A little stronger, but that was fine with him. He needed strong.

She placed her hand on his head and tousled his hair. “You wear your hair long. That’s good, Johnny.”

“Why…what are you going to do to me?”

“Drink your bourbon, Johnny. It will make it easier. You can have more if you wish. We know how traumatic this can be.”

Suddenly he felt hands…pulling on his clothes…and….scissors snipping!

“What are you doing?”

“Slipping you into something more comfortable,” she chuckled, “like your own skin.”

“Hey! Don’t!”

“Why not? Don’t you want to get naked?”

“No!”

“Don’t be silly, Johnny. Every man wants to get naked with beautiful women. It is your weakness. It is how we trap you.”

“Look, what do you want? Money? I don’t have much, but—“

“Oh, Johnny, we don’t need money. We all have enough, and a couple of the girls are downright rich.”

“Then—“

“We want love, Johnny. But we want love on our own terms. We don’t want you to wham, bam and thank you ma’am to us…”

“Then what do you want?”

“We want to do it to you.”

“What?”

“Wham, bam and thank you…mister. That’s what we want. Didn’t I make myself clear earlier?”

“But…but…”

“Oh, I did. I know I did. You’re just a little flusterbobbed.”

“Flusterbobbed?” asked one of the women as she cut up the leg of Johnny’s pants.

“I just made it up. What do you think?”

“I like it.”

Snip, snip.

Johnny would have struggled, but he was suddenly afraid of sharp objects.

They cut his pants off, using shears when they reached the belt area. They snipped his shirt to pieces and pulled it off him, out from under him. He felt the slide of cotton between his skin and the horse paddings.

“Doesn’t that feel better?”

He was naked. They had stolen his pants.

But all the while, while they snipped and cut, he had been sucking bits of bourbon and Coke.

“Let me refresh that for you, Johnny.”

Hannah placed another glass in the holder, arranged the straw so he could reach it.

He felt the punch of the bourbon quickly. It wasn’t strong, he wasn’t going to get super drunk, but part of that was because he was so frightened.

Then one of the women started scratching down the soles of his feet with long, sharp nails.

“Oh, no! No! Don’t! Oh, God!”

But the women just grinned, and another woman took his other foot, and one woman sat on his rump and tickled his sides.

“No! No!”

He jerked, but moved hardly an inch, and the women just wouldn’t stop.

Hannah sat in front of him, her head on a level with his, and smiled and enjoyed his pickle.

Then she reached  down and grabbed him.

“Oh!” he yelped, and the women stopped tickling him.

She had a firm grip on him, and her face loomed, closer, and she kissed him.

Half a minute later she backed off, her eyes were smoky as she murmured, “Did you like that, Johnny?”

“Yes.” He couldn’t help himself. From the terror of being tickled to death to a nice, soft, juicy pair of lips. He enjoyed it.

She kissed him again.

Lesbian? He didn’t even think it. He just enjoyed the warmth of her sensual lips.

She let go of him and other women took over.

Then his eyes opened. He felt a finger reaming him.

But Hannah kept his mouth to hers, and when he tried to talk she Frenched him, and pinched his nipples.

And the finger went round and round.

It was slick, coated with lube, and very thorough.

Finally, the finger moved out. Hannah backed off. the women were in synch. they seemed to know what each other was doing, and how to time their movements.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered.

Then his eyes opened again.

Something was placed in him. There was a brief flare of pain, then it was seated. In his seat.

Hannah stayed with him, nibbled on his lips, asked, “Are you okay, Johnny?”

He wasn’t okay, he had just been penetrated, but…he was okay.

The sensations coming from his heinie were overwhelming, amazing.

“Is that a…a butt plug?”

“It is. Wiggle it, Marsha.”

Marsha wiggled, and Johnny groaned. He felt full, deliciously full, he had never felt this delicious in his life.

“And you think that men have all the fun. Men have no idea, or they’d all lay down and spread for us, instead of the other way around.”

“But…but…”

“Yes, that’s your butt.” She smiled at her pun. “And all you have to do is enjoy it.”

The next half hour Johnny was in heaven.

Woman after woman touched him, held him, fondled him, and pressed on his plug.

Each dalliance was a revelation in sensation and glory.

Now his head was thrown back and his lips parted in pleasure.

And still the women handled him.

Hannah was replaced by a redhead with the greenest eyes and a very talented tongue.

The redhead was replaced by a brunette, and woman after woman took their turns at the front. And as they kissed him he could feel, through their motion, their hands reaching down between their thighs.

They were masturbating to him!

Even as they ‘masturbated’ his brown star.

Then Hannah came to the front again. She stood in front of him, and he saw what she was wearing.

His eyes opened, and he would have complained, but he was now in a sexual delirium. His hips were jerking, his butt was humping, and his body was alive as it had never been.

Hanna moved forward. she stood in front of him and aimed her tool at him. “Okay, Johnny. We just have to drain you, then we can let you loose.”

“Drain me.” He was dazed, he wondered what she meant, but he was now willing. The way they had brought him along, how they had excited him…he was ready.

Hannah walked behind him. The redhead kissed him. Women rubbed his flesh, felt him, stroked him, then the plug was removed.

He felt empty, but only for a second. Then he was full.

Full, his body stiff and arched, his system in shock at discovering what women already knew, what it felt like.

Then, the rhythmic humping, the stroking and kissing and feeling, and…

“Okay, he’s started.”

It felt like he was peeing, but he wasn’t.

His prostate was being pressed, and he was draining. His semen was flowing. No orgasm, just a wonderful feeling of lassitude.

Flowing, flowing, his essence left him, and what was left behind was a husk. A happy, demented, wonderful husk of a man.

Sure, he would recover, he would fill up again, but for right now…he was nothing, just a lump of blubber left on the walk.

Hannah extracted her tool.

The girls undid his chains.

Gingerly, not sure what was happening, he stood up.

Naked.

His pecker still standing out.

Hannah stepped in front of him, grabbed his chin with one hand and kissed him yet again.

She parted her lips from his, stared at him. “Do you want to leave, Johnny?”

He shook his head. He was converted.

“Then you will be our plaything till dawn. But, first, we need to fix you up.”

“Fix me up?”

“Feminize you.”

Once Johnny would have complained, protested, ran away screaming.

But he had been prepared. He had been softened up, and there was no resistance in him. It had flowed out with his semen.

And they had told him they were lesbians.

The women used Nair and removed his body hair. Everything, from armpit to groin.

They washed him with wash clothes and used a sweet smelling body lotion on him. Then they sat him down and did his nails. Painted them bright red, and began his make up.

He sat, as if in a stupor, and everything they did was so new and exciting.

His weenie was totally erect, and the women kept flicking it and giggling.

They shaded his eyes and even pierced his ears.

One woman, as she put lipstick on him, whispered. “You were fun to take as a male, but I like you this way. A woman with a dick; the best of both worlds.

Suddenly Hanna was in front of him, and she was no longer wearing the strap on.

I think I’ll take you first. After all I took you first the other way, so you should be able to take me. Right?”

He nodded.

She led him outside, and he was stunned to realize it was still night time.

In the light he was a male in body, but his face was female. His hair was brushed and his face made up, and his penis was at attention.

She took him to a lounge and lay down. She spread her legs and smiled at him.

He stood, dumb. “But I just came!”

“Your body was drained. You didn’t cum, you didn’t have an orgasm, your mind still thinks the body is full. Now…come…”

He knelt, crawled between her legs and did ablutions on her sacred palace.

She moaned, writhed, and eventually pulled him up to her.

He kissed her, loved her, and grew desperate.

He wanted to cum, but he was unable, and the harder he tried the worse it became.

Hannah, on the other hand, was doing fine.

She twisted under him, grabbed his face and chewed on his mouth voraciously. She wrung him out…except that he was already out, so she just wrung.

And, when she was sated, Johnny was pulled away.

He was pulled into the embrace of another woman, and again he found himself unable to cum. But he sure gave the woman a ride in trying.

And another woman.

And another.

Eight woman, and they went back for seconds, and maybe thirds. By then Johnny was so out of his mind he didn’t know.

Dawn was in the sky, a horizontal line of purple giving way to orange.

The dew was upon them, but when a body is that hot the moisture just evaporates.

Johnny, mid screw, waned, and his consciousness faded.

The women lifted him gently and the one who was under him crawled out. They turned him over and he slept the sleep of the exhausted.

The women giggled, and they kissed each other, and they went to prepare the final indignity for Johnny.

Johnny opened his eyes.

It was quiet, peaceful, and he felt the ravages of his mind trying to squirt. but it was a memory. A memory that would haunt him for all his days.

“Unh,” he groaned.

He heard a lounge chair creak and he turned his head.

Hannah was sitting on the edge of the next chair.

She looked fresh and rested. And happy.

“You did well, Johnny. But there is one more surprise.”

“What?”

“Look,” she motioned towards his groin.

He half sat up, and his eyes opened.

He had a shiny, steel object on his groin. Over his groin, surrounding his…his…

“It’s a chastity tube, Johnny.”

“What? What?”

He reached down and grabbed it.

It was attached, and then he realized his dong was inside. His balls were bulging out the sides\ of a ring around his whole package.

“There are little points inside, so you won’t be able to extract it.”

“But…why?”

He looked at her, his eyes begging for understanding.

“”We’ll call you once a month or so, and you will be expected to come to us, to lie on the horse and let us have our way with you.”

Inside the tube he tried to stand up. It was a short stand. His pecker ‘bottomed out,’ and he couldn’t get fully erect, or even fat.

“We are very careful in sizing our property. It is a good fit, and we will give you instructions on how to keep clean. If there is any problem you may call me. But I am prone to give spankings, rather than relief, especially when it is a false alarm. And your mind is going to be giving you a lot of false alarms. In fact, you will find that, though you can function, go to work, act normal in a social gathering, you will not be able to keep your mind off your dingus.”

“But…you can’t do this to me.”

“So call a cop.” She was challenging him, and letting him know that whether he wanted to or not, he was prisoner.

Sure, he could get out of the thing, have it cut off, but the police would do nothing, and the women…their word against his, and the publicity…he would become famous, and an object of derision.

‘Hey, you hear about the guy who was stupid enough to get his cock locked up?’

Laughter.

Fingers pointing at him as he walked down the street.

Snickers from his friends, his coworkers, even his family.

“Oh, God!” he buried his face in his hands.

Hannah stood up, turned and sat down next to him. She reached into his lap and held him, she turned his face and kissed him, ignored his tears and pressed her mouth to his.

It was exciting, and defeating, and…he suddenly found himself holding on to her. Sobbing with all his soul.

“It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay. A month will pass before you know it. Then we’ll have some fun, and you’ll look forward to our little meetings.”

But Johnny just held on and cried.


Epilogue

Johnny knocked on the door and waited.

The door swung back and Hanna stood back. “You don’t have to knock, Johnny.”

“I know,” he murmured, “but I didn’t want to disturb you.”

Hannah put a hand to his cheek, kissed him on the lips, and said, “You’ve really come along, sweetheart.”

She led him back through the house towards the bedroom. His high heels clicked on the floor, his face was immaculately made up, and his new breasts were perfectly perky.

“How’s school?”

“I’m doing well. All Bs, and an A in English.”

“And you like college?”

“I love it, except the girls are sort of distracting.”

“I would imagine,” Hanna giggled and patted his chastity tube.

They entered the bedroom and Hanna began undressing.

Johnny took his dress and lingerie off, and as he watched her marvelous body become undraped he thought about the last year.

The women had decided he should go to college, and they were helping him.

He no longer had to work, but he was on call. Five or six days out of the week, usually after class, he had to report to one or more of the women and satisfy them.

It was tough work, but somebody had to do it.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Hannah, throwing herself on the bed and spreading her legs.

“About you,” he said. He went to the bed, but before he crawled on he asked, “Did you want me to service you orally? Or should I put on the strap on?”

“Both, dear girl. And, before we get started, did you want me to drain you this afternoon?”

“Oh, please. I feel so horny, and I think if you don’t then I’ll have a wet dream, or maybe an involuntary ejaculation.”

“Your command is my wish,” she grinned.

Johnny squatted and took the strap on out of the drawer. He buckled it on, smiled at Hannah, then climbed onto the bed.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized for His Own Good! Training Your Man to Love You!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, man,” Tommy sighed. He was sitting on a lounge chair next to me, totally bored.

“What?” I asked.

We were both naked, the sun was out, and life was great. Or so I thought.

“I’m bored,” he said.

“You weren’t bored a half hour ago.”

He smiled. No, he hadn’t been bored. He had been ears deep in my pussy, gobbling it voraciously, sticking his fingers into me, putting his dick in me, suckling my tits like a maniac. No, he hadn’t been bored then.

“Yeah, but that was then.”

“You want to fuck again?” I grinned and hefted a boob at him hopefully.

“I’d love to, but…” He looked down at his dick. It was slack. Flaccid. Done. Empty. Not a bit of boner in it.

“Aw, poor boy,” I laughed. “You ran out of hard. Too bad you’re not like a woman. A hole never has to worry about being done. I mean, how can a hole be limp?”

“You’re just making fun of me,” he grouched.

“Yep,” I said. “But, fun aside, I could do it again, right now. Probably even have an orgasm. You want to eat me right now?”

He glanced at me. “I think you’re, uh, filled with sperm right now.”

“Yeah, and poor Tommy doesn’t want to eat a sperm filled pussy. Even though he wants me to suck the sperm right out of his cock.”

“Different,” He closed his eyes and tried to ignore me.

“Different because you’ve got different standards…double standards.”

“Come on,” he groused. “Leave me alone.”

My voice tightened up a bit, and I snapped, “A half hour ago you didn’t want me to leave you alone.”

“A half hour ago I had the world’s biggest boner.”
“That little thing?”

He opened his eyes and looked at me. “I’m bored, and you’re pissed. Which is worse?”

I sat up and glared at him. “I’ll tell you what’s worse…a half hour ago you were loving me, telling me how beautiful I am, telling me how you’d love me forever. Now you’re bored, and you don’t care about me. You’re making me feel like a dish rag that’s just been thrown away.”

He grinned, “I’m a victim of my cock.”

“Not yet,” I snapped.

He frowned. “What does that mean?”

“It means that if the only way you can appreciate me is to be horny, then so be it.”

“Oh, come on. You’re taking this all out of context. It’s no big deal.”

“Sure, no big deal for you, but then you just got your rocks off.”

“And so did you.”

I didn’t say anything.

He straightened up and started smiling. “You did, didn’t you?”
I looked away.

“Oh, my God! That’s what this is about. You didn’t get your rocks off.”

“Ladies don’t have rocks,” I stated haughtily.

“No, but you’re pissed off because you’re frustrated and you’re taking it out on me, all because you didn’t have an orgasm.

“You’re an asshole, Tommy.”

I stood up and he laughed. “Little Missy Pissy didn’t squirt.”

“A crude asshole,” I walked into the house.

And he, in the male asshole mode, followed me, laughing and making fun of me. “Wanted to fuck but had no luck, yuckety yuckety yuck.”

I spun on him, finally pissed. “Okay, lover boy. One month with no sex for you.”

He blinked, then he laughed. “You’re shitting me.”

“You’re not my favorite turd.”

He just laughed some more. “Hell, you’re going to be crying for it within a week.”

I stared at him, then huffed off to the bedroom. I came out five minutes later, dressed and sexy and ready to go.

“Where you going?”

“To see Marsha.”

“Oh, God. Chick talk. A hen party. I’ll stay home and watch the game, thank you.”

“Nobody asked you to come.”

“No, but you will,” he waggled his weenie at me.

“And you may as well get dressed,” I snapped. “Being naked is going to do you no good for a month.”

“I’ll just jack off,” he yelled at me as I closed the door.

He’d just jack off. Son of a bitch. And I knew he would.

Driving my Mustang over to Marsha’s I tried to relax, but I was still pissed when she opened the door.

Marsha is a red head, a ginger, a few inches taller than me, and with a wicked sense of humor. I walked past her. “Hi girlfriend.” I snarled, and I sat down on the couch facing outward. She lived in an apartment and we had a great view of the city.

“Uh oh,” she quipped. “Somebody’s got their tit in the wringer.”

I snorted.

“Well, hold on. I’ll get the cure.”

A minute later she was back with a couple of glasses of wine. She sat down in the chair catty corner to me and we sipped and looked out over the city.

And, five minutes later, “You ready to talk?”

“I guess so.”

She waited.

“It’s Tommy. We made love, and it was good, then he started insulting me. Talked about being bored, then we started fighting, and I finally told him no sex for a month.”

Marsha spurted a bit of wine out and started laughing. “You really told him that?”

“Darned right. Asshole shouldn’t insult the girl he wants to…you know?”

“Believe me. I know. That’s why I live alone. I get a booty call, then I kick them out. I can roll to the other side of the bed and avoid the wet spot, and I don’t need to put up with their bullshit.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Bullshit.”

“So are you going to do it? Close your legs on him for a month?”

“I want to.”

She nodded. “Big difference between want to and can.”

“Big,” I agreed. I turned to her. “I just know that I’m going to get hungry and need a little, and then he’s learned nothing, and…I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, if Tommy was my boyfriend…”

“What? What would you do?”

“Two things. First, I would buy the biggest and best vibrator on the market.”

“Hell,” I giggled. “I have one of those.”

“And second…”

“Yes?”

“I’d make him wear a chastity tube.”

“A what?”

“A chastity device. Goes around his cock, locks, makes it so he can’t fuck, can’t even get a hard on. Believe me, a month of that and you’ll have a different boyfriend.”

I giggled. “Won’t that hurt him? I mean, don’t men need to…to relieve the pressure?”

“Or what?” she quipped wryly, “Their balls will explode?”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Listen, girlfriend, the only thing that is going to happen is that his balls will turn blue, and then his attitude will change, and then you will have a nice, polite, well manner boyfriend. A boyfriend who will pledge his love for you, will throw his coat over a mud puddle for you to walk on, with his body still in it.”

We were laughing now, and she brought out the wine and we imbibed a bit more.

“But where do you get a…a chastity tube thingie?”

Marsha leaned forward and picked up her cell phone. She clicked the side button and asked, “Where do I buy a chastity device?”

Her phone answered, “Here’s what I found.” She turned the phone to me. Amazon. Wikipedia. An article on ancient chastity devices being a myth.

“Fuck,” I said. I looked at her, “But how do I get him into one?”

“Hell, that’s even easier. Just challenge his maleness. All men are proud and ready to fight, so challenge him. Bet him. And tell him it’ll be the best cum of his life when you finally let him shoot.”

“When I let him shoot…” I was awed. Me in charge of his penis. Wow.

For the next two hours we ransacked the net, looked for a secure device and giggled constantly. I was going to put my man in prison. And I would have the key. Wow!

Tommy was on better behavior the next two days. He only snickered a little bit, and he mockingly opened doors for me, and…underneath he was the same asshole.

Finally, on Wednesday evening, he began to ease up. The reason? He was horny.

Oh, yeah. Make fun of me for days, but when you want to get your rocks off…not this time, brother.

I left my bra and panties on before bed. I slipped under the covers, and his hand immediately caressed me.

“None of that, buster.” I pushed his hand away.

“Come on, baby, you know you want it.”

I spun over and faced him in the dark. “Tommy, you’ve been an asshole to me the last couple of days, but now you want something.”

“Hey, I’m sorry. I was just joking and—“

“I want you to do something for me.”

“What?”

“I want you to not make love to me for a month.”

“Huh! That again.”

“But I want to sweeten the pot.”

“How?”

“I want you to wear a chastity tube.”

“A what?”

“I explained that it was a kinky thing that couples used to spice up their sex life. I told him it would be good for us, and that he would get all horny and really love it, and that, when the month was over, he would have the greatest cum in the history of cums, in the history of sex, in the history of the universe.

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, putting my junk in a cage? Isn’t that a bit extreme?”

“Of course it is, and only a real man would be willing to do that, to prove himself, to test himself, to prepare him for an orgasm so powerful his toes might actually fall off.”

He laughed, “My toes? They’d fall off?”

“So I’ve been told,” I replied. “Maybe your fingers, too.”

“And my nose and my ears,” he was laughing at the idea.

“Maybe. But not your dick.” I grabbed it under the covers. Hard. Made him gasp. “Your dick, when I let it out, will be twice as big, and it will shoot ten times the cum. You’ll be so hard you could pound nails with the thing, and if you shoot your load into me you’ll…you’ll…” I was running out of words, but he supplied the analogy.

“It’ll come out your asshole?”

Ew. Disgusting. But if that’s what floats his boat. I squeezed his dick and kissed him hard, then said, “You’ll cum so much it leaks out my asshole, my ears, my nose…”

“Every orifice,” he blurted.

I blinked, what the fuck…is every man this sick?

“Every orifice,” I confirmed.

He lay there, his mind alive with the possibilities.

I stroked his dick a bit.

“Well, I don’t…”

So we sat there for an hour, me stroking and squeezing, and finally getting him close and backing off, and poor Tommy, being a man, he was prisoner to his dick. Which is to say his dick started doing all the thinking. And he finally said, “Okay. I’ll do it.”

I kissed him, sat on him, felt his dick throbbing between my cheeks.

“So let’s have a little in and out right now. Just to get in the mood.”

“To get in the mood for going without sex for a month you have to go without sex.”

I laid down, rolled over, and went to sleep. And dreamed happy dreams of penises running through the fields, squirting blue flowers and singing, ‘If I had a big fuck…la la la la la la!’

It took two days for the chastity tube to arrive, and those were a rough two days. Tommy was all over me. He had been denied, and it had made him even hornier. Made me wonder what he would be like after a month.

But I had to take my showers quickly, and get dressed quickly. I had to walk through a room fast, before he could get up and grab me. And when he did manage to grab me I was subjected to big, slobbery kisses, exclamations of love, and his eternally groping hands.

But, here’s the weird thing, though it was irksome, there was a part of me that loved it.

Sure, I didn’t like being held down and slobbered over. But it wasn’t like he was mean…he was just…in love! He was horny. And for the first time in a long, long time, probably since he learned the difference between jacking off and fucking, he became a bit more polite.

Now that was an eye opener. Politeness. Because he wanted something. Hmm.

And, during that two days, when I wasn’t fending off lover boy, I started reading up on chastity and other stuff. And the other stuff got real interesting.

Some women, it appeared, like to take their chastity bound men a little further. They liked to make them wear a little make up, dresses, and the men would prance about in maid uniforms.

Maid uniforms? Holy Phuk!

Women would actually do that?

And the men would let them?

But, as I read articles on everything from chastity to female domination to feminization, I began to understand. A man is driven by his dick. Well, of course he is. I knew that. But I didn’t know to what extent.

I chatted with Marsha several times. We discussed what I was reading, and comparing it to what she already knew, and she gave me a tip that really helped.

“Go to Gropper Press, it’s the best site for Feminization, and it covers a lot of topics. It’ll dabble in BDSM, female domination, chastity, but its main focus is feminization.”

So I did, and my eyes began to open. I began to devour stories about men gone bad and brought back into line, men trained to serve their wives, and this idea of feminization, it started to really intrigue me.

Make a man into a woman. I had never thought about that, and if I had I would have laughed, or been disgusted. But now, with my current situation, I wasn’t laughing.

I was, in fact, getting…titillated.

it was hot to think of a man all dressed up, his skin shaved and smooth, wearing nylons and…and lipstick.

I started to dream of Tommy with his eyes shadowed and his lips plump and bright and so…so…kissable.

But I didn’t want a woman!

But I did want something softer, but with a dick, who treated me as gently as…as a woman would.

DING DONG!

“I’ll get it!” Tommy hurried for the door. He seemed to have more energy these days and I watched him scurry across the foyer. He opened, accepted something, and walked back in holding a small box. It was addressed to me.

“What’s this?”

“I think it’s your chastity tube.”

“It’s my…we’re really going through with that?”

“If you ever want to squirt your little weenie again.” I said it a little abruptly, and he stared at me.

“Come on,” I grinned and tried to take some of the tenseness out of the moment. “Let’s go put it on.”

He followed me into the bedroom, but he was nervous. He wasn’t joking and making fun of anything now. His face was rather solemn.

“Off with the drawers, big boy.”

“Oh, now I’m big…after a week of you telling me I’m small.”

“You know I was kidding. Now, off!”

He unbuckled and I pulled, and a second later he was standing there, naked, and I opened the box.

A box in the box. A black velvet bag in the second box, and I poured the contents out on the bed.

A tube, looking smaller than it did in the pictures I had ordered from.

“Crap! I’m supposed to get my junk in that?”

“Well, if you were soft.”

“And I’m supposed to be soft after a week of you teasing me and denying me?”

I ignored the tube for a second and tried the rings around his cock and balls. “I think this one will work, when you get soft, of course.”

“But first you have to get me soft.” I looked at his grin and it was apparent what he had in mind.

“But that would waste the time we’ve already spent getting you horned up. You don’t want to start the month from here.”

He frowned. I don’t think he wanted to start the month at all, and that meant I really better not let him squirt.

“Okay, I’ve been reading.”

“A book?”

“Oh, shut up. I’ve been reading about this sort of thing, and we need to put a bag of peas on your cock.”

“A bag of peas?” he looked confused.

“A frozen bag.”

“Oh.”

“Let’s go.” I gathered up the pieces of the device and went into the kitchen. Tommy followed along, his big cock bobbing and throbbing, looking a little concerned.

I put the device on the kitchen table, got a bag of peas from the freezer and told Tommy to put his cock on the table.

He stepped up and laid his big rod on the wood, and I placed the bag of peas on it. I squooshed it a bit so it wasn’t just a board, but more form fitting, and then I made some drinks.

“Just stay there,” I commanded as he squirmed and whined.

“But it’s cold!”

“That’s the idea.” I poured ice, bourbon and Coke into two glasses. Tommy’s favorite, and sometimes mine, a Coke high. I think if you put it in a tall glass it was called a Highball. I used the tall glasses and gave Tommy his highball.

He sipped appreciatively, and I have no doubt the cold liquid dribbling down his throat helped him deal with the peas trying to freeze his dick.

I sat down and waited.

Sipped.

Waited.

And his dick simply wouldn’t go down.

“Son of a bitch!” I snapped. “How long do we have to wait?”

“Years,” complained Tommy. “Can’t we try something else?”

“Sure.” I lifted up the bag of ice and slapped it on his pecker.

“OW!”

“Oh, shut up.” I had a good grip on his cock and I stopped him from running.

“But that hurts!”

“It’ll hurt more if I have to do it again. Now…get soft!”

And he did.

I grinned, took the bag away, placed the tube on his cock—it went on easy now that he was a raisin—put the ring in place, and popped the lock through the loop.

Click.

From the look on Tommy’s face it was…

CLICK!

The cell door clanged shut and he was on death row.

Nah. just a simple click, and I grinned up at him. I held the key up so he could see it, then I put it on the gold chain I wear around my neck.

“Your cock is mine, lover boy. And you’d better toe the line.”

“Hey…but…”

But I ignored him. I had read the books and stories, and I knew what to say, and what tone of voice to say it in. Everything I did, from here on out, was designed to do two things. One, let him know I was in charge, and, two, to make him horny.

The hornier he was the better.

It was time to start retraining my boy.

So nothing happened. Not that first day. It was too soon. From all that I had read I understood that there was one prime rule: he will only become your devoted worshiper, or slave, or prone to feminization, or whatever, if he wants to.

And why would he want to?

Because he needs to get his cock out of prison.

A man must associate getting his cock and having a cum with pleasing the woman. Period. It was that simple, and that complex.

So I kissed Tommy, made jokes, played with his imprisoned dick, and let him get used to a totally overwhelming sense of frustration.

He wanted to get his cock out and fuck me. So I kissed him, and complimented him, and promised that we would. Soon. Oh, but, BTW, could you help me do the laundry first?

Then, that chore done, he was ready to have a go with his weenie.

“Oh, honey!” I would croon, then I would get down on my knees and take a ball in my mouth, and then suck his nipple, and cup his buns and hug him fiercely…and…soon, baby. Soon we’re going to squirt that big hunk of man meat all over the place. But, first, could you get those dirty dishes in the sink.

By that evening he was almost out of his mind. His cock was pressing against the cage so hard I was afraid it would bust it. He was drooling all over me, and I needed to calm him down.

I fed him (made him peel the potatoes, and he did it like he was a Samurai warrior doing a thousand cuts) and started plying him with alcohol.

We usually drank sparingly. Maybe we’d get tipsy at a party once a month, maybe a couple of beers on a hot afternoon, but now I let him have it. I fed him drink after drink, and he sucked it down, and by eight o’clock he was staggering around, singing lustily, and leering greedily at me.

Then he went to sleep. Just took his dick with him and passed out on the couch.

Snore. Snore.

Poor me. High and dry. No cock to pleasure my pussy.

Except…heh heh…I had my big, super industrial, king size vibrator.

He lay on the couch, sawing wood, cutting Zs, and I went to the chair catty corner to the couch. I moved it around to face him and took off my clothes. I began to saw that big puppy in and out.

Oh, God! It felt good! Did exactly what I wanted and when I wanted. My pussy was heating up, I was pulling on my tits, I was about to cum, and…suddenly…I had an idea.

I got up and went to Tommy. I shoved him over a bit and lay down next to him. I put the cell phone in one of those selfie sticks and began pleasuring myself all over.

Oh, God! This was even better. I could feel his hot skin, I could feel his heart pounding, and I leaned on him and vibrated away, shoved it in and out, pulled my tits. All the while taking a video on my cell phone. In and out! Round and round…oh, fuck…oh, fuck…

“AHHHHH!”

The cell phone picked it all up. It caught my back arching, the way my eyes widened. It showed me pulling on my tit and slapping my pussy. It showed me cumming really, really hard.

Done, I went back to catty corner chair and watched the video. Geez! I had just cum, and it was making me hot all over again.

Then, another idea, I sent it to Marsha.

Ten minutes later I got a reply.

‘I want to do that. Please…please…puh-LEEZE!’

I started laughing. Tommy snored away, dead to the world, and suddenly I was bent over, busting a gut. I typed in, “Come on down!”

Ten minutes later Marsha knocked on the door. Man, she was all ready. She was wearing a robe with nothing underneath, and held a bag.

She looked at Tommy, snoring away, and grinned.

“What’s with the bag?” I asked.

“So he doesn’t recognize me. It’ll drive him crazy!”

After we controlled our laughter, she told me to man her cell phone.

I held the little thing and stood back.

Marsha stripped her robe off and slid the bag over her head. She had cut two, little holes, and she sat down next to Tommy. I held the phone still, occasionally changed viewpoint, and watched the magic unfold.

First, she sucked his nipples, held his caged cock and sucked hard. Made big slurping sounds.

Then she went down on him, and managed to get his cock, cage and all, into her mouth. She grabbed his balls and squeezed and pulled.

Tommy moaned in his sleep.

She got up on him, rode him with her pussy, slapped his ass and acted like a cowgirl. She sat on his face. We almost lost it when he choked and gasped under her pussy. Then, the coup de grace, she lay down on him and began vibrating herself.

God this was hot. We were girlfriends, but I had never seen her, or any other, woman get off. I had never observed a woman having an orgasm, and it was incredible, and magnificent.

She poked herself for a while, and moaned, and played with her big tits. Then she began to do the old in and out seriously. She lurched and trembled and moaned, and suddenly, like a volcano blowing its top, she let loose with a wail.

“GAAHHH!…FUCK…FUCK…AHHH!”

Her pelvis shook and shivered, her hips lurched, and she actually started to ejaculate on Tommy.

I had heard of women cumming, having a big, old squirt of liquid, but I had never seen one, and it was magnificent. She yelped and shivered and squirted, then she collapsed.

Tommy was drenched. The bag was soaked. The whole damn couch looked like it had gone swimming!

She gave me a thumbs up, and I stopped the video.

Tommy slept on.

The next morning I awoke, stretched luxuriously, and considered how nice it was to have the whole bed to myself.

I mean, it’s nice to have a warm body to cuddle with, but not all the time. Sometimes it was nice just to have all that space.

I got up and headed for the shower. I turned the hot water on and felt the steam sooth my body. God, it felt good.

I mean, yeah, sure, it’s nice to shower with somebody else. But…but it’s nice to have the shower to yourself. To not have to shift your position, to not have to scrub somebody’s back, or sexual parts.

Hmm. I was liking this new mode of living.

I got out of the shower and dried myself off just in time. Tommy stumbled through the bedroom and into the bathroom. He tried to pee standing up, but couldn’t. Pee squirted all over the place so he sat down. He held his head and sat and pee dribbled into the toilet.

I stood, leaning against the door jamb, and asked, “What’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” he mumbled. He was badly hung over. “My dick hurts. It’s all hard and…” he trailed off. Too miserable to talk.

He looked up at me. “What the fuck happened last night?”

“Why, what do you mean?”

“I woke up out on the couch, I’ve got some sticky stuff all over me, and the whole couch is damp! Oh, God. My head hurts.”

“Well,” I considered how much to tell him, “I tried to make love to you, but you…you refused.”

“What? No way! Ohhh!”

“Are you going to puck?”

“No…no…I wouldn’t…Oooh, fuck!”

He hoped off the toilet and spun around and started calling for Ralph.

“Ra-a-alph! Ra-a-alph!”

The toilet filled up with a disgusting smell.

“Gah!” I said. I held my nose and turned away.

Fifteen minutes later he was clean and sitting at the kitchen table. He looked a little green, and I fed him some toast.

“If you can keep it down I’ll make you some more.”

“Oh.”

I watched him, and kept my grin inside. Poor boy. But if he thought he was suffering now, he hadn’t seen nuttin’!

A half hour later, him recovering somewhat, but still too sick to feel amorous, in spite of the way his dick was trying and failing to get hard, I sat down opposite him and shoved the cell phone across the table.

He looked at it and didn’t move for a minute, then he blinked and figured out the opening picture. Him, naked, couch.

He reached for the phone and began watching the video.

Me on the chair, playing with myself, diddling myself, and finally having a grand and glorious cum.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

I looked down. His dick was struggling in the cage. Dick willing, but stomach trying to throw up.

He looked up at me. “You…you…”

I shrugged. “I was willing. I had the key ready to go. You saw me hold it to the lock, but when you just snored…what was I supposed to do.”

“You could have woken me up!”

“Honey, an atom bomb wouldn’t have woken you up.”

“But I could have…I’m so horny…I—“

“Want to do it now?”

“Ohhh!” he groaned. “I want to…”

“But you might throw up on me. No thanks.”

“But…but…” he started watching the phone again, his dick throbbed, and he gulped rapidly.

I was going to draw this out, save the second video for another time, but he was in the perfect position right now. I decided, “Honey, there’s another video.”

“What?” his forehead furrowed and he blinked several times.

“Yes. Apparently you had a lot more fun than you thought.”

“I…did? I did? What—“

“Here,” I took the cell phone and started the second video.

A naked woman, with a bag over her head, laid on him. And played with him. When she managed to get his whole, caged cock into her mouth I thought he was going to curl up and die.

“Who?” he asked. “Who?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t know who was under the bag.”

“You know…”

“I just know that after I had my most delightful cum I heard a knock at the door. I opened it up and a naked woman with a bag over her head danced in. I guess she was passing by and saw through our front window. She danced around, rubbed you up and down trying to get a reaction—maybe she wanted a nice fuck—then, when you wouldn’t respond, she…played with you.”

“She got my whole cock in her mouth! With the cage!”

“Oh, yeah. Did that feel good?”

“How would I know!” he yelled. “I was unconscious!”

“Too bad. So sad. Maybe if you weren’t such a drunken lout you could have gotten fucked. Twice. Did you see how big her tits were?

Tommy began to cry. Actually cry.

And I began to exult. Only one day. Less than a day, and he was already succumbing.

This was going to be easy!


PART TWO

Tommy cleaned the house…and begged. Tommy made dinner and did the dishes…and begged. Tommy threatened to break the chastity tube and jack off.

“Well, if you can’t keep your word. If you can’t be a man…”

“What’s manly about having your cock locked up?”

“It’s manly because it turns me on. It makes me wet. Do you want me to be horny for you?”

“Well…” I could see him thinking about it. Too horny, get out of cage, wife horny, stay in cage.

“But I just need a little relief! My balls are blue! My cock won’t stop trying to…trying to…get hard.”

“Yeah, but when I do let it out it’s going to make up for all the deprivation. It’s going to get so hard you could cut diamonds!”

“But…but…”

And so the arguments went.

In truth, though, he was enjoying it.

He was protesting, he was going down hard, but he was enjoying it. What man wouldn’t want his whole existence revolving around and focusing on his cock?

But I knew that if I pushed him too hard it wasn’t going to be fun, and I had to make it fun to win.

So a week went by, and I never missed an opportunity to play with him, to massage him, to kiss him…but it was time.

But, of course, I had a plan.

“Honey, you’ve been wanting relief. Are you still wanting?”

He looked up from the sink where he was washing dishes. He was wearing a pink apron, so cute, but it was mine, and he would need his own apron. His own set of clothes, for that matter.

“Does Godzilla want to step on Tokyo?”

“Then tonight, if you’re a good boy, I will give you a ‘little’ relief.”

He looked at me with his brow furrowed. “What do you mean a ‘little?’

“You’ll have to find out. But there are several conditions if we are going to make this happen.”

He wiped his hands off and turned to me. “What kind of conditions?”

“Oh, a whole bunch. And you will find out about them tonight, if you want to get your relief. But, one condition right now…take off your clothes.”

I didn’t need to repeat myself on that one. He tossed the apron onto a chair and slipped out of his shirt and pants. He stood there, a manly man with his cock in a cage.

Fuck. I wanted to cum right then.

I picked up the apron and tossed it to him. “You can wear this. And I’ll be getting you another one, one more fitting to your station. And I’ll be getting you some other clothes, too.”

He looked at the apron, I thought he might refuse, but he put it on. He wasn’t done with the dishes, after all.

“What kind of clothes?”

“Finish the dishes and I’ll show you.”

Frowning, a little worried, he turned back to the dishes. I headed for the computer to pull up a few websites.

“I’m not wearing that!”

We wearing sitting in front of my computer looking at ‘Janet’s Closet.’ Precisely, we were looking at bras and panties.

“Why not?”

“Maybe you haven’t noticed, I’m a man. Nothing up here!” He slapped his pectorals.

“Oh, we can fix that,” I clicked to the breast form section, “Choose your boob.”

He blinked. He was resistant. He was even a little angry, but his little cock was squirming and wiggling and trying to get hard int he worst possible way.

He turned to me. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“Because you want it.” I put my hand on his cage. “You can protest all you want, but your little cock is throbbing.”

“It’s throbbing because it’s trying to get loose!”

“And it might get loose tonight.”

“Might?”

“Whether you get a ‘little’ relief is up to you. And all you have to do is tell me what you would like to wear.”

“This is crazy.”

“Just around the house. Kinky stuff that will make me really horny. Nobody needs to know.” I kept a straight face and hid my lie.

“But…why does it make you horny?” He was actually really curious. Not just protesting. That was a good sign.

“Doesn’t seeing a woman in underwear make you horny?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Well seeing men in sexy underwear does it for me. Believe me, if you knew how wet I was right now you would jump into my underwear and run down the street jumping for joy.”

He smiled at my words, good sign, but then he frowned. “Well, I don’t—“

I spun my chair towards him, reached over and turned his chair towards me. We were face to face. I was wearing slacks and a blouse and full underwear underneath. He was naked. I reached for his groin and cupped his package in my hands. God, it was hot!

“Honey?”

“What?”

I leaned forward slowly. He was getting so weirded out that he almost backed up, but my hands on his groin, my red lips closing in on him…I touched my lips to his. I reached around and grabbed the back of his head.

For a long minute our mouths were attached, our flesh was heating up, I could feel the blood surging in his poor, caged cock.

I backed off an inch.

He stared at me.

I let go of his head and grabbed one of his nipples. I pulled on his nipples and his package and we kissed again.

“Mmmm,” he groaned as I lightly twisted his nipple. I knew the sensations were shooting down to his crotch.

I took a long time, just making out, and he didn't resist. He couldn't resist. No man can resist.

I broke from him. We were breathing heavily. I said, “Pick your bra and panties.”

We turned back towards Janet’s Closet, and he kept side glancing at me. But, finally, I had his attention on the site, and he looked, and, finally…”That one.”

“Excellent. I’m going to get you a couple of other things to go along with it, but don’t worry. I’ve got excellent taste. Now, time to do the laundry?”

“Well, but I…”

“Go on, now. You’ll have all day to anticipate tonight, and these things will be delivered in a few days. You are going to be so hot.”

I patted his bare thigh.

He didn’t want to get up. He wanted to stay and make out, and he would have even ordered more stuff. But I had pushed him enough for one day.

He finally stood up and went to start the laundry.

“Finish the dishes and I’ll go get ready.”

He nodded, and gulped. He had been thinking about this all day. He was going to get free. He was going to get to use his dick. He was going to…do what I told him to.

Fifteen minutes later he trotted into the bedroom. That’s right. Trotted. Not walked. He was so anxious his skin was actually glowing pink. He was so excited his blood was surging through his body.

He looked at the bed.

It was a poster bed, and four of his neckties looped around the posts. I would get some handcuffs or manacles or leather straps later, but right now, he stared at the neckties and his mind started to blow.

“What is this?”

“It’s a ‘little’ relief. Of course if you’d rather not climb onto the bed…”

“No…uh, no. I’m fine. He laid on the bed and I started fastening him down.

“I thought you were going to be naked,” he stared at my breast as I leaned over him.

I finished the tie and told him to struggle. He struggled half heartedly. He didn’t really want to get away.

“Go on, really try.”

So he did, and it was obvious that he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Okay, now then, we have a few rules to talk about.”

“Rules?”

“First, I am going to go in the bathroom and put on my uniform. You see, lover dear, you’ve been getting entirely too excited these past few days, and it’s bad for you to see my naked body.”

“It is?” he was staring at me like he had X-ray vision.

“Yes. We need to calm you down. We don’t want this,” I grabbed his cage, “To struggle and hurt itself. So you need to calm down.”

My actions, of course, made him hornier than ever. To be told he could no longer see my body, to deprive him, in his mind, was making him want all the harder.

“So outside of a few times, like when I need a massage, or for you to scrub me in the shower, you aren’t going to be seeing my naked form anymore.”

“I’m not?” he was gulping frantically, his eyes looked so wide and scared.

“But I want you naked all the time. Except for your cute apron, or maybe when I want to see you wearing something sexy.”

“But, I don’t—“

“Hush, dear,” I placed my finger on his lips. “Tomorrow you will move all your male clothes out to the laundry room in the garage. When you have to leave the house you may dress or undress in there. Understood.”

“Well, I…”

“Don’t disappoint me now.” I shook his cage. “I don’t want to be disappointed. Do you want to disappoint me?”

He shook his head in the negative.

“Excellent. Are you ready for your little cum?”

“Yes.” He nodded frantically. Poor boy. His dick really was doing his thinking for him. I looked down at it and it was actually drooling. Man, he was ready.

I went into the bathroom.

I didn’t have a leather outfit that the books recommended, but I put on black underwear, pulled my hair back in a top pony tail, and painted my lips red. Finally, I put on high heels, I did have some sexy semi-boots with high spikes, and I walked back into the bedroom.

“Oh…my…God!” He blurted.

I sashayed over to him with a smile. He stared at me, couldn’t take his eyes off me. I leaned forward, my hair brushing over his groin, and put the key into the lock and twisted. The lock came loose and I took the tube off.

SPROING!

He was instantly standing up harder than a gravestone!

I smiled at him, and took the beast in my hand.

“Take off the ring,” he suggested, quite desperately.

“No. I like it when the flow of blood is restricted. I was hoping we might give you a smaller ring.”

He made a moaning sound.

I started to stroke his cock.

There is an art to stroking the cock. You don’t just jack it desperately, frantically,  you must do it slowly, lovingly, giving the man no chance to do anything but feel it.

I laid down between his legs, he had a pillow under his head and he could watch me.

I put my red lips over the head and began to suck.

His eyes were locked on me, on my mouth.

I licked the underhead. I palpated his balls. I stroked him.

Slowly.

Within a minute he was groaning.

“Please…please…do me!”

“I am, lover boy. Now, did you want me to stop so we could discuss this? Or do you trust that I am a cocksucking expert who knows what she is doing?”

“I…I trust.” He could hardly speak, he was so excited.

I stroked him up and down, I took him in my mouth again. I kissed under the skull, I licked up his shaft.

He began to twitch and jerk, so I stopped. “You must hold still. Don’t try to fuck my mouth. That would be very disrespectful. Do you understand?”

“Yes! Yes!”

He tried to hold still, and was pretty successful.

I went back to licking his cock, kissing it, stroking it, and slobbering all over the head. I backed off and blow on the now EXTREMELY sensitive head.

He was jerking uncontrollably, but trying to hold himself still. It was so fun so watch him in this predicament. Sometimes I backed off just to scare him.

Finally, he was getting close. It takes a long time, maybe 10 or 12 minutes, to get a guy off this way, but the good news is that when he is close he doesn’t so much explode as drool.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” He moaned, and just as he started to surge, I could feel his sperm pulsing up the shaft, I backed off and squeezed the base of his cock.

“Fuck!” He yelled, and he tried to lurch and jerk free from my hand.

Nope. And a single drop of sperm oozed out of his slit.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

I just smiled, and his penis throbbed, and when the lurching was done, I kissed him tenderly. Then I washed him gently with a soft wash cloth and got him ready for the tube. He was already starting to go limp.

“Why did you…why?”

“Honey,” I explained patiently. “You just got a ‘little’ cum. Was it good?”

“It was…frustrating!”

“Are you saying you didn’t like it? That I shouldn’t even give you a ‘little’ cum?”

“No…I don’t…no…”

He was so delightfully confused. He wanted a big cum, and he was afraid to say he didn’t want a little cum. He was scared it might mean no cums.”

I slipped the tube on him and locked it with that wonderful

CLICK!

He stared at his cock.

“Do you feel relieved?”

“Well, uh…yes.” But he didn’t. I mean, he did, he had cum, and the desire was diminished, but…he still had a sackful of semen in him.

“Excellent. Be a good boy all week and maybe we can do that again.”

I undid his ties, let him loose, and sat on the bed and waited. It didn’t take long.

He embraced me, held me in his arms, and cried.

“There, there,” I said. “You’re a good boy.”

He snuffled and sobbed, and slowly stopped crying.

“Now go wash the car or something.”

“But…but I really wanted to fuck you.”

“Oh, those days are past. But you can, if you wish, get me off.”

“What?”

“Well, I got you off. Isn’t it only right that you get me off?”

“But…I…”

“Of course, if you don’t want to…”

“But I thought I wasn’t supposed to see your naked body?”

“Oh, we can fix that. Did you want to make me cum?”

He nodded, his face was so tortured and cute.

“Very well, put this on.”

I took a mask out of my bottom drawer. It was like a Zorro mask, but without the eyeholes.

Dutifully, he slipped the mask on. It covered his eyes perfectly.

“Can you see anything.”

“No.”

“Very well. I’m going to take my clothes off, but if you peek I won’t be giving you any kind of cum for a long…long…LONG time. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he nodded.

I took my clothes off and lay on the bed. I spread my legs and said, “I’m on the bed waiting.”

He felt the bed, crept across it, and felt my body. He felt my breasts, and I could almost hear his heart pounding.

“Suck my tits.”

“Oh, yes!” he was so eager. He had just cum, but he still had a load of cum, and the excitement that went along with being fully loaded.

He put mouth to my breasts and one hand snaked down to my pussy. He sucked, and he tickled my clitoris.

“Oh, yes.” I said. “You’re a good pussy slave.”

He redoubled his efforts, as if my simple compliment had inspired him.

Finally, I pushed his face down to my crotch and he began eating. His fingers were under his chin and pointed into my sacred hole. He was breathing frantically as he jacked my hole.

“Oh, yes…” I sighed, and my hips started to move. And I realized: there is nothing like a blind man eating your pussy! There is nothing like dominating a man and having him attend to you in this most perfect manner.

I began to lurch, to tilt my pelvis. I fucked his fingers and his face, and where his cum had been a ‘little’ one, mine was big, really…really…REALLY big!             

I locked up in huge spasm, and squirts of clear liquid shot all over his face. My thighs clamped on the sides of his head, but he kept his tongue working.

“OH…OH…Oh…!”

And, finally, I came down.

He slowed down. I had no doubt that his jaw was aching.

I pushed his head away. “Now, go. Close the door on your way out, then take the mask out.”

He slid off the bed and stumbled towards the door. I almost giggled, watching him feel his way around.

Then he shut the door and I was left alone. Feeling so deliciously wicked and good. And I wondered: can I get myself off again? With my big vibrator?

I answered that question a few minutes later, and it was a good answer.

His bra and panties arrived, along with a flowing negligee. I immediately had him put everything on. Heck, it was easy. The poor boy was naked, and loved it, but he wanted some kind of covering. I watched him as he moved around the house, doing his chores and getting used to wearing his new apparel.

And he loved it! Oh, it took a few hours, but he started moving differently, actually prancing and flouncing about. And I knew it was time for the next step.

“Tommy?” I called.

“What?”

He hurried into the bedroom. I admired his shape, so sexy, but he needed curves.

“I’m going to order you some hormones.”

“Hormones?” He frowned. “What for?”

“You need to fill out your bra. And I want to get you a bigger bra to fill out.”

“Oh,” he was thinking about that. But, having already adapted to so much, he was almost accepting it all. Then he asked, “But won’t that make my dick go limp?”

“Oh, honey,” I patted his cheek. “You shouldn’t worry about that. We’ll just give you a lot of estrogen, but we won’t bother with the testosterone blockers.”

“And that will make sure I still get erections?”

I loved it. He was almost embarrassed by saying the word erection. My little Tommy was definitely changing.

“Absolutely. Some day I’m going to want to fuck that dick of yours.”

“Really?” Instant eagerness.

“Sure. In fact, now I’ve got you here…would you like me to give you a good fuck?”

His heart almost leaped out of his chest. “Oh, yes!” I was pleased by how eager he was.

“Well, I could probably do that, but you’re going to have to give a little to get a little.”

Before, when I had said that type of thing, he had shivered and shrunk. Now he accepted it, and there was even a trace of eagerness in his voice.

“What would I have to do?”

“I’d like to put some make up on you.”

“Make up.” He was still, frozen, and yet this was sort of a make or break point. Oh, he would eventually do it, but I’d rather him do it now, and without the fuss. I wanted to get him past this make or break point quickly.

“You mean put make up on me. Like…like powder and cream and stuff.

I was sitting at my make up table, putting on my own make up, and I didn’t look at him.

“Of course if you don’t want to…” and the unsaid portion of that sentence…if you don’t want me to fuck you…

“Well, I guess…I mean…it wouldn’t hurt.

I turned to him, “Of course not, honey. Women put on make up every day, and you know why?”

He didn’t say anything. I could tell deep shifts were happening in his delicate psyche.

“Because it’s fun, and it feels good. You’ll feel so pretty, and you’ll look so good in your bra and panties.”

I turned back to the mirror. “Of course if you don’t want to…”

He stood silently for a full two minutes, just staring at me. I had to force myself not to suddenly look at him.

“Well, if you really want to…”

“No, no, honey. It’s if you want to. If you want make up I’ll help you put it on. This is all about you, honey.”

He must have stood silently for a full five minutes as I finished making myself up. I was just rolling on my bright, red lipstick when he mumbled. “Sure.”

“Sure, what?”

“Sure, I’d like to put on some make up.”

I turned to him. “Well, okay. I’ll help you, sweetie. Here, take my place.”

I moved to the side and he sat down in my make up chair. He stared at the bottles and jars as if they would bite him.

“Now this is moisturizer, turn towards me a bit. Moisturizer moistens your skin, but it also cleans it. It will clean out your pores and your skin will be able to breath.”

I used a small sponge to clean his face.

“This is primer. It will prepare your face, smooth it out so we can…”

I went through the steps quickly but efficiently.

He watched as his face lost color, then gained color and definition. I softened his cheekbones and his jawline. I worked on his throat, and finally I was working on his eyes.

I held a pencil next to his eyes and he was gulping. As I made the lines he was aware of how dangerous this was.

Then I shadowed his eyes, and, finally, I held up a tube of lipstick.

“Are you ready?”

“Uh, yes.”

“After this you won’t be a man anymore.”

He stared at me.

“This is going to really make you into a woman. Are you sure you want me to paint your lips?”

“I…I…” he could hardly speak, but he managed to nod his head.

“Okay,” I colored his lips, and he watched me, and was in awe. That I could do this to him, change him, change his whole idea of himself, was mind boggling.

I sat back and we stared at the mirror.

I leaned forward and picked up a hairbrush and began combing out his hair, fluffing it a bit. He had longish hair, and while it wasn’t perfect, at least not yet, it was a start.

“Should I get a wig?” he asked.

“Your hair is almost long enough. A month from now we’ll be giving you perms.”

Another big gulp.

“Okay, I’ve got one other surprise for you. Stand up.”

He stood up and stared at me. He was perfectly feminine. A little diet, some hormones, and he would lose the shoulders and his butt would round out.

I reached under my make up table and brought out a bag. I lifted a box out of the bag and held it out to him.

“What’s this?” he sounded a little breathy. I do believe the poor boy was turning himself on.

“Open it.”

He opened it, and his eyes grew large and his mouth opened.

High heels. And I couldn’t wait to paint his toenails. They would look so cute peeking out under the instep strap.

“Oh, my gosh!”

“It took me a while, but I think I’ve got the size right. Go ahead and put them on.”

He leaned over and slid his feet into the shoes, buckled the little straps, then stood up and looked down.

Oh. My. God. He was beautiful. His face was so feminine and his bra and panties so sexy, and his hair, puffed out and sprayed. And I really loved his lips. I had used plumper and gloss on them, and they were full and sexy and I wanted to kiss them in the worst way.

I stepped up to him, turned him so we could stand together in the full length mirror.

We stood, two beautiful women, and he was trembling.

“Honey, if it’s all right, I think I’d like to fuck you now.”

He turned to me, and the eagerness in his eyes was almost pathetic.

I went to my dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo.

“Wait…what is…wait…”

I buckled the strap on around my waist and fitted the dildo into the socket.

“What are you…I didn’t…”

“Honey? Tommy? I thought you understood. I said I was going to fuck you. What did you expect?”

“But…I…I…”

“Now climb up on the bed. I want you on all fours. Butt in the air.”

“But…I…” he was almost crying.

“Now don’t cry. I don’t want you to mess your make up.”

“But I—“

“Tommy!” I stamped my foot. “This is what we have been working towards. This is what you want to be. And this is the real final step. Now are you going to get on the bed? Or am I going to have to get out the paddle?”

“Paddle?”

“Paddle. If you don’t get on the bed right this instant I will spank your ass until you can’t sit down for a month.”

If I had tried this a month previous, or even a week previous, it would have failed. But Tommy was coming around. He had lost the power to resist me, and…he liked what was happening. He might protest, but his cock was trying to become hard, and he couldn’t lie about that.

Mumbling under his breath, saying I know not what, he climbed on the bed and turned his butt towards me.

I grabbed a glob of lube and moved between his legs. He jerked when I put the lube on his asshole and started rubbing it in.

“Oh, fuck…” he whispered. “Oh, fuck!”

I reamed his hole gently, making sure it was slippery, slide-y good. Then I pushed the top of my cock against his brown star.

He tensed up, became rigid.

I slapped his ass and snapped, “None of that. If you don’t relax it’s going to hurt. I don’t want your first time to hurt!”

He forced himself to relax, and I massaged his ass and thighs and kept reaming his asshole. Finally, he was ready.

Moving very, very slowly, I pushed the tip of my dick into Tommy. He started to resist, but I kept slapping his ass and waiting, and finally we had the head in. It just sort of popped, and I had my dick inside his anus.

He was breathing hard, like he had just run a race, and I soothed him, patted his fanny, and slowly began to work in and out.

For long minutes I pushed in and out. I could feel the raised veins of my plastic peter rubbing against his anal walls. He was gasping and gulping and his ass was twitching. He was liking it, but he was still scared.

“How you doing, lover?”

“I’m…I’m okay.”

“Good. I’m going to drive in a little harder. You tell me if you like it.”

“Okay,” his voice was a timid, little whisper.

I picked up speed, started ramming him harder and harder. He started to grunt, the he began to push back. I smiled. It wouldn’t be long now.

After another minute he started soughing, breathing out in a more relaxed manner. I knew it was happening. I was pressing on his prostate and his semen was leaking out.

“How are you feeling?” I slowed down.

“Oh, man,” he sighed. “I just…it’s relaxing.”

“You’re cumming.”

“What?”

“Feel your cock.”

He unbalanced briefly, going to three limbs, and he reached down to feel his cage. He brought up his hand and stared at it. It had a big glob of semen on it.

“What..what is this?”

“It’s your cum, lover. I told you. You’re cumming.”

“But I’m not having an orgasm.”

“That’s okay. You’re getting rid of that nasty spunk. You’ll be empty, really empty. I’m going to pull out now.”

“Do you have to?” he begged.

“I do. We don’t want to overdo it. Besides, this is not for pleasure, it’s just to empty you.”

I pulled out, and he groaned. Then he fell forward and just lay there and breathed.

I got up and took off my strap on. I tossed it on the floor. Tommy would wash it later and put it away. I went to the bed where he was still laying.

“Roll over. Put this mask on.”

“What? Why?” But he did as I asked.

I fastened his wrists and ankles to the poles.

I unlocked his cock and…

SPROING!

“Oh! Why is it so hard?”

“Because while your balls are empty, your mind still thinks you’ve got a full load. You didn’t get your orgasm, remember?”

“Oh.”

I stared down at him and grinned. He was so fucking hot, with that female face and those juicy, red lips. And he was making me so fucking hot.

He couldn’t see me, but I had my blouse open and was wearing a half bra. My nipples felt electric in the cool air.

I squatted over him and began to lower myself.

Oh, God! It felt good. I had been using the vibrator, and while that’s good, it’s nothing like the feel of hot, hard flesh.

He gasped as I engulfed him, and he began to thrust up into me.

I let him. This was what I wanted. I had been craving a real dicking.

I sank until he was balls deep, and I wiggled, and he groaned and I could feel his cock rubbing my insides.

“Oh, God!”

He fucked me, hard, and I let myself go a little limp. I stayed on top, but I wanted to feel that delicious feeling of giving it up.

And, finally, I started to squirt. “FU-U-UCK!” I yelled, and my pussy tensed and my pelvis locked up. I had my nipples in my hands and I gripped them so hard I was afraid they would bleed.

But it felt good, and the white hot heat swarmed me, took away my senses, and it was a long minute before I started to return to my senses.

“Okay, baby.” I stood up.

“No! No!” He grasped for me, but I slapped his hands away. I looked down on him, wiggling, writhing, fucking the air and getting no where.

“Please! Please! I haven’t cum!”

“And you’re not going to. You have no sperm in you.”

“But I’m still horny?”

“You’re mind is. But your body isn’t able to squirt, at least for a day or two.”

I got off the bed and headed for a shower. When I got out he was still moaning and whining.

“Quiet down now,” I slapped his dick.

“Ow!” but he quieted.

“Now, I can leave you here and put the tube on later, or I can go get the peas. Which would you like?

“I…can I just lay here?”

“Very well,” and I started to walk out of the room, then I had a thought and I turned around.

“Tommy?”

“Yeah?” his chest was heaving as he tried to regain control of himself.

“We started down this road a while ago, and…are you bored anymore?”

“Oh, God, no!”

I smiled.

“And am I beautiful? Do you love me?”

He started to cry. “I love you…you’re the most beautiful woman on earth…please…I’m sorry.”

I smiled and left the room.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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