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Author’s Note

I love stories when men do dumb things and get their comeuppance.

This story is like that, but it goes little further.

In fact, it might be called a cautionary.

But, listen, don’t you think, in your little heart of hearts, that women should be in charge?

Don’t you think the world would be a kinder and gentler place if men knew their places?

Of course it would.

So read on, get to know Reggie and how a small misadventure changed his life.

And don’t blame Marsha. After all, she’s only doing what every woman wants to do.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Oh, baby! Lay down, I want to rump you.”

Reggie was drunk, as usual. Quite drunk.

And, he was south of the border, in Tijuana, to be exact.

And he was horny.

Lupe groaned and pushed the rude Norteamericano away for the eight time.

Her brother said be good to the gringos. They pay for the bar. Dance and sing, even a little kiss or two. It means a few bucks, which is a lot of pesos.

Reggie was a dirty blonde with a handsome face. He was little skinny, and short, and maybe that was what drove him to be so rude and direct.

“Rump me? What does that mean?” Lupe said, hoping to get him talking and stop using his hands.

“It means,” Reggie said, leaning close and whispering into the ear of the buxom, Latin beauty, that I want to put my weenie where the sun doesn’t shine.

For a moment Lupe didn’t fully understand, then she got it. Then she doubted that he really meant what he said. He probably just didn’t understand the language.

But when she looked at him, his avaricious face, the lust in his eyes, the big boner in his pants, she knew he knew exactly what he meant.

“Puta,” mumbled Lupe, getting up and evading his octopus hands. “I go bathroom.”

Reggie leaned after her, managed to place his hands on her rump, and he gave a howl.

“Yow!”

Then he slid out of the booth and followed her towards the restrooms.

They were in some dive called La Cucaracha. It was plank floors, cheap tequila and Mexican babes with le grand tetons, or whatever they called big tits on this side of the border.

The patrons of the bar chuckled as they watched Reggie stagger after Lupe.

The bartender watched with half lidded eyes. Better watch that gringo. He didn’t mind if the gringos did a little pawing, and if the girls made some money on the side, that was okay. But he didn’t want any of his girls beaten up.

Especially Lupe. His sister.

Lupe pushed past the bat wing doors and into the dirty hallway that led to the bathrooms.

She muttered a string of Spanish which loosely translated as, fucking, short-dicked gringo, son of a dog. Her sexy voice made a pretty sound out of a mean curse.

She was unaware of Reggie following her.

She went through the door that was hanging on by one hinge and looked into the mirror.

She saw a raven-haired Mexican beauty with dark eyes and a killer body.

She sighed in disgust. She was wasting herself on these estupido gringos. She should be in Hollywood, or maybe married to a rich, old rancher who liked to breed.

She put her little finger up to her eyebrows to smooth a loose hair…and the door burst open.

“Lupe! Baby! Where’d you go?”

Now, truth, Reggie wasn’t a bad sort. Normally, he was a polite fellow who treated people with courtesy, and even could be considered a gentleman.

He was married, but he was just flirting, right?

And he might steal a kiss and then go home and only feel guilty for a minute. Then he would buy his wife flowers and get over it.

But at that moment, chock full of tequila, in a foreign country, surrounded by the most luscious babes in his drunken universe, he was rude.

He lurched down the counter and grabbed Lupe.

“EEK!” Lupe tried to push away from him, but only ended up mashed against the wall. Reggie’s hands were grabbing her boobs, and, being a survivor in a rough country, she raised a knee.

“UNH!” Reggie grabbed his groin and feel against her.

He was off balance, she couldn’t get out, and his head lowered until he was face deep in her chest.

That was the moment that Ricardo, the bartending brother, burst through the bathroom door.

Ricardo took a look at the panic on his sister’s face, the way she was trapped against the wall, the way the Norteamericano was pushing his face into his sister’s cleavage.

“Fuck!” he muttered. But he wasn’t much for swearing. After that one word he pulled out a wicked, sharp stiletto and advanced on the pig from north of the border.

He grabbed Reggie by his long hair and pulled him back. He placed the knife point at the side of the pig’s neck, and—

“NO!” Lupe screamed.

Ricardo looked up. His eyes were gleaming with the lust for violence. This pig had manhandled his sister, and—

“You no kill heem!” Lupe shouted.

Ricardo wanted to stick his knife in the Americano’s neck in the worst way, but he paused.

Lupe took advantage of Ricardo’s momentary hesitation and grabbed his arm.

“No kill! No Federales! You no go to jail!”

“What I do with this son of a peeg?”

Lupe thought quickly.

If she took too long thinking Ricardo would get tired of waiting and plunge his knife into the drunken fool’s neck.

She could tell him to let him go, but Ricardo had that look in his eyes. He wasn’t going to let the Americano go.

So what could she say that would stop Ricardo’s knife, and at the same time sate his desire for violence?

“Pablo Perez! Give him to Pablo!”

For a moment Ricardo thought about it.

Pablo was the local drug dealer. He was cartel. He was known to have a mean streak wider than the Rio Grande. He would do far worse to the Norteamericano than Ricardo ever would, and then Ricardo wouldn’t have to deal with Federales.

He could keep his bar, get rich off the peegs who came south to get out of control and treat his country with such disrespect.

Lupe watched her brother, and worried, then sighed with relief when he simple flipped his knife over and bopped the idiot gringo on the head with the butt of the knife.

Reggie slid to the floor and went to sleep.

“Go work the bar,” Ricardo said, taking out his cell phone. He tapped a number and waited for a couple of rings.

Lupe stepped over the unconscious Reggie and went through the door to the dingy hallway. As the door closed she heard her brother say, “I wish speak to Señor Perez.”

The logistics of toting a body through the dark alleys of Tijuana not being of much interest, let’s just say that Reggie woke up in a back room somewhere.

At first he figured he had drunk too much and passed out.

He did have a hangover.

Then he looked at the room and wondered. It was a peeling bit of adobe with a dried beam roof. There was a shelf in one corner on which stood a statue of Jesus. It was pink, and he groaned and felt his head, and his arms hurt, and he thought of that old song.

I don’t care if it rains or freezes,

long as I got my plastic Jesus,

sittin’ on the dashboard of my car…

Then he wondered why his arms hurt. And why he felt like he was wrapped in some sort of blanket. And why his mouth felt like a donkey had taken a shit in it.

He tried to sit up, felt weight shifting on his chest, and that’s when things came together, and that’s when the panic set in.

He looked down at his chest. The weight he felt wasn’t a blanket. It was…flesh. Two mountains of chest, to be precise.

He was naked, his side suddenly shrieked with pain and he saw a badly stitched cut in his side.

He felt the stitches, they were fresh with little streaks of blood coming out of them.

His head was banging, and now he realized it wasn’t just alcohol, it was drugs. Somebody had drugged him.

And…the mountains were breasts. Tits. Chi chis.

His mind on vacation yet screaming, he put a hand up, and it hurt, and he felt his boobs.

They were big, real big. Real Chyna 2000s.

The boobs were so big they pushed out, and his nipples were pushed up and out.

He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. His throat felt like he had been gargling cotton and razor blades. No way he was going to say anything.

It took a while, but he managed to stand up. He wavered, his hands holding his new tits. They were so big he had to hold them. They were so heavy they threatened to rip his flesh.

He walked across the room. His feet were bare. Somebody had stolen not just his clothes, but his shoes.

He came to the door, a simple plank affair that did little to stop the weather, and pushed it open.

He stepped into the doorway and looked out.

He was in a village. A shabby, scabby, little affair with two dirt roads that crossed, a fountain from which bubbled a bit of water, and eight or ten small building. Businesses. With adobe huts behind the buildings for the peasants to live in.

“Oh, fuck,” he croaked. He staggered across the square to the fountain. The sun was hot and beat down on him like a sledge hammer.

He ducked his head into the little trough of water. He drank, and wondered if he was going to get the shits.

But the shits were the least of his problems.

His breasts fell out of his hands and sagged down to the water. The water felt cool on his tits, and he grabbed them again to support them. God! They were heavy!

He straightened up, and saw an old woman staring at him.

She was the typical Mexican peasant, chubby, a slab face, once beautiful but used for breeding until she was a drudge.

He was in cartel land, he realized.

“Help,” he called to her, but his voice hadn’t fully recovered.

She reached into the pocket of her drab, peasant dress and pulled out an expensive iPhone.

She hit a number and started gabbling away.

Reggie turned, held his breasts, and sat on the edge of the fountain. He was fucked up. He needed nourishment, sleep, a way out of this land of banditos and tacos.

For a long minute he sat, naked and not caring that he was naked, then he stood up again.

He staggered towards the old woman, who watched him. As he got close she stepped into a doorway and the door slammed.

Now there were three other people in the square. Two kids in striped pajama type clothes and an old man.

“Help,” called Reggie, stumbling over the packed earth towards the trio.

The old man patted the kids on the back and they scurried away. He stepped forth to meet Reggie.

“Senor Reggie,” he smiled, showing the spaces where teeth used to be. “You come. I have burrito for you. I make myself. It good burrito. Real meat.”

He took Reggie’s hand and led him towards what looked like a closed cantina.

As they walked Reggie blurted out sentences. “I need help. Where am I? Can you call the police?”

The old man led Reggie into the shadows of the little bar. He sat him at a table that rocked on four legs, and brought him a beer.

Reggie guzzled it. It was warm, but he didn’t care.

And the old man brought him a burrito. With rice and salsa and slices of lemon.

A feast in this terrible place.

And it was delicious.

Reggie ate, swallowing before the thing was chewed, and slowly felt the strength come back into him.

The old man sat in a nearby chair and watched him. He smiled whenever Reggie looked a thin, and nodded companionably.

“Where am I?” Reggie asked.

The old man apparently didn’t speak English, for he shrugged and grinned happily.

“Great,” muttered Reggie. “A village of idiots.”

The old man just grinned.

Reggie finished his burrito, burped, finished his beer, and asked, “Can I have another beer?”

The old man understood that, and he brought out another beer. It was a bottle without labels, and Reggie wondered what brand it was, or if it was a brand at all. For all he knew the old man made this shit in a wheel barrow in his back yard.

Then Reggie heard the sound of a car. He looked out the door and saw a limousine circling the small courtyard. It stopped in front of the bar and sat for a long moment.

It was shiny, well polished, but had just gained the dust of the courtyard.

The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He was shaved headed, big mustached, wore jeans and alligator boots, and place a big sombrero on his head.

His eyes looked like he had killed the gator his boots were made out of.

He opened the rear door and a Mexican stepped out.

Not a thug, not a Pablo Villa wanna be. A Mexican. Proud in his heels, dapper in his tailored suit, his mustache trimmed to a pencil and his eyes as sharp as daggers.

He took three steps and entered the cantina.

His eyes lit on Reggie immediately, and he smiled. He looked Reggie up and down, and smiled more. Apparently he saw nothing off kilter about a naked gringo with tits drinking beer in a small village somewhere.

He walked towards the table, his two inch heeled boots make a clicking sound on the planks.

“Sit, please, Mr. Smithson.”

“You know me?”

The dapper man turned to the old man, who was suddenly on his feet and showing much respect. He rattled off some Spanish, and the old man darted off.

Then the man turned back to Reggie, smiled, and sat down, and waved a hand towards Reggie’s chair.

Reggie sat. “You know who I am?”

“But of course, Mr. Smithson.”

“Where am I?”

“A small village some thirty miles south and east of Tijuana.”

“But what happened? How did I get here. How—“

The man smiled and held his hands up to forestall Reggie’s burbling.

The old man arrived and placed two beers on the table. They were icy cold and the man nodded to the old man.

The old man bobbed his head and retreated. Out of hearing, but not out of service.

“First, Mr. Smithson—or, may I call you Reggie?—I am the man who saved your life.”

“You saved my life.” Reggie was completely blank. He was reduced to merely affirming what was said and not understanding it.

“Yes. The, uh, wound in your side. The doctor was already starting to take your kidney out, but I stopped him.”

“You…my kidney? I don’t—“

“Patience, Reggie. I will explain all.”

Reggie was forced to have patience as the man sipped his cold beer.

Reggie sipped his.

“Such a small delight,” said the man, eyeing the condensation on his beer.

He turned to Reggie. “My name is Don Pablo Perez. I am the leader of the cartel around here.”

“Car…” Reggie’s mouth hung slightly open. His brain simply wasn’t working.

“Yes. I deal in drugs. Mainly, I transport and distribute cocaine and other drugs. We cross the border, deal with people in big cities, and…it is a fairly profitable business.” He shrugged in modesty.

“But what am I doing here?”

“When I interrupted the doctor from slicing your kidneys out—and he was going to take both of them—it was not for altruistic purposes. I need something, you see.”

Reggie finally managed to keep his mouth shut.

“Transporting drugs across the border is risky business. There is a lot of loss. We have to deal with your American border patrols, your coast guard, we lose planes, trucks are captured, it is difficult. Then I see you.”

“Me?”

“I can always afford more planes and trucks, but I see you, laying on a table with your side split open, about to lose your kidneys and your life, and I think…there must be more to a man than that. There must be some way to make a profit without taking a life. Not that I particularly care about life. It is more a matter of expedience with me. You see?”

“I…I think so.”

“So instead of taking your kidneys and making fifty thousand or so, I give you your life, and make fifty thousand. I break even, you see, except that your kidneys are gone once, but you make me fifty thousand again and again. Six times fifty thousand is $300,000. Isn’t that much better than $50,000? And twelve times fifty thousand is $600,000. Better and better. Don’t you see?”

“I see, but I don’t understand. How could I make you $50,000?”

“With the cocaine in your breasts.”

Reggie slid to the floor. Unconscious.

Pablo did not bother reviving Reggie. He spoke to the old man and was shortly devouring a most delicious burrito.

Reggie slept, then had his eyes open and was dazed, and slowly came back to reality.

Cocaine in his boobs.

He stirred.

“Would you like another beer? Reggie? Yours seems to have gotten warm.”

Reggie moved. He struggled to sit up. He sat for a while, just…thinking. His thoughts didn’t make much sense, but…it was all he had.

Finally, he gripped the rickety chair and pulled himself up on it.

The old man watched him.

Pablo sat back and smoked a cheroot and watched him.

“Cocaine in my boobs.”

Pablo looked down at Reggie’s big hangers. “Each breast weighs about ten pounds. Twenty pounds, properly cut, is worth $50,000 easily. a cool mill on the streets.”

He looked up at Reggie, smiling, the smoke from his cheroot rising upward.

“But I can’t cross the border with these…these…they know I’m a man!”

“Ah, but you are a man in transition. You have come to Mexico for your first operation. You will say you are returning for more operations. Back and forth you go, and we will get richer and richer.”

“Me? Me getting richer?”

“Of course. If I pay you nothing you get tired, tell police, mucho trouble. But if I pay you, say, $5000 for each trip…” he smiled.

“But I don’t care about the money. I don’t want to be a drug mule. I need this…this cocaine out of me!”

Pablo placed a square of paper on the table. He kept his hand over it and stared, smiling thinly, at Reggie. He removed his hand and Reggie stared.

It wasn’t a piece of paper, it was a photograph. Marsha. his wife. unlocking the door to their house, unaware that she was being photographed.

Pablo waited.

Reggie stared.

Pablo said, “Ten trips. Fifty thousand. On the last trip I will have the doctor return your chest to what it was. Or perhaps you just stay home and have your own doctor return your chest to what it was. Whatever you wish. but…fifty thousand.”

His heart sinking, his mind blasted out of coherence, Reggie understood the deal, and he knew he was making the deal without even talking.

Reggie finished his beer, Pablo did small talk with the little, old man, who glowed as if he had been blessed, then they went out to the shiny limo.

They sat in the back seat, Reggie still naked, and the driver started up. He apparently knew where they were going because Pablo didn’t give him any directions.

Reggie looked out the tinted windows at the dry countryside. He stared at cactus and people driving mule carts.

“Why did you have me wake up in that place?” he asked.

Pablo nodded. “It is a matter of perspective, Reggie. If you had woken up in a nice, sterile hospital you would not have perspective. In the village, reduced to nakedness and filth, you knew how serious the matter is.

He turned to Pablo. He tried not to glare, but his insides were boiling over. He was terrified in a way, but there was hate in him, hate tempered only by his knowledge of how helpless he was.

“Waking up with monster boobs on my chest establishes all the perspective I would ever need.”

“Yes. Perhaps I am guilty of overkill. But it all turns out the same in the end. No?”

Agree? Disagree? Reggie just grunted and looked back out the window.

For the next few minutes Pablo lectured Reggie on border crossings, how to react to the guard’s inevitable questions, and other things concerning walking across the border with twenty pounds of cocaine on your chest..

“It is likely you will be under the investigation of one of my own people, but this we cannot guarantee.”

Then the car arrived at a large hacienda.

The people may live in shabby, little villages, but Pablo Perez lived the good life.

A two story main house, that sprawled over green grounds. A barn bigger than Texas, and the fields had large, fat and sassy cattle.

Pablo smiled. He was the king here, and he knew it.

Inside the barn was a late model RV, and three women were waiting for Reggie. Pablo’s driver drove right in and stopped in front of the RV. Pablo nodded and indicated Reggie should debark, and he did.

“You will come up to the house when the senoritas’ are finished with you.”

The three Mexican women, all buxom beauties with fiery eyes and sharp grins ushered him up a short flight of metal steps and into the RV.

Reggie stood in the middle of the room and the three women eyed him. They chuckled at his nakedness, and eyed his manhood appraisingly. They spoke so fast that Reggie couldn’t follow them. But it was obvious that they were discussing his dong.

Reggie was well endowed. His penis was eight inches when hard, and being naked it was mostly hard. Had been hard since he had woken up.

But it was not a tool to be ashamed of. Quite the contrary.

But, discussion of his pecker notwithstanding, the three women pushed him into a shower. One of them disrobed and stepped in with him.

Being washed by a beautiful Latin lady was up there on Reggie’s fantasies. When she moved her hands over him, soaping him, scrubbing him, rinsing him, he almost swooned.

She just laughed and chattered to the other two women, pushing him up against the tiled wall so he wouldn’t fall.

Out of the shower they dried him off, then they sprayed Nair on his body. They spread the goo out, smushing it into his pores, and it turned into a swirly gelatinous mess on his skin.

Then they leaned against a counter and smoked a cigarette between them.

“What’s going on?” asked Reggie, but they ignored him.

For fifteen minutes he stood, a monster with curls laid down and encased in the Nair, then he started to hop from one foot to the other.

“It’s hot! It’s…it’s caliente!”

The women put out their cigarette and pushed him back into the shower. This time the one woman didn’t accompany him. She had put her clothes on and was content to let him wash his hair off by himself.

He did. He had to. Washing the stuff off stopped the burn. But it left a weird sensation. It was like his skin was refreshed and galvanized all at the same time. It was like his hairs were all standing up, even though he had no more hairs.

Out of the shower they again dried him off. They especially loved to dry his cock, and they giggled all the while.

Then they were taking turns stroking him. Laughing, drying him, rubbing and rubbing.

It was inevitable, he groaned and gave a big squirt.

The girls laughed merrily, and two of them gave paper money to the third, who crowd and snapped her fingers.

“Fuck,” whimpered Reggie. He wondered how sex could feel so good in such dire circumstances.

All this time Reggie had been holding his breasts with a forearm, or his two hands. The women had laughed and worked around his discomfiture. Now they handed him a bra, and it was the right size. He would find that all the clothes they gave him were the right size. He had been measured correctly while unconscious.

He figured out how to do the bra, his mistakes causing much merriment.

They handed him panties, which he pulled on, and then a girdle.

The girdle was small, but the women lent a hand and pushed and bullied his flesh into it.

In a wall mirror he could see how his body was made more feminine. He didn’t just have big boobs, now he he had a small waist, and his hips were flared out.

They pulled a dress over his body, and not just any dress. It was a silky, shiny brown, shimmering with low cleavage and a high hem. He felt half naked with so much flesh exposed, and for the first time in his life he wondered how women could stand to wear such small and tight and revealing garments.

Had they no shame?

Yet, looking at the three women he realized that they were wearing similar outfits, and they weren’t bothered by them.

Clothed, he was sat down in a chair and they began to apply cosmetics.

One of the woman prepared and painted his toenails. A second woman began working on his hands, preparing his nails, fixing long fingernails to them, painting them a shiny red.

The third woman worked on his face, cleansing it with little sponges, putting on primer, then other things.

Reggie didn’t understand all the brushes and potions and things, even though he had watched his wife do her make up thousands of times. All he could do was sit and feel weird sensations.

And his cock started to rise up again.

Crap, he was now dressed, and that made him feel much more self conscious than when he had been nude.

The one doing his toes finished, and she started weaving extensions into his hair. She worked quickly, matching the color perfectly, and soon he was looking like a blonde with shimmering waves of hair about his shoulders.

They pierced his ears and gave him hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror. His heart was high in his chest and felt like it was going to stop.

He was becoming beautiful.

Finally, they put a thin necklace around his neck. A little, silver cross hung between his breasts. It would draw attention, but not of the religious kind.

Then, shoving tight high heels onto his feet, they lifted him up and stood around him and nodded.

He was a woman now. He looked like a woman, with big breasts, and…he suddenly realized that men were going to be staring at him.

Couldn’t they have made him a dumpy, little bitch?

No. Because border patrol would treat dumpy, little women like peasants, but they would be turned on, in awe of, and even scared by a beautiful woman.

One of the women picked up a cell phone and chattered into it.

The other two women came closer and frowned.

They were looking at his boner bump.

They had just gotten him off an hour before, but he was recovered. His big cock was trying to stand up, pushing the panties and the dress out, emphasized by his now tiny waist.

He snorted. Not much he could do about that. Oh, he supposed they could tie it to his leg, but the tip might be visible below the hem.

Then he had a bad thought: what if they…castrated him?

He began to sweat and shiver. Considering all that had been done to him he couldn’t be blamed.

The door opened and Don Pablo entered.

Reggie just stood there and Pablo walked around him.

Pablo liked what he saw, because he said things to the three senoritas and they giggled and thanked him.

He stopped in front of Reggie and smiled. “I would not have believed it an hour ago. But here you are.”

Reggie said nothing. He tried to control the glare in his eyes, but couldn’t.

Pablo laughed. “Stay angry. It makes your eyes flash.”

One of the women said something, and Pablo nodded and spoke rapid fire back to her.

The girls all laughed, then they left.

And a doctor entered the room.

He was an old man, wizened, a bit shrunken, and he didn’t waste time. He opened up a case and extracted a syringe.

“What’s he doing?” asked Reggie, feeling the fright build.

“Innoculation.”

“But I don’t have any disease.”

“You are mistaken, Señor Reggie. You are the victim of ‘boneritus,’ a strange malady that effects only men.

Reggie backed up against a wall.

“You’re not going to…it’s my dick! You can’t—“

“Hush, señor. Your manhood will be fine. It will only be limp for a while. When we have no more use for you…at that time it will begin to grow again. But right now, we need to, uh…handle it.”

Reggie wanted to fight. He would have settled for running out screaming, but he had no choice. He sat and the doctor gave him a shot.

“You will go limp in a few minutes,” stated Don Pablo. “At that time we will sew your penis between your legs.”

“No!”

“It is of small concern. Your penis will be sutured to your perineum. Your balls will be tucked up into the canal from which they dropped. You will have a perfectly smooth mons. Only a close examination will reveal that you aren’t a woman complete.

Again, no choice.

Pablo waited around and engaged in small talk with the doctor. He was a great one for small talk, but that was the secret of how he controlled the peasants in his state.

He treated them well, he saw to their children’s education, supported them in sickness, was free with his money. As a result the peasants loved him.

He was a real Democrat.

At fifteen minutes almost on the dot the doctor took Reggie into the next room, and Reggie saw where he had gained his cocaine breasts.

It was a small operating theater, complete with shiny instruments, machines that beeped, and everything quite state of the art.

Reggie lay down on the table and the doctor moved his legs apart and began to work. He made a small cut under the head of his penis, and a small cut in his perineum. He pulled Reggie’s dick back between his legs and sewed it to the perineum. During this procedure he kept pushing on Reggie’s testicles, and Reggie felt them snuggle up into his body.

The doctor grinned and nodded. He was quite pleased with his work.

“Amazing,” said Pablo. “You are neutered. Your mons looks smooth as a real woman’s. The doctor is tightening your ball sack so it just looks a little wrinkled down there, almost like actual labia. All you need is the slit. Are you sure you don’t want to consider a full change? I would be so interested I would foot the bill myself.”

Reggie shook his head. Little tears were forming in the corner of his eyes.

Pablo handed Reggie a handkerchief. Please, no tears. It it all temporary. A few months and you will be returned to normal, and you will be quite richer.

Reggie dabbed at his eyes and tried to control himself.

The doctor nodded. “I understand it is tough, but when your bank account swells you will feel differently. Rich men are willing to go through such inconveniences to get rich. Or even to get richer.” He thought about what he was saying. “Actually, I would say that rich men are even more willing to go through such as what you are doing to get richer. Money is its own opiate, you see.”

Reggie didn’t, but he understood the concept.

In a wrinkle of resentment he blurted, “So is Michelle Obama really a man?”

Pablo just laughed and squeezed Reggie’s hand.

Reggie was unnerved, for Pablo’s squeezing of the hand was like the man was reassuring a real female.


Part Two

Crossing the border was quite anticlimactic.

Reggie got on a plane in Ensenada, flew to Los Angeles, and sauntered through customs.

He was an American, he had no luggage, and the fact that his passport said male and he wasn’t…made no difference.

These days these crazy Americans changing sexes like they were changing hats.

He was met at John Wayne airport by a limo and taken into the shopping district just to the west and south of Los Angeles. He was driven into a large garage where a doctor was waiting. The doctor put him out, which he was grateful for, and he woke up with the same sized, big, beautiful tits.

But the cocaine was gone, and apparently there was some kind of harmless solution in its place.

The limousine then took him home.

Home. Oh, my God. Marsha!

“Can I use the phone?” asked Reggie.

“Sure,” answered the limo driver.

Reggie picked up the hand set and dialed his home number.

Ring…ring…ri—

“Hello?”

“Hello, Marsha.”

“Reggie! My God! Where are you? You were supposed to be home last week!”

“I, uh…had an accident. Are you okay?”

“Of course I’m okay! Why wouldn’t I be? But where have you been.”

Then Reggie began speaking the words that he never could have imagined in his previous life.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“I was kidnapped.”

“You were…oh, my God! Have you called the police? Did you speak to the Federales? Or whatever they call the police down there?”

“It’s a bit more complicated than that.”

“How complicated? Reggie what is going on?”

“Are you sitting down?”

“No.”

“Please sit down.”

“Okay, I’m sitting.” But she wasn’t. She was just humoring Reggie to get to the bottom of his story.

“Just listen. Don’t say anything. Okay?”

“Okay! Reggie! Tell me what is happening?”

“They were going to take out my kidneys, both of them, and sell them on the black market.”

“No!” she was almost shrieking.

“But a fellow named Pablo, he’s with the cartel, he decided I would make a good drug mule.”

“What?” Marsha was feeling faint.

“So they gave me breasts, filled them with cocaine, and made me into a woman.”

Clunk. The sound of the phone hitting the floor. Marsha didn’t make a sound, being make of softer stuff.

“Marsha? Marsha?”

No answer.

“Oh, fuck! Hurry!” Reggie blurted at the driver.

Five minutes later they were pulling up in front of Reggie’s house. It was in Glendale, a small side street nudged up against some small hills. It was, ironically, Spanish style, with arches and bars on the windows.

He popped out of the limo and ran in his high heels, making clicking noises, up the walkway. The door was unlocked and he burst through the door.

Marsha was laying on the floor next to the couch. She was coming to, rubbing her head and looking around in a dazed fashion. She saw Reggie and promptly flopped back onto the floor.

They sat at the kitchen table. Reggie was drinking bourbon and Coke. Sipping and sighing. A normalcy in a world gone mad.

Marsha was sitting across from him, her hands around a vodka and Seven up.

Reggie had often accused her of having no taste, drinking the vile vodka concoction, but right now taste wasn’t the issue. Sanity was.

“I can’t…” she started for the seventh time, then shut up and sipped.

The vodka burned her throat, but that was preferable to facing the insanity of her husband transitioned.

And transitioned against his will so he could run drugs for the cartel.

Marsha was a beautiful woman. She had a perfect hourglass body, wavy, auburn hair, and wide, brown eyes. She was a little haughty, but sometimes beautiful women are. Right then she was just staring at her husband.

“I knew you shouldn’t be taking those business trips to Tijuana.”

“They made me money,” but he was prevaricating. He finally came clean. “Besides, it was a chance to booze it up.”

“Did you…did you buy women?”

He shook his head. “I just flirted. One of them was going to give me a blow job once, but I chickened out.

“Chickened out so you could become a woman.”

Reggie said nothing to that.

“Reggie! What am I supposed to tell the neighbors? How will this look?”

Reggie shook his head sadly. “I’m more worried about how I can get out of this alive.”

“So what am I supposed to do now?”

“I need help. I don’t know about make up and—“

“You want me to help you keep being a woman?” Her voice was a bit shrill.

“I don’t have much choice! What am I supposed to do? Go to the FBI? Don Pablo showed me your picture. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means I have to keep being a woman or they’ll kill you!”

That stopped her for a second, but she quickly regrouped. “What about witness protection?”

“Look, I hate to say it, but I don’t trust my government.”

“Why not?”

“Have you been watching the news?”

She hadn’t. She hated the news. All that talk about election interference and some orange man taking over the country, it was scary.

“The government controls the elections, the FBI, the CIA, all those people? They go after anybody who votes for Trump! They sell the country down the tubes and pocket all the money and…I don’t trust the government to do anything right.”

Normally, Marsha would have mounted an argument. She would have pointed out that she can drive a car and vote and wear pretty dresses, but she knew that talk of how good they had it under the government would just upset Reggie.

Reggie was (choke) a conservative!

“But you can’t go around as a woman?”

Reggie finished his drink, started making another one. He stood at the counter and spoke over his shoulder. “Why not? You do it.”

Marsha blinked. Then: “But I am a woman!”

“And now I am, too. Unless you’d rather I cut my tits off and get assassinated by the cartel.”

And his meaning was clear. If he got assassinated, then she would, too.

“But…but…”

He returned to the table and sat down. He sipped his drink.

“So when are you going back?”

“A couple of days. They’ll—“

DING!

He looked at his cell phone.

“Is that them?”

Reggie picked up the phone and gave her a significant look. He opened up the text app and read, “10:00 Southwest Thurs morning. Check your bank account.”

“Then you have to…what do they mean check your bank account?”

Reggie suspicioned, but he didn’t know for sure. He pulled up the B of A app and opened his account.

There it was, the latest entry. Deposit. $5,000.

Marsha stared at him with wide eyes. “They paid you?”

He nodded.

“They just gave you five thousand dollars?”

He kept nodding.

“Just for crossing the border?”

“Yep.”

She stopped nodding. She stared. But there was something different in her gaze.

Five thousand dollars?

On Thursday at 10 in the morning Reggie stepped onto a Southwest Airlines jet and found that he had been placed in first class. He sat down  in the luxurious chair and a smiling woman asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Rum and Coke,” he answered.

“Right away, sir. Oh, no need to buckle up, yet. I’ll let you know. Just get comfortable. Computer hook up is there, the TV pops up here, and the remote is right there. I’ll be right back.”

Reggie sat and was in shock.

He was used to trailing down the aisle behind humungous women with eight brats who used up all the overheads and kicked his seat the whole flight.

A beautiful woman sat down next to him and smiled.

He returned the smile, and even though he didn’t have the use of his dick, he was feeling pretty good down there.

Lust, apparently, is more mental than physical.

Speaking of which, when Marsha had found out that he couldn’t perform she had reacted in odd fashion. She actually laughed, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “You can’t…screw?”

“Nope.”

The look on her face. A little disappointment, which turned into…a smile.

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

But she could get off, and she had demanded that he get her off constantly. Morning, noon and night, she wanted his face down there, eating and slobbering and making her cum.

And, to top it off, when she was done she just walked out of the room and went shopping.

Heck, they had five thousand dollars in their account, so why not?

“But, honey! I don’t have. job anymore!”

“Why not?”

“I’ve been absent, I’m a woman, and…I’ll be leaving town every few days. The company isn’t going to go along with that.”

“Oh, pshaw. Of course they will. Just go explain—“

“That I’m a drug dealer?”

“Oh…” she frowned mightily.

So she had spent his time at home fucking his face and shopping, and he was left with serious thoughts.

But sitting on the plane in first class didn’t feel too serious.

The plane landed at Ensenada and he stepped onto the tarmac and a limo was waiting.

He was driven to Don Pablo Perez’s hacienda where he was greeted with open arms. Literally.

Pablo, looking dapper as ever, hugged him and kissed both cheeks, then linked arms and walked him into the big house.

“The doctor will be out shortly. I assume you had no troubles.”

“No dogs, no strip searches, everything was fine.”

He couldn’t keep a trace of bitterness out of his voice, but Don Pablo ignored it. “Let me pour you a drink. Tequila, from my own blue agave. We distill it the old way, then let it sit for a few years…”

He poured Reggie a tall glass, popped a wedge of lime on it, and placed it on the big dining room table.

Reggie sipped, and the stuff was smoky and curled his toes. He wasn’t going to need a permanent after this!

Pablo poured his own beverage and sat down at the head of the table, catty corner to Reggie.

“Madre de dios,” he murmured as the potent liquor coursed through his veins, “Every time I look at you…” he shook his head. “You are more woman than a woman.”

“Uh…thanks, I guess.”

Then Pablo began talking the small talk. Like he talked with the old man, and the doctor, and the three women and every peasant and Federale. And Reggie finally saw the charm.

“How is your wife?” And he really cared, and he listened.

“Were there any problems on the flight?” And it was obvious he was taking mental notes and would smooth any problems over by the next flight.

“Is the tequila to your liking?” And it was plain that if it wasn’t then Don Pablo would empty the barrels and rip up the agave plants.

It was almost impossible to visualize the incredibly polite and caring man as a drug king pin.

Three drinks down and Reggie was starting to relax. Really relax.

“You’re not how I imagined a…a…a drug person to be.”

Pablo chuckled. “I know. The stories. Tying people to cactuses and throwing rattlesnakes at them. Cutting throats and pulling the tongue out for a necktie. Removing the skin of any who displease me.”

“Then those are just stories? You have never done that?”

Pablo leaned forward, and perhaps it was because he was feeling the tequila a bit himself, he answered honestly.

“On my climb to power…yes. Certain things did happen. Not usually as glamorous as what you describe. But those are the realities of the drug world. But a simple pistol to the head is object lesson enough. No need to be cruel.”

He sat back. “Besides, now that I am at the top, now that I have proven myself, my best protection is to look out for those around me. If the Americanos cross the border I have a thousand peasant eyes to warn me. If the Mexican government decides to hire more military, the best applicants are sons of people I have supported. To be kind and polite…it is the best business.”

Reggie couldn’t argue with that.

Then the doctor came and replaced the fluid in his breasts with a solution of cocaine.

Reggie returned home, spent a couple of days recovering from the operations on his boobs, which, truth, were very inconsequential.

Then he flew to Mexico, in style, where he was charmed by Pablo Perez, and given a couple of days to recover, and…back and forth he went.

It began to take on a sameness, which he enjoyed. He wasn’t working, except for a little light duties around the house. Vacuuming, doing the dishes, the laundry, that sort of thing.

In Mexico he was treated like royalty, feted by a very important man, and his bank account grew.

Sort of. It grew a lot less than he would have liked because Marsha had developed a penchant for shopping. And she had rich tastes.

And life went on.

He had thought he would be released from ‘mule duty’ after a few trips, but his chest was able to handle the constant surgeries easily, and he continued for months. Trip after trip.

Then the unthinkable happened.

He received a message on his cell phone. ‘Southwest, 9:45 Friday.’

He put his phone aside and went to the bedroom. He was becoming adept at putting make up on, and he wanted to experiment with a new line of products.

As soon as he left the room Marsha picked up his phone. She stared at his message, bit her lip, then typed her own message into it.

An answer came, and she smiled, deleted the message and put the phone down.

On Friday Reggie stepped onto the airplane, walked into first class and stopped. And stared. And his mouth opened.

“Hi, honey!” Marsha was sitting in the seat next to his.

“What…what are you doing here?”

The stewardess floated nearby. “Please have a seat, Mrs. Smithson. Oh, isn’t that something. We have two Mrs. Smithson’s! Do you ladies know each other?”

“Yes,” said Marsha.

“No,” responded Reggie.

The stewardess gave them a puzzled look, then asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Margarita!” grinned Marsha.

“Uh…” said Reggie.

“She’ll have a Margarita, too.”

The stewardess smiled a bit uncertainly, but quickly moved to the gallery to prepare the drinks.

Reggie sat down. “What are you doing?”

“I decided to see what all the fun was about. You don’t mind, do you, dear?”

“Yes! these are dangerous people!”

“Nonsense! They’re paying you good money.”

“Honey, I—“

The stewardess arrived with the drinks. They took the drinks and Marsha sipped. Reggie started to talk, but Marsha shushed him and started fiddling with the TV set. It was a short flight, but she could watch the second half on the return trip.

Reggie hoped there would be a return trip.

Don Pablo Perez was smitten by Marsha. He greeted her with hugs and kisses, linked his arm with hers, and began the small talk.

Reggie actually felt a little forgotten.

That night they were treated to a five star meal, real Mexican food, not the Taco Bell crap, and Pablo did nothing but compliment Marsha.

She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was good looking. She understood things so well. How did she keep her fabulous figure so fabulous. And on and on.

Then the doctor arrived and took Reggie out to the RV in the barn. while he was gone Marsha commenced with her own small talk.

She and Pablo were alone at the big dining table, sitting at a corner and sipping Pablo’s fantastic tequila.

Marsha was feeling the heat, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts, and her groin, and she kept fanning her face with a hand.

“So what do you think of our little operation?” asked Don Pablo.

“It shows a lot of promise.”

“Promise?” he enquired politely, arching his trimmed eyebrows.

“How many people do you have like Reggie.”

Pablo frowned. He didn’t usually talk logistics with people, especially outsiders, and Marsha, in spite of her husband, was considered an outsider.

But there was something about this beautiful woman that he liked. there was something…kindred…about her.

“I have five people.”

“Why not a hundred?”

“A hundred?” he raised his eyebrows and his forehead gained horizontal lines. “And where would I get these people?”

“I assume you would like Americans, as they can travel the borders easier than, say, peasants.”

“You are correct.”

“And I would assume, also, that you don’t have a ready supply of American friends who might be partial to being mules.”

“Again correct.”

“I have many friends. Friends who struggle for money, and who might like a little work of the kind you propose. It would take me a while, but I feel sure I could supply you with mules.”

“You could. Mmm.” He studied her. “And what would you get out of it?”

“I would be in charge on the north side of the border. I would receive compensation from each trip made by my mules.”

He didn’t miss the fact that she said ‘my’ mules.

“These mules, you are not thinking of men, like your husband.”

“Oh, Lord, no. He makes a very fine woman, but the cost of transforming a hundred men into women…it would be much simpler to…let us say ‘augment’…real women.

Don Pablo poured more tequila and leaned forward and studied this beautiful and intriguing woman.

“So you would hire mules, take care of them on your side of the border. I just arrange plane flights and…and deposit, say, 5% in your bank account.”

“Seven per cent. And you know that’s a deal.”

“And what of your husband?”

“He will continue to work, but the $5000 a trip gets deposited in my account.”

Pablo nodded. “I think we may be able to work something out. Let me ‘crunch the numbers,’ as you say, and—“

“One other thing.”

“Oh?”

Marsha setback and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. “I don’t trust anybody I haven't fucked.”

Pablo blinked, then he grinned. “Mrs. Smithson. You are a woman after my own heart.” He stood up and held out his hand. She took it and he led her upstairs.

There, in his over-sized bedroom he showed her his thick manhood and his large testicles.

She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t just talk the talk, and she slipped out of her clothes like they were greased.

She hopped onto his large bed and waited.

Don Pablo, always the classy one, disrobed, hung up his clothes, and joined her. Then he joined to her.

She groaned and felt him invade her, and it was exciting. So exciting.

He was a drug king pin. A leader of a cartel, and he was balls deep in here and that put him under her control.

“Mrs. Smithson,” he spoke smoothly, softly, and nuzzled her breasts. “Are you going to want me to exchange your breasts for…”

“Nah. I’ll keep what’s mine. And you’ll have plenty of women to work with. Will you fuck them all?”

“Most decidedly. If they wish.”

“Speaking for women everywhere…I can say that you’re about to be ears deep in wonderful, luscious, deep, velvety American pussy.”

With that statement Pablo began spewing his seed, and Marsha held on and accepted his gift.

In the RV in the barn the doctor was putting the cocaine into Reggie’s breasts.

“You what?”

“I had Don Pablo deposit your money into my account.” Marsha watched her husband. He was outraged, but, curiously, the outrage was tempered.

Then she realized what it was.

The shot they had given him to still his dick, it had stopped his testosterone and enhanced his estrogen. He was feeling the effects, much the way any woman would. He no longer had the male ‘fight’ in him. He was growing softer, and more malleable, and that was just the way she liked him.

“But how could you do that? That’s my money!”

“Honey, let’s face it. I’m in charge, and it is good business to consolidate the family’s finances in one account. An account to be controlled by myself.”

“But…but…”

The argument went on for hours, but it was already a done deal. Marsha had the reins, and she wasn’t about to relinquish them.

She advertised in the newspapers and on social media for women who want to make a bit extra money. When she found a woman she liked she came clean and described the operation, and the fact that the woman would have to get breast implants.

The women were quite happy to get bigger tits; it appears that men aren’t the only ones who love women  to have big boobs.

She also instituted lie detector exams after every trip.

If there was any doubt at all, on the part of the mule, they were sent back across the border where they….disappeared.

And Marsha made sure she small talked with everybody.

With the women she hired, with their husbands or boyfriends, with the neighbors, even with certain members of the police department.

Within three months Marsha had her hundred mules, and she was living in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Big swimming pool. A gigantic maze of a garden. A tennis court and basketball court combined. A half a dozen luxury automobiles.

Yes, Marsha Smithson had hit the jackpot, and it was going to pay and pay and pay! And, as for Reggie…

“I need more money,” Reggie complained to Marsha. She was sitting on the upstairs balcony, sipping tequila that Don Pablo had sent her.               She gave him a cold, calculating look. “I gave you money last month.

“But I need make up! And the dresses are so expensive. And I need new lingerie. And…”

“So you would like more money, eh?”

“Yes.” He was still bitter about her taking his $5000 a trip.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“What?”

“I need somebody to help with the overseeing of the ladies.”

“The mules, you mean.”

She shrugged.

“So I’ll pay you a thousand a week. No more drug runs for you. Instead you will serve as my secretary.’

“Your secretary?” he was aghast, but didn’t show it.

“Yes. I need help with the paperwork, and the new ladies need guidance, clothes, make up, instruction on how to conduct themselves away from home.”

Reggie said nothing.

“And I would like you to live in the small room under the stairs. That will put you closer to the office, and I need the space.”

He didn’t ask what she needed the space for. He had seen her going out on the town, and returning looking the worse for wear. Mussed. And…sexually satisfied.

He wanted to say something about her affairs, but he seemed to have lost his gumption.

He was horny, hornier than ever, but…he had no way to satisfy her, not with his dick, so she was going out and getting her own satisfaction.

He quickly estimated his choices.

Leave, and get nothing, and try to find work as a beautiful woman.

He couldn’t see himself working at MacDonaolds.

Go south of the border. Don Pablo would have something for him, but probably in a dirty dive like La Cucaracha. He would be expected to waggle his tits and fend off horny banditos.

He couldn’t go to the Feds. And he didn’t want to. Just because he was now a criminal didn’t make the government less of a criminal.

Though, to be honest, Marsha had her hooks into a lot of politicians these days, and the government was not as much of a threat to him as it had once been.

Or he could work for his wife.

It would be easy work, probably just a few phone calls and some shopping. With an occasional trip to Mexico to deliver messages to Don Pablo Perez.

What to do…what to do.

The choice was easy.

“Okay. I’ll work for you.”

There was a look of victory in Marsha’s eyes. “One thing,” she interjected softly.

“Yes?”

“I don’t like to make deals with people I haven’t fucked.”

“You want to make love?” he was confused. “But my dick…it’s not due to come back for another month?”

“I didn’t say you were going to do the fucking.”

She watched him carefully.

Reggie considered her words.

In fact, he knew that this day was coming.

She had hinted at it.

Don Pablo had come right out and said it. “At some point your wife will want to fuck you…like woman.”

At first he hadn’t understood what Pablo had meant, but then he had, and he really understood now.

Marsha led him to the bed, waited while he bent over and lowered his panties.

She stared at the head of his cock, poking out from beneath his buns. It was so cute. She remembered when he had had a nice, large cock, but the times…they had changed.

She was a determined woman, and she could be cruel, but she liked small talk much more.

And she liked being kind to the people beneath her.

She lubricated Reggie, then she slipped on her strap on—she used it a. lot on the men who took her out at night—and prepared to plunge into him.

Reggie gasped and his eyes became quite wide.

And the pleasure began.


Epilogue

“Reggie!”

Reggie stood up and rounded his desk. He walked across his small office and entered Marsha’s big office.

“Yes, dear?”

“It’s time. Your flight is in two hours.”

“I’ll leave right away.”

And he did.

He stepped into Uber and went to the airport and got on a flight to Ensenada.

He didn’t go to Mexico much these days, but this was a special occasion.

He was due for his six month shot.

Did he want his weenie to get big again?

Oh, he had memories, and sometimes fantasies, but he realized that those days were long gone.

Besides, Marsha took care of him in bed quite well, thank you.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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