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A Note from the Author!

Five more GREAT stories!

Men that need to be trained, peenies that need to be shrunk, an homage to Karens everywhere, and a trip by a reluctant hubby to a ranch where he will be trained and feminized!

What could go wrong, eh?

Oh, and don’t forget the classic from my early work, ‘She Transgendered Me!’ Men think they can pull the wool over our eyes. Silly boys!

You know, I started this series of story collections just so I could have a hard copy of what I was doing. I’ve had a couple of computers crash, and it wasn’t fun. Books don’t crash.

Currently, I’ve got over a 100 books in this series. That’s a LOT of stories.

But if you can’t afford to buy 100 books, you should consider my big bundles. Each one has 21 stories, or 15 stories and a novel. It’s the best and most inexpensive way to catch up with me. Just go to Amazon and type in ’21 stories Grace Mansfield.’

See ya!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminizing My Sissy Husband!

From male to female and

a female led marriage is established!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note!

Hey guys and girls! Let me ask you a question. Do guys need to be trained?

And, if they do, how much work does it really take?

The answer, of course, is ‘yes.’ And, as this story will show, it takes very little work.

After all, a man is easily led around and manipulated, and it’s just a matter of you sticking to your guns.

So go for it. You’ll be happy you did!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“So how long are you going to be gone?” Rick sat on the bed and watched his wife put on her make up.

She primped and powdered, plucked and sculpted, and her face become professional and sexy.

Not that it was sexy before, but being a private stewardess she had to look extra sexy.”

Jo smiled at him in the mirror, and put on her lipstick. “A week to ten days. Are you gonna miss me?”

“Crap,” he said. “You walk out the door like that and you wonder if I’m going to miss you.”

“Honey, I’m not talking about your dick. I’m talking about love, the space in your heart.”

Rick shook his head. “That’s the thing. Women measure love by how they feel. Men measure love by the dick.”

Her turn to shake her head. “You know, that is just wrong. Can’t you separate the two? Love on one hand, lust on the other?”

“Nope.”

She turned to him. “Well, honey, I’m going to teach you the difference.”

“Huh?”

“Mother is going to visit you tomorrow, and she has a special present.”

“What?” Inwardly he groaned. His mother-in-law was okay, but she was also a cuckoo. She believed men should not wear shoes in the house. That men should give up their seats to a woman, open doors for women, do everything for women.

“Mother, as you know, was married for thirty years. Happy years, and my father was the happiest man I have ever seen.”

“Happier than me?” Rick leered.

Jo gave a little sniff. “Far happier than you. He understood what marriage is about, and he lived by mother’s rule.”

“That Female Led Marriage thing again.”

Jo turned back to her vanity mirror and inspected her perfect face. “Honestly, Rick, if you’d just try it. You’d find it enlightening, and illuminating.”

He grunted, and mocked her. “Yes, dear, no dear, can I hand wash the laundry dear. Is it time to spank my weenie dear.”

Jo whirled towards him, a grim look on her face. “I wouldn’t be so mean with mother around. She has ways of dealing with smirky men.”

“Smirky? So I’m smirky?”

“You are definitely smirky. And snarky and silly.”

“With a big dick.”

She sighed and looked at his crotch. “Yes. A big dick.”

“Well, there’s my argument right there. A big dick does not belong in a Female Led Relationship. In fact, I would go so far as to say that men who are in female led relationships don’t have very big dicks at all.

Jo stood up, and Rick’s breath caught. She had 44s, and a thin waist, and a round, bubble butt that swayed with a wiggle when she walked.

She knew the effect she had on him, and she grinned. “Okay, I’ll tell you what.”

“What?” he asked, unable to take his eyes off her charms.

“If you do whatever mother says…I’ll be your sex slave for a month.”

Now he looked up at her. He checked out her gorgeous blue eyes, the fall of her shiny, golden hair, the way her earrings caught the light and sparkled.

“A month?”



“I’ll wait on you, I’ll wear sexy clothes all the time, I’ll go without a bra. Anything you want…I’ll do it.” 

Rick couldn’t help the smile breaking out on his face. “Suck my dick.”

“Until you squirt. And I’ll swallow every drop.”

“Anal sex.”

“You want anal sex, you got it.”

“Wow.”

“And all you have to do it whatever mother says. No complaints, no second thoughts, just when she says jump you hit the roof.”

Rick thought about her proposition. He thought his wife doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. No complaints or second thoughts.

Then he frowned and thought about her cuckoo mother.

But, what could her mother do to him that he couldn’t handle?

He could do the dishes or take out the trash for a week. He could bring her chocolates and tune in her soap operas for a week.

Heck, all it meant was that he would have to work a little harder, be a little more attentive.

And it helped that she was good looking. She was a more mature version of Jo. Her boobs were bigger, she swayed more, she was one hell of a fine woman.

And all that meant was that he would go around with a boner, and at night he would relieve himself of that boner. Small price to pay for a month of sexual slavery from his favorite person.

“But what’s she going to ask of me?” he asked.

“She’ll show you how she made father so happy.”

Rick got a look on his face, and Jo got serious. She grabbed his weenie and held it. Tightly. And his eyes blinked and his mouth opened to give out a little ‘Urk!’

“No sex, you idiot.”

But Rick was not going to let it go that easy. “But what if she asks for it. Do I still have to do whatever she says?”

Jo’s face twisted in a frown. In a way, his question was fair. But she trusted her mother. She didn’t completely trust Rick, he was such a horn dog, but her mother could be trusted.

Then she had a mental image of her mother and Rick in bed, hugging and kissing, and she chuckled.

“What?” Rick was a bit confused.

Jo patted his cheek. “Honey, if my mother wants to fuck you, you go for it.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“And you won’t get mad?”

Jo wiggled into her pencil skirt, put on a white blouse, then a red butterfly bow tie. It matched her lips and Rick’s dick throbbed. As she tied the knot she noted that his dick had just bounced. She shook her head. What a horn dog.

“I won’t get mad.”

“Well, uh…”

She pulled on her jacket, looked at herself in the mirror, and was pleased. She flew with private jets, luxury jets, and even though the trips were for a week or more, she was expected to be completely professional.

“So, are you going to go for it? A week of mother for a month of me as your personal sex slave?”

“Sure,” he snapped off the answer.

“Excellent. “I’ll tell mother. But, remember, if she calls me and tells me that you refuse…you’ll be the slave, and there will be no sex!” She eyed him fiercely, and he knew she meant it.

Rick gulped, but he was sure of himself. Heck, her mother would go to bed early and he could watch a little porn, drink a little bourbon, and stroke himself off.

Jo wouldn’t know, Tammy wouldn’t know, and he would be the happiest camper in ten states.

“Okay, Mr. Horn Dog. Grab my bags and bring them out to the car.”

Rick picked up her suitcase and make up kit and trotted after Jo. He followed her out the front door and down to her car. She opened the trunk for him and he stuffed the bags in the boot and stood back.

Jo kissed him then. Very gently so as not to mess up her make up. And her hand brushed against his front.

Sproing! Instant reaction.

She laughed and got into the car.

“Okay, lover, I’ll see you in a week or so, and you have a good time.”

“With your mother around?” he laughed a groan, “How could I miss?”

Jo grinned, backed the car out and headed down the street.

Rick walked back into the house. He thought about Tammy, about having to wait on her, then put her out of his mind.

He only had a day until she showed up, so he better watch some porn, drink some booze, and get off.

He walked into the kitchen and got down a bottle of Woodford Reserve. Fifty bucks a bottle, and he deserved it.

He poured a straight shot, slugged it down, then mixed a Coke High. Half and half Coke and Bourbon over ice. Mmm. Delicious.

The shot hit him as he walked down the hallway, lifted his scalp a bit and cheered him up. He sipped on the mixed drink to bolster the high and keep it lasting.

He walked into the computer room and powered up the porn. He lusted for Holly, tickled his nips for Lisa, stroked his weenie for Ava.

And Brandi and Charli and Casca.

He watched their so fine boobs bounce and jiggle.

He got rock hard over the bits of lace and cups they wore for lingerie. Before they stripped their lingerie and went hunting for the biggest dicks around.

And he sucked bourbon, scrolled and tapped his mouse, and, finally, after a couple of hours, and another couple of drinks, he was ready to let lose his load.

But he stopped.

He was horny. He hadn’t made love for a couple of weeks. Jo had had her period, then she had a cold, and she never wanted to make love the day before she flew. She didn’t want him dripping down the inside of her thighs when she was waiting on people at 20,000 feet.

So he was horny.

But he might not have a lot of time on the morrow evening. Maybe Tammy would want to stay up late, and he couldn’t very well squirt with her in the other room. So he might not have a lot of time; he would have to make sure he was extra horny and ready to shoot.

So he backed off.

Oh, it hurt, but it also felt good.

It felt good to have his urge growling in his groin. To feel his white batter surging and boiling and desperate for release.

He sat back in the swivel chair and stared at the computer screen.

Acres of humping, bumping rumps. Fields of boobs, red lips, and juicy vaginas.

He wanted to cum in the worst possible way. But he held back.

Tomorrow, when he needed to cum fast. That’s when he would let loose.

Besides, it would help him keep his mind off his mother-in-law.

Better to think of sex than her snippy comments and intrusive eyes and opinions.

Yeah.

He pushed back, sipped the last gulp of his bourbon, and headed for bed.

“Rise and shine!” Tammy threw the drapes back, sunlight flooded the room, and Rick jerked upright.

He was lying naked, half entwined in the  sheets, and, what was worse, he had a king-sized morning boner.

He groaned and covered himself up.

Tammy grabbed the sheets and pulled them back, and he rolled over and tried to cover his package with his hands.

Tammy laughed, gripped his shoulder, and pulled him back. “None of that, pervert! Get up and get ready! It’s time for you to grow up.”

Rick forced his eyes open and looked at her.

Tammy was, as has been stated, a more buxom version of her daughter. If Jo had 44s, Tammy had 46s. She was slightly taller, and her skin was a creamy sort of a bronze.

She always thought the surfer look benefited her most, so she wore her luscious, blonde hair long and flipped. Her eyes were bluer than Jo’s, and her face had high cheekbones.

Right then she was pulling Rick by the arm.

“Out of bed, you sluggard. Time to get the day started.”

She ignored Rick’s protruding penis and rushed him to the shower. She opened the door, pushed him in, and turned on the water.

“Hey!” he yelled.

She laughed at his reaction to cold water. “Honestly, I don’t understand why my daughter puts up with you!”

Rick shivered, then the water heated up. But she only gave him ten seconds. She reached in, soaped him, grabbed the spray nozzle and rinsed him off. Then she pulled him out.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. He was coming awake now, and he started to resist as she dried him off.

“Don’t you do that,” she warned. “Fight and it’ll get worse.”

“Get the hell out of he—OW!”

She grabbed his cock and lifted it, and he went up on his toes.

She snarled into his face. “I’m in charge. I talked to Jo, and she told me I could train you, and it’s about time.”

“Let go!” His voice sounded like he was being strangled.

“Only if you behave yourself!”

He grabbed her wrists and tried to push her hands off him, but she kept twisting and lifting harder.

“Okay! Okay!”

She let go and pushed him into the bedroom. “Okay. Your panties are on the dresser, along with your bra. Get ‘em on, and be quick about it.”

Rick stared at the underwear in shock, his eyes opening wide. He turned to Tammy. “I’m not wearing that shit!”

“Then you’ll have to answer to your wife.” She snickered. “I can’t wait to see how much sex you get after you blatantly disregard her instructions.”

“But I can’t wear those! They’re…they’re girl’s!”

“And you’re a pussy.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the the panties off the dresser.

A sad truth, Tammy was stronger than Rick.

Rick liked to run long distances, and his body was slender. His legs were strong, but his arms weren’t.

Tammy, on the other hand, was a die hard physical fanatic. She worked Pilates in the morning, focusing on sheer strength. In the evening she trained crossfit. In between she ate organic, took supplements, and wrote a blog about women reaching their peak of physical fitness.

Thus, Tammy reached down and slipped the panties over his feet and pulled them up.

Rick felt weak in her grip. He lied to himself, however, and told himself that he shouldn’t beat up women. He ignored the fact that Tammy had earned her black belt years ago.

Tammy pulled the panties up his legs and then stepped close to him, grabbed the hem and near lifted him off the ground.

“URK!” he gargled, his eyes bulging. His hard dick was forced upward, his balls were smashed into his crotch so hard it felt like they actually went up into the canal from whence they had dropped when he was a child.

His face turned white.

And he felt her giant boobs pressing against him, which certainly didn’t help.

It didn’t help because he couldn’t help but get sexually excited by her proximity and the press of her mountains into his skinny chest.

“There you go, big boy,” she patted his cheek and smiled. She let go of him and he fell back on the bed.

She picked up he bra and advanced on him.

“No! No!” He tried to back up across the bed, but where you gonna go when you hit the wall?

But she didn’t chase him, she just grabbed one of his ankles and pulled.

He flopped over the bed towards her and she pushed the bra across his chest, flipped him over, and jumped up and put a knee in his back.

Rick mumbled into the mattress, but it was too late. She had the back strap fastened and she was pulling his arms under the shoulder straps.

For a second he thought his arms were going to break, then she was done. She let go and he sat up and looked down.

The bra was pink. It was a training bra so there were no cups, just sheer material that emphasized his nipples…which were hard and erect.

She giggled. “You like it.”

“I don’t!” He started to take the apparel off, but she grabbed his arm and twisted it behind him.

He yelped, and suddenly realized just how close she was. Her chest was pushed against his, her face, with those curvy, red M lips just inches from his. Her blue eyes peered into his brown eyes.

“Leave it all on,” she whispered gruffly. “It’s time you realized who’s the boss. Try to take it off and not only will Jo hear about it, but I’ll spank you. And I don’t spank lightly.”

Rick stared at her.

She grinned. “You say you don’t like it, but you are hard and erect. I can feel your nipples poking into me. Your cock is hard as a rock. So knock off your whimpering and whining and grow up.”

“I…am…grown up,” he managed. He tried to move a bit, but she had his arm lifted up between his shoulder blades.

She jerked his arm, forcing him against her harder, and snapped, “I told you. You want that spanking?”

“I…don’t…”

He twisted, managed to get his arm out, and tried to get away.

Tammy had studied her joint locks, however, and when he twisted she turned, regripped, and spin him around.

Suddenly she was sitting on the bed, and he was across her lap.

“I told you!” She raised a hand and smacked down.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Rick was shocked. He knew Tammy was strong, but she was handling him like he was a baby! And those smacks on his rump hurt!

“I…told…you!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Her hand emphasized each word. Her hand was delicate, a female’s hand, but it was made strong by her exercise. It struck his cheeks, alternating buns, with a ferocity he had not expected.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! AND…SMACK!

She set him on his feet and smiled at him. “I can give you ten more if you want.”

“Nu…no.” he sniffed, rubbing his reddened bottom with one hand.

“Good. We’re off to a good start then. Now then, while you’re in the house I expect you to wear your bra and panties…and that’s all. If you have to go outside for any reason you may wear a robe. That red one hanging by the door is perfect.”

Rick looked at the robe. It was his wife’s and it was shiny satin and thin. It was short and he would have to be bent over to cover his genitalia. And then somebody might be able to see his bra straps and panty lines.

“I want to talk to Jo.”

“I’ll allow you a phone call after breakfast. Merely to assure you that you need to follow directions.”

“But—“

He was on his feet now, and she suddenly pulled him back on the bed. He gasped when his tanned ass hit the mattress, but she held him there. She reached down to his groin and started petting his flattened cock. It throbbed as she stroked it through the panties.

“Now listen,” she said, almost whispering in his ear with her red lips. “This can be a lot of fun. My husband lived for these times. Or you can hold on to your silly masculinity and…you won’t like it. Guaranteed, however, by the time your wife comes home you will be a happier person. Whether you fight it or embrace it is beside the point.”

Now she was half leaning into him, her large breasts again touching his chest, her lips slithering over his ear, and her hand…God! Her hand felt so good as she played with him.

“So what will it be? A week of spankings, me playing the bully? Or will you just go with it and learn?”

“I…I…”

She stood up, gripped his wrist and lifted. “Well, the choice is yours. Come on, I’ll teach you how to make breakfast.”

She walked towards the kitchen, pulling him along.

“Wait!”

“For what?”

“I need slippers!”

“What for? Has somebody been playing jacks on the linoleum?” She dragged him down the hallway. “Besides, you can’t go wearing anything on your feet until we’ve handled your body hair and painted your nails.”

“What?”

They entered the kitchen and she finally turned him loose. “You certainly can’t understand a woman until you’ve walked a mile in her shoes. And if you don’t understand a woman…how can you properly serve them?”

“But I’m a man!”

“Men can be servants. And they should be servants. Especially if they are weak and malleable and downright effeminate.”

“But I’m not effeminate!”

Tammy sat at the table and chortled. “Have you ever seen yourself?”

“What? But—“

“I’ve been handling you like you’re a two year old. You are weak, and you wear your hair long. And you even have a few mannerisms that shriek ‘pansy.’”

“I do not!”

“Do you mind stamping your foot when you say that?” she laughed.

Rick stood in the center of the kitchen and…he felt like stamping his foot. He felt so helpless. The only thing that saved him from a screaming fit was the knowledge that this would only last a week, then he would have a slave for a month!

“Now then, the proper mixture for pancakes…” Tammy went over the amount of milk and mix, how to crack the eggs, and how to make the flapjacks light and airy, just the way a genteel woman would like them.

Rick stood, not moving. He was trying to figure how to get out of this. “Wait a minute.”

Tammy paused.

“This is all against my will.”

Tammy smiled. “Men are to serve. This talk of having a free will is jus that. Talk. It is the blatherings of a weaker species to distract women from their very important task of ruling. Now repeat the instructions for proper pancakes to me.”

“But wait…”

Tammy pursed her lips slightly and tilted her head just a bit. “Yes?”

Rick should have listened, for there was warning in her words.

“I don’t want pancakes.”

Tammy was up like a shot. She spanked him standing up, pulling him around, twisting him around her form. Her hands smacked painfully against his rump, and now his ass could be seen turning red.

“Stop! Stop!”

But she wouldn’t. Not until the full ten had been administered.

Finally, she released him, pushed him away from her. “You’ll never get to suck mommy’s tits if you keep acting so pettish.”

He stared at her, and through the tears his face turned incredulous.

“Suck your…what?”

She smiled. “Surely you didn’t think it was all going to be the stick. Bad boys can best be molded with a taste of the carrot.

“But I don’t want to suck your tits!”

“Of course you do.”

Before he could move she stepped forward, grabbed his arm and pulled him into her.

She pressed his face between her mammoth boobs. He held him by the back of his neck and his hair.

“Do you feel my love pillows?” she whispered. “You may kiss them.”

He wasn’t so much kissing as trying to get free. But he couldn’t. And his sputtering mouth was brought into contact with her nipples.

“Ah…na…paa!”

Then, no choice for it, he had to give in to breath, his mouth opened and sucked in her nipple.

She sighed. “Doesn’t that feel wonderful?”

He couldn’t help it. He nodded slightly.

“And you can suck them any time you want, if you’re a good boy. But if you’re a bad boy…”

He lay against her chest, standing up he was still in the laying position, and suckled her.

“And feel how hard your little dickie is. Can you feel it?”

He could. It was pressing against her flesh and throbbing.

She giggled. “It feels like it’s been some time since you were given any relief. Hasn’t my daughter been letting you squirt?”

Rick said nothing. He was suddenly enjoying that huge nipple in his mouth.

She transferred him to the other boob. “Equal time, honey. Now, answer me, has Jo not been letting you cum.”

He mumbled over his nursing, “She lets me cum. but the last couple of weeks…”

“I understand. And you should understand…she told me a couple of weeks ago that she wanted me to train you. So she probably told you she was having her period, or maybe getting sick. And she probably didn’t give you much time to sneak off and masturbate.”

Rick thought about it. Tammy was right. Right on all counts. He was sort of surprised, now that he thought about it, now that he realized how easily his wife had played him.

“Okay. That’s enough for now.”

She pushed him away.

Rick stood, still feeling her nipple in his mouth, moving his mouth as if he was still suckling for a moment.

“Now then, what are the steps for making the most scrumpdiddlyumptious pancakes that a woman will love.

Surprisingly, Rick remembered most of the instructions. They were simple, after all, and he did know about such things. He mumbled the instructions back to her.

Tammy smiled and nodded. “Very good. Now, get out the pots and pans and go to work. You may serve me, but I warn you…if you make bad tasting pancakes I’ll spank you, and I’ll use a belt this time.”

Rick blinked.

She smiled and softened up a little. “But, if you please me, if your pancakes melt in my mouth, then I’ll let you have a taste of something that won’t melt in your mouth.”

She held up her tits, her fingers little circles around the turgid nipples, and pointed them at him.

A half hour later Tammy sat at the dining table and ate his pancakes.

“Hmmm. Not bad, but not sweet enough. You don’t deserve a spanking, this was a good effort, but you certainly don’t deserve to nurse.”

Rick stood by, waiting, and he was curiously disappointed. One of his favorite sports was sucking on his wife’s nipples, and now that he had tasted his wife’s mother’s boobs…he wanted to taste them again.

Tammy added a little syrup, tasted, and smiled. “Yes, you need more sugar. You don’t want your wife to be in a position to have to add too much syrup. Do you?”

He shook his head.

He was looking at the front door and wondering if he could make it there before being grabbed.

But even if he did make it out the front door, where would he go? Wearing just a thin, high robe and panties and bra, where would eh go?

No. He needed to get some real clothes on. Then he could grab his wallet and head for a motel or something. Fuck the month of being a sexual slave. He had to get out of this silliness.

“Sit down, Rick,” Tammy motioned to the other side of the table.

Rick sat, and he frowned. He was further from the front door.

She placed a pancake on his plate, a thin pat of butter, and no syrup.

“You may eat.”

He looked at his plate and blinked. “But…”

“You’re a man. You don’t need the extra sweetness. At least not until you know your place.”

He looked at the pancake on his plate, then looked up at her.

“I really can’t do this anymore.”

“Oh, you men. You all say that. But in the end you all give in. You submit. And who wouldn’t want to submit to these?” She once again hefted her boobs.

He gulped as he eyed her mammaries. He could remember the sweet taste of her nipples. He wanted to nurse.

He wanted to run out the door screaming, but…he wanted to nurse.

And he knew it wouldn’t be long before he wanted to nurse more than he wanted to run.

That was a very scary realization for Rick, but…there was nothing he could do about it. At least, not yet.

“Now then, let me explain how this program works. It will be much more effective, and faster, if you understand it.”

He watched as she sliced a corner of pancake and lifted it, dripping with syrup, to her sweet mouth.

He had never noticed how sexy her lips were.

“As you progress you will experience much joy. You will be allowed to touch me, to nurse, to nurse down there, and you will find this activity immensely pleasurable.

“However, if you prove resistive, then you will be punished. You will be spanked, and with a belt, and a birch rod, and, finally, you will have your cock locked up.”

“What?”

“Oh, yes,” she smiled. Her tongue darted out and licked a bit of syrup off those magnificent lips. “I am a firm believer in chastity. I don’t administer it right away, men should experience the carrot as well as the stick, but…I don’t mind telling you this…all men eventually end up in chastity. They fight the program; they fight their own inner nature, and they end up in chastity.

“And, again, I don’t mind telling you this, men loving being in chastity. They love the loving embrace. They love the feeling of being contained, not out of control. They love it when a strong woman takes them in hand and teaches them how to behave. The only real question is…when will you break?”

“Break?”

“Yes. When will you decide that you have had enough and run for the door, barricade yourself in your bedroom, cry and cry and cry. The only question is when.”

Rick stared at her. He didn’t realize that she had chosen her actions and words carefully, that she had brought him to this spot. He didn’t know that she was driving him to make a break.

He just knew that her words mirrored his feelings, and that he was going to have to run for it.

He jumped up and sprinted for the door.

He was willing to run down the street in bra and panties and sexy robe. He was willing to put up with the snickers and laughs of his neighbors.

After all, when he got free, when he could explain what she was doing to him, then they would understand.

So thinking, he rounded the table, pushed a chair aside, and thought he was going to make it.

the front door was right ahead. He had made a good head start. There was no way she could catch him. He was going to make it! He was going to—


PART TWO

Tammy caught his arm. She merely darted a bit, reached out, and snagged his arm.

Her Pilates strong arm, her Cross Fit body, she caught him and he spun and belly flopped on the floor.

“UNH!” he grunted.

“I thought so,” she spoke in hard tones. Then her hand rose and fell, and in her hand was a thick, leather belt.

SMACK!

And it wasn’t one of those sissy spanks she had done earlier! It was the full weight of her toned body.

Rick howled. He felt the leather blister his flesh, and he tried to get away.

But she was actually sitting on him now, sitting on his back and facing his butt, and she let loose with a series of tremendous strikes.

Rick cried and struggled, but he couldn’t dislodge her, and he couldn’t stop the rain of blows to his butt.

The spanking went on for a long time, then she stood up, grabbed his wrist, and jerked him back towards the bedroom.

“Stop! Stop!”

She didn’t. She pulled him into the bedroom and threw him on the bed.

She reached behind the door and extracted a birch rod she had hidden there. She stepped to the dresser and picked up a six inch box.

Her hands were firm and steady as she opened the box and took out a chastity tube.

Rick eyed the thing in horror.

It was made of polymer and couldn’t be broken. The ring folded down and the lock was set in the device. No way to pick it.

He knew what it was, he had seen enough porn, and laughed at the sissies on the net who allowed themselves to be so restricted. He thought it was funny when women in tight, black pants with big boobs manhandled them, jacked them only to stuff their weenies back in the torture devices. He looked down on such men, for they weren’t really men. They were just…sissies!

But now he was being manhandled, treated like they had been.

Tammy smacked his thighs with the birch rod and he shrieked and tried to scamped away.

But, again, how far can you run on a mattress?

His scrambling benefitted her, however, and she managed to flip him over on his back and bring the rod down even more effectively.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! But now the smacks were foreordained by a HISS as the rod descended through the air.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Rick was now in terror. He hadn’t been so manhandled since he was a little boy and his mother had caught him with his fingers in the pie. She had grabbed him like this, handled him like this, spanked him with her open hand.

But this wasn’t an open hand. This was ten times worse.

And, while some people speak highly of the way a spanking will bring up the cock, the fact of the matter is that, if done in a certain manner the cock will begin to shrink.

Rick’s dick shrank. Rather quickly.

Tammy flipped him over and began putting the tube on him.

Rick fought then, slapping at her hands, trying to see through the tears.

Tammy turned him back on his belly and continued the whipping.

Again, Rick screamed. He screamed so loudly the neighbors actually heard him, and there was some discussion as to whether the police should be called.

But his crying stopped, so they just listened and wondered, and Tammy put on the chastity tube and locked it.

Rick stood up. He wouldn’t be sitting down for a few days. He started to rub his striped ass, but stopped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. It was too painful to touch.

“There, there,” soothed Tammy. She went into the bathroom and found an unopened bottle of lineament. “My, my,” she said. “My daughter has been remiss. It’s never been opened.” She went back into the bedroom and asked, “Hasn’t Jo ever given you a thrashing?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Well, I shall have to have a talking with her. Come here…”

She sat on the bed and pulled Rick over her lap. She gently pulled down his panties and began smoothing the lineament into his scored hide.

Rick cried unashamedly. He had not just been bruised, but there was also the psychological impact of having been bruised by a girl!

“It’s okay now,” Tammy rubbed cream onto his ass.

Slowly, the burning faded. The bruises would remain, but the immediate pain lessened.

Rick sniffed, and he just lay there, helpless, and let her console him. Now that it was over he relished her touch, and something amazing happened.

Even though she had been the source of his pain, he looked to her more for pleasure.

He wanted her touch. He wanted to feel good, and she was making him feel good.

After a while she placed him on his feet. He stood and faced her, the tears still streaming down his cheeks.

She reached out and held his caged cock.

He looked down, and there was a sense of marvel, a feeling of appreciation.

This was what had started it all. At least, so he thought in his mind.

This thing encircling his manhood. Squeezing him ever so lightly, resisting any attempt of his to get hard.

As he watched it began writhing within the plastic. He watched in fascination as it tried to push out, as it tried to push his cock out so his balls were stretched.

But it was a good fit, and he experienced the first feelings of frustration.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Tammy smiled up at him. “And doesn’t it feel good?”

“I need to get out. It’s starting to hurt.”

“Control yourself, little one. Learn to let it be. Learn a more pure form of love.”

“What form of love?” he was stunned, and horrified, and amazed, and…curious.

“It’s not all about the dick. Learn to control the dick and you will learn a more pure form of love. A form of love where you give of yourself and for no other reason than that is your purpose.

Rick frowned. He had heard Jo saying similar things, though not in so much depth and detail.

“But it hurts, and I need to cum.”

She smiled. Already he was thinking about cumming. It had only been on a minute and he was understanding the true purpose of the thing.

“You focus on being a good boy, and I will eventually give you relief.”

“But I need relief now! I haven’t cum for a week!”

“And you won’t cum for another week. Maybe longer. If you don’t behave yourself I won’t give you relief, and that will be up to Jo.”

“But…but…”

She was still holding his cock, and she lowered her grip to his balls and put a finger over his lips.

He felt her finger, and it was like the finger was kissing his mouth. His sense of life was already being transmuted, changed, made into something else.

She rolled his balls in her hands, treated them a little roughly, like ben wah balls.

He groaned and his knees buckled.

“Your training has exhausted me. Please take off my skirt and attend to my needs.

He stared. It was wrong…at least wrong to his old way of thought.

She smiled, and nodded down at her crotch with her chin. She pulled down on his balls and he went to his knees.

Lift up my skirt and pull down my panties. Now that you are neutered there is no reason for me to wear panties, or to wear anything, for that matter.

Rick was now gasping, his mind overloaded. He was being asked to…to perform cunnilingus on his mother-in-law!

She half lifted her dress, encouraged him.

As if in a daze Rick hooked his fingers under and lifted her skirt. It folded back easily and left her exposed in panties.

“That’s it,” she touched the back of his head, stroked his hair gently. “Now the panties.”

He reached his hand in, hooked fingers over the waist band, and pulled her panties down.

Tammy lifted a bit and the panties slid off.

Her skin was fair. Bronzed because she tanned all over. She had just a small landing strip, and under that landing strip was the line of her slit. The line was puffy on each side.

“Use your fingers and open me up.”

He moved her labia to the sides. Her hole was pink and moist. Her clitoris popped out. It was as large as his thumb and very excited.

“Now you must suck on my female cock,” she said, guiding his head down to the clitoris.

He closed his eyes at the last second, and sunk into her cunt the way a bird lands in a nest. Senses out, awareness radiating, his penis trying to erect.

She tasted wonderful. She tasted like perfume, and she was so soft and incredible.

He licked her with his tongue.

“You should start gentle, but as I become more aroused you should get rougher.”

He nodded, a very slight movement, but she moaned. “Oh, yes. It’s been a while. I wish we had trained you long ago.”

But now Rick wasn’t hearing properly. His ears were covered by her smooth thighs. His face was deep, he assayed the wondrous miracles of her pussy.

Tammy leaned back, held his hair and pulled him deeper. She sighed, and though it had been long, she had not forgotten how to orgasm. As soon as her back hit the bed she began to tremble and quiver, and a moment later she made guttural sounds and her thighs clamped harder.

Rick could hardly breath, but he didn’t care.

The spanking, the whipping, the caning…he was ripe for some serious loving, and he had been made into a worshipper of she who had disciplined him.

An hour later Tammy was done. She smiled lazily up at him, she pushed him away. “Go vacuum the carpets and wash the floors. I need to rest. Unless, of course, you require another spanking.”

He shook his head hard.

She smiled, turned her shoulder to him, and went to sleep.

Rick stood there for a moment. He was in shock, but he was also elevated.

His ass burned, but the feeling in his heart was warmer.

He hadn’t fucked his mother-in-law, but she had taught him something.

Oddly, he wasn’t sure what. But he loved her, he felt so strongly for her.

And now he knew why he loved his wife.

But…he dreamed, had visions, of Jo spanking him, letting him suckle, making him chaste even as she satisfied herself.

He turned and walked, more staggered, out of the bedroom.

Tammy was sleeping in his bed, yet…it was okay.

She had more right to it than he did.

He reached the end of the hallway and looked at the front door.

He had wanted to run screaming out of the house. but now…? Now he wanted to go back into the bedroom and please Tammy some more.

But she had told him…what had she told him…? Oh, yes. the floors. He was supposed to vacuum and wash and…and he was surprised to find out that he wasn’t resisting such ideas.

After all, it was his house, but he had to keep it clean enough that it pleased the women.

The women.

Not his wife, not his mother-in-law, but…’the women.’

And he knew womenfolk had somehow been elevated in his eyes.

And he needed to do what Tammy had commanded. He had to deserve her embrace.

More, he had to deserve her punishment.

For from harsh punishment did love emit.

He walked to the hall closet, found the vacuum cleaner, and he began to clean the house.

Tammy awoke, and the house was quiet. She had heard the sound of the vacuum and smiled in her sleep, but now it was silent.

She stood up and took off what remained of her clothes. The dear boy had stripped much of her clothes from her body in his lust, but now she had no need of clothes.

Rick would not be fucking anybody for a while.

She slipped on high heels. This would make her taller than him, and he would be properly cowed.

Eventually she wouldn’t need such artifices, but for right now, beginnings were so important.

She moved down the hallway.

Click, click, click, her heels announced her coming.

Rick was in the kitchen. He was scrubbing the floor with a mop.

She had noted that the carpets had a pattern in them now, and she noticed that the floors were immaculate.

“Very well done, Ricky.”

Ricky. The transforming of his name to something more boyish pleased him, and he grinned compulsively.

“Make me a drink, Ricky, then sit across from me.”

She sat down at the kitchen table and watched him hurriedly mix the drink. “No hurry,” she chided. “Better right once than a thousand wrong.”

He slowed down, nodded, and brought the drink to her.

She sipped, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off her red lips.

She knew he couldn’t, and she smiled wanly. “It’s time we talked, little one.”

He was perched on the edge of the chair on the other side of the table. His robe was parted and his cage cold be seen bobbing helplessly.

“Yes, ma’am?”

She smiled wider. Men were such importunate creatures. First they resisted, then they fell all over themselves.

“You have done well.”

He grinned.

“But you need to control yourself. It is okay to feel your heart falling for me, but you must control it…you must control yourself.”

“I don’t understand?”

“You have a wife. You may let your heart out for her, but only as she sees fit. As far as I go, no matter how desperately you fall in love with me, you must not show it. Take your rewards and punishments, and appreciate them, but do not be a simpering, little girl when you look at me. Ours must be a more professional relationship, with only occasional demonstrations of lust and love.”

He was nodding, not completely understanding, but it as sinking in. He was like a dog who had figured out he must crap on the newspaper, but didn’t understand why the newspaper was shrinking.

“Now then, for the next few days we must work on your appearance. This means we will get rid of your body hair, teach you about fashion and make up, and you will learn what a woman needs. in that way you will become better prepared to serve them.

His face contorted slightly, and she knew he was having resistive thoughts.

“Ah, ah. None of that,” she admonished. You must remain deeply in love with me even as you learn to toil for me.”

He nodded, not understanding, but somehow reassured as the rules were set in place.

She reached under the table and took him in hand. She rolled his testicles gently. “Don’t worry, little one. You’ll learn. The main thing is to just go along and let the dust settle.”

“Okay.” He loved the feel of her hands on him. He was reminded that he had not cum for a long time. He was reminded that she held the power of pain and pleasure over him.

It was now afternoon, and she led him back to the bedroom and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“Dispense with your ugly hair, little one,” she smiled. “Take your time, I’ve got some shopping to do.”

Rick read the directions, then rubbed Nair into his pores. He imagined he could feel the follicles closing up and his hair losing its grip on him.

Tammy headed for the computer room and began ordering things off the net.

A half hour later Rick entered the computer room. His skin was baby bare smooth, and it felt so downright electrical. Sexually electrical.

“Come, honey. Sit by me. Place your hands on my thigh.”

Rick sat next her, placed his head against her thigh, circled his hand around it, and listened as she tapped on the keyboard. Every once in a while she would brush his hair.

An hour later she was done. She turned off the computer and said, “I’ve ordered you more underwear, outfits, and breast forms. I think we’ll eventually get you some implants. Small ones, so we can have you present to the world as male, but big enough so that you never forget yourself, so that you will always need a bra.”

She walked out of the computer room and headed towards the bedroom.

He scampered after her, totally devoted, wondering what had happened to him, even as he tried not to wonder too closely.

He didn’t want to jinx this wonderful feeling he had.

In the bedroom she began his education into make up. She showed him how to cleanse his pores, how to apply primer. She talked about fingers versus clothes or brushes. She colored his cheeks and plucked his eyebrows.

He was caught. He was in thrall. He was enraptured. He watched his face in the mirror as she transformed him.

She lengthened his lashes and curled them. She applied a dusky kohl color to his orbs, making them into mysterious caves from which his brown eyes glinted.

He was now civilized, but looked savage in his look.

She pierced his ears and hung long, tiny ornaments from them. Thin strings of diamonds with little triangles on the bottom.

She thought about piercing his nose, then decided against it. Maybe later, when he deserved it.

Then she brushed his hair, long, loving strokes, twisting and flipping and styling it in a most feminine way.

Finally, the pièce de résistance, she plumped his lips and painted them.

He was beautiful. He was a work of art. He was flat, but some women are, and yet he exuded a feminine attitude.

In a low voice she spoke of how to act like a woman, but without going overboard.

Cross your legs in this manner, align your feet thusly, let the sway happen because of the heels. Don’t force it, live it, be assured in your attitude and everything will happen naturally.

He listened avidly, and wanted to be close to her.

He knew he loved his wife, but he loved Tammy, too.

And he knew that his wife would somehow understand.

She would appreciate him.

She would let him be bear her.

She would smile and forgive him his excesses.

Tammy finished with him, put one of Jo’s dresses on him, had him stand in high heels for a short time—he couldn’t stand for long—and snapped a couple of pictures.

“These will got to Jo so that she will know of your progress.”

He was worried now, he was changing, being changed, and this wasn’t what Jo had married.

Or was it?

Did she see something in him from the beginning?

Tammy tapped her phone a few times and sent the images to his wife.

Too late now. No way to take that back.

Then came the evening. Again, Rick learned more about cooking and serving.

Now there was no need for spankings, for he was trying.

He didn’t want any more spankings, though he would doubtless earn some in the future.

What he wanted was for Tammy to love him, he wanted to deserve her soft words and gentle manner.

Then, after dinner she showed him how to do his nails.

The toenails were hard because he was not flexible. He wasn’t used to bending over and reaching.

And, to top it off, it was delicate work!

But she helped him, showed him tricks and educated him.

Then, the fingernails. And this was hard because she insisted he wear fake fingernails.

He had to shape and prepare his nails, then select the right shapes, and shape and prepare them, and…finally, he had to paint them.

Long strokes of shiny red from the cuticle to the tips. You couldn’t waver. You couldn’t go back and repair. You had to have a firm, steady hand.

It was that frustration that made him realize just how much more difficult a woman’s life was than a man’s.

And, finally, the end of the night.

Rick was tired now. He was alert, like he had a wire of energy in his chest, but he was tired, and too tired to jack off. If he could have.

But, tired or not, he had one last duty to perform.

Tammy entered his bedroom, she had been wearing a robe and she took it off.

He stared at her lush body and his cock dripped inside his cage.

“Okay, lover. Time to give me a rub and get me off.”

“But I already got you off!” he said, thinking of his cunnilingus.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a strap on. She smiled.

Rick held the strap on and…and stared at it.

The straps were stretchy, the dick was big, and…

“Put it on.”

Now trembling, going through emotions he didn’t understand, Rick strapped on the dildo.

“Oh, yes. Come on.”

She pulled him onto the bed. She enwrapped him in her arms, and she made love.

She chewed on his mouth, made him suck her tits. She took his whole cage in her mouth and pulled on his nipples.

She giggled and laughed and blew his plastic peter.

And then she pushed him on his back and mounted him.

Rick stared up. He was in awe, and he was shaking. He was being fucked, but his dick felt nothing.

Well, it felt something, but it wasn’t about to get out and play around.

“Oh, yes,” murmured Tammy, riding him mercilessly. She pulled her nipples and started to climb the mountain.

she grabbed Rick’s hands and made him fondle her breasts.

She rocked back and forth, moaning and groaning and having ehr way with him.

And he felt everything, experienced all her passion, and he felt nothing.

He was in her, without being in her.

He began to cry. It was too much. She reached down and wiped his tears away and kept bouncing on him. He could cry as much as he wanted, as long as he served her pussy well.

She crested, arched her back, thrust her breasts forward. She held that position for about ten seconds, her legs cramping, her back aching, then she collapsed.

She fell on him with her breasts and he oofed.

His tears dried. He laugh there while she eked every last bit of pleasure out of him.

Then it was over.

She pulled off him, lay on her side, and watched him.

He lay there and watched her, and wondered what was happening to him.

He wanted to cum, but the sensation of being in the totally excited phase of sex was too much. he actually loved that better.

“Just think,” she whispered, “Soon you won’t want to cum. You’ll be able to fuck your wife with your dick and stop yourself from cumming. And you’ll love it.

Then she kissed him gently on the lips and closed her eyes.

All night he lay there, as erect as he could be within his cage. Watching her, feeling his passion mount and mount, and never crest.

It was heaven.

It was hell.

But it was more heaven.

All week he learned about women. He learned by being one. He learned to wear heels and nylons, to put on make up, to move in carefully calculated manners.

During the day he cleaned, and his cock spoke to him, but he couldn’t speak back. He couldn’t touch it and stroke it and make it spit.

During the night she took him into her. The plastic him into her. She loved him, and excited him, and laughed when he whimpered and whined.

The days and nights passed, and Rick changed, deeply, and, finally, Jo was due home.

He had not been untrue to her. He had not fucked his mother-in-law.

But he was changed, softened, made compliant, made to understand his real duties.

Then, on the last night before Jo was due home, Tammy called him into the living room. The drapes were drawn and a towel and pillows were laid upon the coffee table. She wore the strap on now, and she smiled at him.

“Up on the table, honey.”

“But, why?” he asked as he mounted the low table.

“You’ve learned much, but you haven’t learned the most important part.”

“Are you going to fuck me with that?”

His heart was thumping.

“Oh, no. Not tonight. Maybe some other time, but right now, I need to prepare you for your wife.”

She sat down on the couch next to the table. She massaged his back gentle, and spoke even more gently.

“A man must learn to control himself around women. If I didn’t do what I am about to do, then you would be out of control. You would throw yourself upon your wife and take her in the most rude manner. And we certainly don’t want that, do we?”

“Uh, no.”

“So I’m going to drain you. Later, if Jo feels like it, she will introduce you to the joys of the dick. But, for right now, it’s milking time.”

She moved a finger to his anus and began rubbing lube into his hole.

Rick groaned, and it felt so wonderful.

She inserted a finger and reamed him, widened him, prepared him.

“Is that it?” he asked when she extracted her digit.

“Oh, Lord. No.”

She held what looked like a small butt plug in her hand. It was slightly bent. She placed it at his button and started pressing.

For a moment it hurt, then it simply slipped in.

He gulped, and blinked, and was impaled. He felt full, and it felt good.

Tammy began to move the thing up and down.

“This is called a prostate massager. It is designed to press on your prostate. Eventually you will feel like you need to pee. At that point semen will come out of you. You will be drained and your out of control desires will be under control.

She moved the thing up and down, and he felt it rubbing inside.

Then, sure enough, he felt like peeing, and the semen started to pour out of him.

He had a lot in him. He had a couple of weeks of sperm, all enhanced by al the love making she had put him through.

He moaned, and his back dipped, and his butt shook.

Still, he came, but without the orgasm.

In place of the orgasm he had a wonderful, golden feeling. He felt so good and loose and warm and…

“There we go.” She patted his pass and withdrew the tool.

Rick stood up, felt like he cold leap through the roof, but just stood there. Amazed.

“Go shower now, honey. Clean yourself off.”


EPILOGUE

Jo came home the following day. Tammy greeted her, then had to run. The two women shared a secretive smile, then Tammy was off.

Jo turned to Rick.

“How you doing, honey?”

Rick stood, trembling, in a night gown. He was wearing his panties and night gown under the gown, and a garter and nylons and high heels. His make up was perfect.

“I love you so much,” he whispered.

“And have you been drained?”

“Last night.”

Jo smiled. “Then I guess we should make love.”

Rick felt like he was flying out of his body. “Oh, yes.”

“You won’t be allowed to cum, of course. And, in fact, you wouldn’t be able to cum even if you wished to. You are officially empty and ready to please me.”

“Yes, dear.”

“So I want a long back rub, a long fuck, and then you can do the dishes. Okay?”

Rick nodded, and was so glad. This was the life he had been dreaming of, even before he knew he was dreaming.

END
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PART ONE

“Man! What a bunch of garbage!” Jim ran the door up and stared at the contents of the storage locker.

The storage locker was big, and it held endless stacks of boxes, suitcases, plastic containers, and on and on and on.

Ann stood next to him and sighed. “We paid over a hundred bucks for this. There’s got to be something in here.”

Jim moved a couple of boxes and found a skinny aisle that led to the back. He moved in and nudged more containers aside.

Ann moved to a light switch at the side of the locker and hit the switch. Yellow light flooded the space, but it didn’t help.

Boxes. Cardboard, wood, plastic.

“Where’s that Harley Davidson you swear we’re going to find?”

“In the next locker,” he grunted.

Ann moved to the aisle and turned sideways and followed him.

And stopped.

“I’m stuck!”

Jim looked back and started laughing. “Your tits are too big!”

Ann grunted and tried to wiggle through the corridor.

Nope. She was stuck, and it was like Jim had said, her breasts were too big.

Jim turned sideways and squeezed back to her. “Lose some weight, baby.”

She snorted. “You want to give up these big ta tas?”

“Nope.”

He shoved a box, reached around pulled her butt, and she came loose.

“Thank you.”

“The pleasure was all mine.” And it was, because now she was turned towards him and still stuck. But it was him she was stuck against.

“Oh, heysoos. You’re not going to be horny at a time like this!”

“If not now,” he chortled and rubbed his front against her. She could feel his big boner rubbing on her and she pushed him away.

“Aw, what’s the matter? You a frigid bitch?”

“I’m a bitch who wants to make money, now let’s get these boxes open and figure out what we can sell, and what we can throw away.”

Jim shoved boxes, made a space, and started opening the things.

After a few minutes Ann muttered, “When did they rent this unit?”

“Back before computers. I’ve got nothing but paper receipts.”

Ann moved a rolling trash can to the unit and they began to fill it.

Receipts. Old, mildewed magazines. Pots and pans. A couple of boxes of old toys which, unbelievably, held promise.

“A Red Ryder lunch pail. I don’t know what we can get for it, but it belongs in a museum.”

Ann pulled out a couple of raggedy Ann dolls. One male and one female.

Jim found a phonograph, plugged it in, and it worked!

Ann found a bunch of records. Frankie Avalon, Fabian, Del Shannon, and so on. All the white bread singers from the fifties.

“Well, we got music.”

They were heartened, listening to Frankie croon about ‘Puppy Love,’ because there was a market for this stuff.

Still, they were only breaking eve, at best.

Tax records for a pawn shop.

A stack of 1950 movie star magazines. All crinkled and used up. Not much value there.

All afternoon they went through the boxes. They took a couple of garbage can loads to the big dumpster, they threw out some broken furniture, and in the far right hand corner, tossed into a box full of vintage clothes, was a small box. It had a velvet covering and rivets and a little padlock.

Ann pulled out the old clothes, and she grinned. “Look. Corsets, nylons from world war two, kinky dresses. Look at this bullet bra!

Jim laughed. “You can wear that.”

And she could. Ann had a real pair of bazumbas. She could fill a bra like nobody else.

Jim picked up the box. “Locked. Wonder what’s inside it.”

He rattled the padlock. No joy. He tapped it with the end of a folding knife. It stayed locked.

“Well, whatever it is, it’s going to stay locked up till we get it home.”

It was getting late then. So they made a couple more trips to the dumpster, loaded their goodies in the back of the pick up, put the vintage clothes and the little box in the back seat of their truck, and headed to the front office.

Jim and Ann made a living selling storage locker stuff on Ebay, yard sales, and so on. They would break better than even on the stuff they had found, but it wasn’t a good day. It was a so so day.

The manager of the property came and inspected the unit, gave Jim his deposit back, and they were done.

“Well, it happens,” muttered Jim philosophically. “We’ve had good units, this wasn’t one of them.”

“I wonder what’s in this thing?” Ann was fiddling with the padlock, trying to get it open.

“Probably somebody’s medicine.”

“Carter’s Little Liver Pills,” snickered Ann.

She had Jim’s knife open and she was trying to insert the tip into the padlock.

“Don’t cut yourself.”

“I won’t. Hey, stop at a McDonald’s or something. Let’s get a Coke.”

A mile further, Ann was still messing with the little box, Jim pulled into a McDonalds. He guided the truck into the drive through and ordered two Cokes.

Ann was now using a bent bobby pin on the lock. She could feel the mechanism and she thought she almost had it.

Waiting for the line of cars to move up Jim watched her, a twist of a smile on his face. “Probably somebody’s marble collection.”

“What if it’s baseball cards?”

Jim perked up. “I’d like that. Dibs.”

Ann glanced at him. “I’m doing the work and you get the dibs?”

“I called it, I get it.”

It was a game they had. A rule. Whoever called dibs got the item, no matter what it was. In the end they shared everything, so it was just a game for them to play.

“All right. Okay. If it’s a Faberge egg you get it. But if it’s the corpse of a cockroach, you get it.”

“Oh boy! I get corpses!”

They pulled up to the window, the girl handed them Cokes, and the padlock sprung.

“All right!”

“Quick, tell me what I won!” Jim pulled to the side to let other cars out of the parking lot. He turned on the overhead light and Ann opened the box.

Inside the box was a velvet bag with a golden loop.

“I won a bag?” he mock groused.

“Shut up,” she smiled, and she pulled out the contents of the bag.

It was a tube in the shape of a cock. A ring. And in the top lip of the tube was an inset lock.

“What the fuck?” He stared at the two pieces in her hands.

Ann started laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“You know what this is?”

“No. What?”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

Jim blinked. “A chastity who?”

“It’s a sex toy. It goes on your cock, the ring goes around everything, and you lock it together.”

“You lock your cock up?”

“Yep.”

“Why would anybody ever want to lock their dingus up?”

“Because it’s fun.”

“How do you know?”

“I had a bestie in college who swore by them. She kept all her boyfriends under lock and key.”

“Well, it’s stupid.”

She laughed at him, a sly and gleaming look in her pretty, blue eyes. “It may be stupid, but you won it…so you have to put it on.”

“I do not! I would never put on a chastity whatever it is!”

“You dibbed. You won. Rules of the game.”

The rules of the ‘dibs’ game were loose, but she had him. Not because he had to, but because he was sort of curious.

He took the thing from her and held it up to the light. It was made of some kind of polymer. He could almost see through it, but not quite.

“Come on,” Ann giggled. “You have to wear it.” She leaned over and fussed with his belt buckle.

He laughed and tried to move away, but she already had his buckle unbuckled.

“Come on, honey. I want to see that big, old thing of yours in the hoosegow.”

“Help! Rape!” He chuckled.

She pulled his zipper down and began shimmying his pants.

“Okay…okay!” he finally gave in.

She watched avidly as he pulled out his cock. He looked around to make sure nobody was near them, then held the tube next to his cock.

“It’s too big,” he said. And it was. His cock was hard and eight inches long. The tube was only three inches long.

“Oh, come on. Jack off or something. Make it fit.”

“Sorry, honey, but you’re going to have to give me a blow job.”

“No fair!” she complained, but she wasn’t too sincere. She liked giving him blow jobs.

“Hey, that’s the way the mop flops.”

She reached into his lap and took the tube away from him. She held it up and examined it, and said, “You can put the ring on at least.”

“Well, I could.” but he didn’t really want to.

Ann turned to him again. Her eyes were lit up and her teeth were showing. “Don’t be a party pooper. Put the ring on.”

So Jim lifted his shirt, held the ring up, and placed it over his cock and balls. It was a tight fit, he had to pull his balls through the ring one at a time, but it was a fit.

“There, happy?”

“No!” she said. She placed the tube at the head of his cock. His penis would never fit in there, but she pushed the tube down on the head.

It was just for fun. A joke. The tube slipped on.

Not only that, it sucked his whole cock in, and they heard a CLICK!

“What the fuck?” Suddenly his cock was compressed, jammed in, made instantly smaller. “What’d you do?”

“I didn’t do anything!” Ann said. “I just touched the tube to the head of your cock and it…it leaped out of my hand.”

“Leaped out of your hand?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, get it off!”

Ann looked around the parking lot. They were still alone, and she gripped the tube and pulled.

“OW!”

Ann let go.

“Pull it off!”

She tried again, and again he said, “OW!”

“It’s not coming!” Ann sounded a bit alarmed. But if she was a bit alarmed, Jim was all the way alarmed.

“It’s got to come off! It’s tight!”

“Does it hurt?”

Jim was silent, gauging the sensations he was undergoing. “It doesn’t hurt hurt, but it’s like my dick can’t get hard.”

“But it was hard!”

“But when it went into the tube it stopped being hard, and now it hurts because it can’t get hard! It’s like I’m being strangled down there.

Ann moved her head over. She got out the flashlight out of the glove box. She examined Jim’s cock closely.

The tube was definitely trapped his weenie. And she could see it wiggling in the polymer, or whatever the thing was made of.

“We’re going to have to cut it off.”

“Cut it off? My penis?” Now he was sounding a little high pitched.

“No. The chastity cage. We’re going to have to go home and cut it off.”

“But…but…”

“Want me to drive?”

“I can drive. But…you can’t get it off?

“No!”

“Okay…okay!”

They were scared. they were panicked. But there was nothing to do. Jim put the truck in gear and headed for home.

The Cokes didn’t taste all that good.

Jim moaned all the way home. He finally admitted that it didn’t hurt that much, but it was the idea that he couldn’t reach Mr. Happy.

“How would you feel if you couldn’t touch your tits?”

“Fine, because I’m not boob obsessed like some people I know.”

Jim muttered a few choice words, and Ann giggled.

He cast her a dire look.

“Come on. It’s funny. We’ll get home and you’ll get that thing off…no harm, no foul.”

A few more choice words.

Then Jim turned into their driveway. He didn’t bother trying to unload the boxes and stuff in the back of the truck, he just opened the garage door and went for the tool box.

“I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe…” he kept muttering. He picked up a pair of pliers and worked them around the ring. If he could snap the ring off the tube would fall off.

“Careful there, slick. I don’t want to lose my favorite part of your anatomy.” Ann spoke in a dry voice and watched him.

Jim tried to close the pliers, but they wouldn’t close. He adjusted his position, tried to get more muscle on the things. He squeezed, and squeezed, and…

SNAP!

The pliers broke. One of the handles had come apart right above the joint where the two sides were attached.

“Fuck!”

Jim went back to the tool box. He found a bigger set of pliers and tried to get them under the ring.

The odd thing, it was almost like the ring closed up, squeezed together when he tried to get them under the ring. It was like a python that, when you compressed the flesh, it compressed also.

“What the fuck?”

“Try a file?”

Jim pulled out a big file. He angled it under his balls and slid it back and forth.

Again, the ring looked like it was adjusting, taking the heat out of the filing process.

For ten minutes he tried to cut the edge into the ring of the chastity tube, but it just wasn’t working. Finally, he bent over and moved the file and saw that he hadn’t left a mark on the thing.

He sat back and stared at the little thing imprisoning him.

“It’s not working,” he said.

“Let me try it.”

Ann took the file and  began sawing. Within the first minute she slipped and the file ran across his most sensitive skin.

“OW! Watch it!”

Ann jumped back. Now she was starting to feel scared. “I’m sorry.”

She tried again, taking her time and making sure she had the angle right and that there were no slips. After five minutes of mild sawing she sat back in frustration. “Not a mark. What kind of stuff is this thing?

“It’s like it moves, expands and contracts, but never enough for me to get loose.”

“And it doesn’t cut or show any signs of being able to be cut.”

Defeated, the couple went into the kitchen. Jim got down a bottle of bourbon, mixed a couple of drinks, and they sat at the kitchen table and considered the situation.

“If I wasn’t so worried it would be funny.”

“Big joke, ha ha!” Jim groused.

“Well, we’ve got several options.”

“Yeah?” he looked at her.

“We go to a locksmith, or we go to a hospital.”

“Oh, crap!” Jim thought about the embarrassment, and the idea of having somebody handle his junk, even while they cut the tube off him, was…humiliating. “Okay,” then he stopped.

“Tomorrow morning,” Ann said. “We’ll try a locksmith first.”

They didn’t want to think about having to go to the hospital.

With that they finished their drinks and headed for the bedroom.

It was getting late, but they were having trouble falling asleep.

“How does it feel?” Ann asked.

“Like a big hand is squeezing me. The odd thing it feels like it’s not just squeezing my dick, but my balls.”

Ann reached for him under the covers. She placed her hand over the tube and just felt him.

“It feels a little warm, but that’s reasonable.”

“Reasonable,” he scoffed.

“Sorry, you know what I mean.”

They lay there, her holding his package, turned onto him in a way that left her big boobs pressing up against his chest.

After a few minutes he asked, “Could you let go?”

She immediately did. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah,” but his voice sounded a little strangled. “It’s just that I’m, uh, getting hard.”

“In that?”

“Well, I’m trying to get hard, and it’s not all that comfortable.”

“Sorry.”

They lay awake for a while longer, but, eventually, they fell asleep.

“I have a lock that I can’t undo.”

The locksmith was wearing a green apron. To the sides were stands with keys on them. In front of them was a key duplicator machine. Behind the locksmith was some industrial equipment. He had a dusty looking short beard and thick glasses.

“You got it here?”

Jim and Ann looked at each other. Jim was bright red now.

“Well, uh, yeah. But there’s a problem.”

The locksmith tilted his head. “What?”

“It’s…I put this thing on…and, uh…it’s down there.”

“The locksmith blinked. “Down where?”

“In my…it’s on my junk.”

“Are you talking about a chastity tube?” his mouth widened, but he tried to keep his grin from showing.

“Yes,” blurted Ann. “We got it at a storage unit we bought. We thought it would be a joke, but now Jim is stuck in the thing.”

The locksmith did grin then, and immediately said, “It’s okay. I mean, sorry, but I get these every month or so, and…it’s sort of funny. Not for you, I know, but…”

He came around the counter, walked to the door and flipped the closed sign and pulled the shade.

“Okay, come in the back and have a sit. Oh, and take your pants off.”

Jim followed directions and shortly was sitting in a metal chair, his legs spread, the chastity tube on display.

“I’ve never seen anything like that,” the locksmith muttered. Then he looked up at Jim. “I’m not gay or anything, but I’ve got to get close up to examine the lock.”

“I know.” Jim felt like dying, he was so mortified.

The locksmith got down on his knees, picked up a magnifying glass, and looked at the mechanism.

“Hunh,” he said. “I’m going to have to touch you.”

“Oh, God, this is weird!”

“You ain’t kidding,” muttered the locksmith. He put his hand on Jim’s junk and lifted and turned.

“Careful,” muttered Jim.

“Don’t worry,” said the locksmith. “This is not my favorite sport.”

For a long minute he peered up close at Jim’s groin. He examined the tube from every angle, apologizing every once in awhile, and finally he sat back with a puzzle look on his face. “Hey, I’m sorry, but the lock is a fake lock.”

“What?”

“It looks like a lock, but there’s no tumblers in there, nothing that I can use picks, or anything else on.”

“But what do we do?” blurted Ann.

“Well, I can try some of my tools; I’ve got pliers and cutters, and power machinery.”

“We tried pliers and they didn’t work. And I’m a little worried about the power tools.”

The locksmith was honest. “You and me both. But let me try some pliers.”

He produced some thick pliers and tried to work them between the plastic and the skin. Again, the ring seemed to actually move, to get smaller, and as the locksmith persisted Jim could feel it.

“It feels like it’s shrinking.”

“It looks like it’s shrinking, admitted the locksmith. He sat back and said, “I think you’re going to have to go to a fire station, or a hospital or something.”

“A fire station?” Ann asked.

“Maybe they have miniature versions of the ‘jaws of life,’ other than that, I don’t know. Nothing I can do.”

The three people looked at each other sadly.

Jim walked through the front doors of the hospital and up to the front desk. Ann was right behind him.

“May I help you, sir?” The receptionist was a pretty, young thing. Probably went tot he local college and was doing an internship or whatever people who wanted to be nurses did.

“I, uh…” Jim was stumped. How could he explain this to the young girl with the innocent eyes.

Ann stepped forward. “We want to see a doctor.”

“What for?” the girl smiled and showed her pretty, white teeth.

For a moment Jim and Ann were silent. Then Ann burst out, “He’s got a growth he wants looked at.”

“I see,” the girl tapped her fingers on the keyboard. “And where is this growth?”

“On my…on my…”

“His private parts.”

The girl didn’t react, but they could feel the atmosphere change. “Oh,  I see. Can you tell me more?”

She wasn’t being snide, or enjoying the moment, she was a little surprised and just wanted more information.

“Uh, can I just see a doctor?”

“I need to know more so I can send you to the right doctor.”

Ann butted in again. “It’s big and black, looks like a wart. It’s located right on the head of his penis.”

The girl was starting to turn red. She picked up the phone. “Martha? Can you give me a hand, please?”

An older nurse came striding down the corridor. She was about fifty, and she had the wise look of having seen everything, whether she wanted to or not.

“This gentleman has a growth in his genital area.”

“A growth, eh? Can you describe this growth?”

Ann again. “Black and ugly and on the head of his dick.”

The nurse pulled them aside and spoke in a low voice, “Did you get something lodged in your hind end?”

Ann looked a little miffed, but Jim whispered. “It’s actually a chastity tube, and I can’t get it off.”

The nurse stared at him for a moment, then nodded. “Have you tried other methods to remove the device?”

“We went to a locksmith, and he sent us here.”

The nurse frowned, “Okay. Let me get something set up here.”

Five minutes later Jim and Ann and the nurse were walking down a long hallway.

“This is so embarrassing,” muttered Jim.

“Well, it happens,” the nurse commented, but not in a mean fashion. “And I’ve seen worse. So don’t worry, suffer through your embarrassment and don’t worry about what others think.

As gruff as it sounded, it was the right thing to say, and when they turned into an exam room Jim was actually relaxing a little. And he was relieved. He was finally going to get this thing off his dick!

The nurse took his blood pressure and measured various vitals and before she was done the doctor entered the room.

“Hi, folks. Got a chastity tube locked on?”

“Is this a common occurrence?” asked Jim, his face turning red again.

“It happens. Fortunately not a lot, but…can you show me the device?”

Jim unbuckled, unzipped, and lowered his garments.

The doctor sat on a rolling swivel stool and leaned forward. “Hunh. Never seen anything like this. Of course I haven’t seen everything, but…Martha, can you get me some forceps?”

Martha left the room momentarily, and the doctor rummaged in a glass cabinet. He extracted a pair of scissors just as Martha returned with forceps.

“I’ve tried pliers, they just snapped off.”

“And the ring, it sort of moves,” added Ann.

The doctor glanced at Ann, then smiled at Jim. “These are a bit more sturdy, believe it or not, than shop pliers.”

Jim looked at the pliers and doubted, but he didn’t say anything.

The doctor moved between Jim’s legs and used the forceps to clamp the ring.

The ring moved.

The doctor jumped back. “What the…”

“It does that,” explained Ann.

The doctor held a stethoscope to the ring and listened. The ring didn’t move. There was no heartbeat or any other sign of life.

But it had moved!

The doctor used the forceps again, placing the flat tips against the ring, and he slowly squeezed.

And the ring contracted.

“Ow!” Jim yelped.

The doctor moved back and frowned.

He moved forward, used his fingers to stabilize the ring, and put the point of the scalpel to it.

The ring contracted and Jim lurched forward a little.

The doctor put the scalpel aside and examined the ring. There wasn’t a mark where he had poked it with the scalpel.

The doctor tried several to her things. Different scalpels. He had the nurse hold the ring, but nothing worked. He even called in another doctor for a consult, but…nothing worked.

Finally, the doctor sighed. “Look, I can give it a good cut, hope to sever it before it contracts, but…you can see what’s happening.”

Jim was desperate by now. “Go ahead. Cut it.”

“Wait!” said Ann.

They waited, and looked at her, but she came to the same conclusion. If they were going to get this thing off Jim they were going to have to go for it.

The two doctors had Jim lay down on the exam table. They maneuvered over his groin, they tried various clamps and forceps, got the best position they could, and the doctor used a pair of surgical scissors.

“OWWW!” The ring contracted and Jim tried to leave the table.

When the doctors jumped back the ring went back to its normal size.

“Honestly,” said the doctor. “I don’t know what to do.”

Jim left the hospital with a bottle of ointment for skin rashes, and nothing else.

Ann sat next to him. She was driving and he was looking at the bottle and feeling very sorry for himself.

“What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know,” said Ann. “Maybe it will fall off by itself.”

Jim wasn’t hopeful concerning that eventuality, but he had no more ideas.

At home they broke out the bourbon and sipped.

The device circled his cock and balls and did nothing.

And he felt horny.

“God, I’m getting horny.”

“Does that hurt?”

“No. It actually feels good. The hornier I get the better it feels. It’s almost like the chastity tube wants me to be horny.”

“But it’s just a…a device!”

“I know.”

They sat and sipped, and Jim stared at the thing on his penis, circling his balls. He looked up at Ann. “We need to go back to the storage unit and get all the stuff we threw away.”

“You’re right!”

“There might be something in there…”

So they jumped in the truck, Ann driving because Jim was too distracted to drive, and headed back to the storage units.

The manager was understanding, and gave them access to the dumpsters. For an hour they were in the dumpster, sifting through every piece of trash, no matter how disgusting, and they rescued all the stuff they had thrown away the day previous.

It barely fit in the back of their truck, and they drove home.

They moved everything out of the garage and stacked all the stuff from the storage unit in the garage. It was crowded. Their garage was bigger than the storage unit, but not by much.

They began going through the material.

For hours they opened boxes, took out individual papers one at a time, explored items other than papers, and slowly moved the contents of the storage room from one side of their garage to the other.

“Here’s something,” Ann finally said. She was face deep in a box with a logo of a clown face on the side. The lettering said, ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’

“A joke shop? Jim placed a box next to her and sat on it.

Ann held a folder and she spread it out on another box.

It was a packing slip. It had writing on it, but the writing was some Indonesian script or something. What was recognizable was the picture of the chastity tube.

They saw lines and arrows describing the size of the tube thing, but they had no idea what the writing said.

Jim went through the remaining items in the box. It was all other stuff, nothing to do with the tube.

Ann puzzled over the packing slip.

“It comes from the far east.”

“But what is it doing in a joke shop?”

“Who the fuck knows,” Ann turned the slip over and read the back. “But there’s an address here.”

Jim glanced over her shoulder. “We’re going to have to get somebody to translate this thing.”

They continued working through the storage locker contents, and by that evening they were done.

One packing slip, and that was all. But at least it was something.

“So how do we get this translated?”

They talked about finding an Indonesian community. They discussed calling an embassy and finding a translator. In the end they found a much easier method.

Jim slapped his head, picked up the packing slip, and went to the computer. He typed in ‘translate,’ and was directed to the Google translator.

But, there was a problem.

The letters were in Indonesian script, they weren’t ‘A, B, C…” And how the fuck do you read an entirely different script?

Still, it could be done, though it took some time.

First, Jim typed in English words. Chastity tube, sex organs. Penis. And so on.

And they studied the Indonesian translation and found letters, and put them together. It was a dreadfully slow process of reverse engineering, but it worked.

It took hours, but they finally pieced the translation together.

Singh’s Shrinker

Most excellent for revenging (joking?) on friends.

Apply and watch panic start up (set in?)

Slowly penis shrink, balls go way (away?)

Leave nothing but poontang hole!

No way off, good many laugh

Good for meandering (wandering?) husband.

There was more. A lot more, but it seemed mostly to be fine print.

But it wasn’t the kind of fine print that did anything but tell you not to cut the label off your mattress.

Jim and Ann stared at each other.

“Shrinker?” gasped Jim.

“Balls go away?” responded Ann, her eyes wide in fright.

“This is supposed to be funny? I’ll bet this Singh person was an abused woman.”

“But you’re a good guy! You don’t hurt anybody!” Ann was starting to cry.

“How did it get to Hiram’s Joke Shop?”

But there were no answers, and they dully contemplated the chastity device that was, if the packing slip could be believed, slowly constricting, and would eventually choke Jim’s dick right off his body!


PART TWO

Talk about your downers. Jim was face to face with the idea that the chastity tube on his dick was going to choke his snake until it was no more. If the packing slip could be believed, he would have a vagina!

Still, he had to go down fighting.

The next week he spent a lot of time going through all the material they had taken out of the storage unit. The main item to be gleaned from all this stuff was ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’

Who was Hiram, and was there an actual joke shop?

There was, and they found this out through the simplest of artifices. They went to the storage place and Jim asked to see a unit, and while the manager was out in property with him Ann ransacked the computer.

The storage unit was originally rented back in the seventies.  It was probably the first unit they ever rented, and it had lain with no visitors in nearly the whole time since then.

Unfortunately, computer failures had obliterated much of the original records. There was no address, and not even a driver’s license.

There was, however, a name. Hiram Hakenstein.

The next stop was city records. The city records weren’t very complete, and the writing was hard to read. Back in the seventies people filled out forms with script and not block letters.

Still, they found an address.

Hiram’s Jokes was located at 1344 Fourth St.

Unfortunately, 1344 Fourth St. had burned down. It was just a blackened vacant space between two other buildings.

At that point most people would have quit. But most people wouldn’t be in danger of becoming eunuchs.

Jim and Ann visited the surrounding stores looking for clues to Hiram Hakenstein.

In the fourth store they visited an old granny was selling dress material, and she remembered Hiram well.

“Hiram? Oh, Lordie, he was a figure. Always passed by, and if you were out he had a joke for you. Course that was before his sex change. After that he didn’t laugh too much.”

Jim and Ann looked at each other. Sex change? And they wee both thinking the same thing. Hiram had lost his marbles and his peanut shooter.

“I always wondered about that,” the old lady continued. “If you choose to cut your weenie off I would think that it would be that you wanted to cut it off, so why be so sad.”

“Do you know where Hiram lived?”

“He lived out in Oakview. Don’t know the address, but he showed me a picture once. There was a big oak out in front of his two story house, A swing hung from it. I believe he had a couple of children. But this was back in the sixties. The children would be 80 years old by now.”

“Oakview. But you don’t know which street?”

“Lordie, no. But it’s not that big a place. You knock on a few doors and you’ll find him. Or his children. If they haven’t moved on.

Jim and Ann went out to the truck and sat in it for a while.

“Oakview. Lot of old people there now.”

“I think it was built in the forties, maybe by returning servicemen.”

But she was wrong. It had been built in the twenties and thirties, and it was filled with large, two story homes that were mostly warped and missing shingles and bits of clapboard.

They began knocking on doors.

“No. Never heard of a Hiram around here.”

“No, sorry. Was a family named Schmidt over there, but no Hakenstein.”

“Never heard of a Hiram. Couple of old folks on the next block, they have German sounding names. Is Hiram German? Hakenstein sounds German, but…”

They knocked on doors, talked to people, made notes, and came back in the evening to catch those who hadn’t been home their first time through.

Every morning Jim looked at his cock. Well, at his cock cage. Maybe it was his imagination, maybe it was born of a basic fear, but he could swear the cock cage was getting smaller.

But how long before it was…too small?

How long before his dingus was no longer functional as a cock?

He didn’t know, but every waking moment was spent in a terror of anticipation.

“Sure. Hiram was our father. And then…” the old lady was about 70, near sighted, and the way she truncated her explanation was suspicious, to say the least.

Jim and Ann were invited into the old house, and they sat on an old sofa that was a wee bit lumpy. Like if they weren’t careful they’d get a spring up their ass.

“And he ran Hiram’s Jokes?”

The old lady, whose name was Mathilda, nodded. “I loved that place. And Daddy was such a practical joker, we, my brother Wilhelm and I, we’d be laughing all day long. That was before…” she shut up again.

After a few more failed attempts to get information, Ann leaned forward and spoke in a determined voice.

“Mathilda, I don’t mean to bring back bad memories, but the unfortunate truth is that we are interested in Hiram during those times.”

Mathilda rocked. She excused herself, got up and brought back some lemon cookies and placed the plate on the coffee table. She was obviously thinking about something the whole time.

She sat down in her rocking chair, rocked, and a big, grey tabby jumped on her lap.

She stroked it, and looked at Jim. Really looked at Jim. Like, looked all the way through him.

“You’re wearing it, aren’t you?”

Jim blinked. His chest pounded.

Ann: “Wearing what?”

“The thing. The thing that ruined Daddy. Made him turn into a girl.”

A moment of profound, deep, very, very sadness.

Jim gave an abrupt nod of his head.

Mathilda reached for a lemon cookie. She nibbled at it, and she was thinking. Lost in memories, hating it, yet…she knew she had to come clean.

“Daddy special ordered the Shrinker from some place in far east. I don’t know how he found out about it, or what he expected, but…he put it on, and that was the last of Daddy. It took several months, and then, one day, it fell off. Just fell off. His penis and testicles were gone, and in their place was a vagina.

“Mind you, I didn’t understand, I was just into my teens, but Daddy lost his zest for living. He moped. The Joke Shop closed.”

Wilhelm and I talked to him, but he was close mouthed, wouldn’t say a thing. It wasn’t until some dozens of years had passed, he was old, and I had to take care of him, and that included washing his butt. That was when I saw his vagina. And how he had bound his breasts.”

“Breasts?” asked Jim in confusion.

“Yes. You’ll grow those, too.”

Jim placed his hands over his pectorals, and the look on his face was sheer terror.

Mathilda continued her story. “He told me the whole story then. He told me how he had. tried everything, but he couldn’t take the thing off, and it kept getting smaller, and his boobs…his boobs…”

She paused, selected another lemon cookie. Nibbled. Got up and went into the kitchen.

“Would you like some tea?”

Neither Jim nor Ann did, so Mathilda returned with as single cup, selected another cookie and ate and sipped.

“At any rate, Daddy turned into a Mommy. He tried to pretend he was still a man, but it’s hard to hide boobs that big. Still, he tried.” She shook her head. Then she looked directly at Jim. “May I see it?”

Jim glanced at Ann, then stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, and showed the tube.

Mathilda nodded. “Looks like it’s already started working. Like I said, a couple of months and…” she shrugged.

“But there’s got to be something we can do!” Ann cried.

“Well, I always thought Daddy should have embraced his new self. Fighting it just made him sad. No more jokes.”

“But surely there must be something…did you ever track down who he bought it from?”

“I didn’t, but he did. I always remember the day he got that special delivery letter. It was brown with funny lettering, and somebody had written our address in English next to it. He read it, put his face in his hands, then tossed the letter into the fireplace.”

She paused, and thought, then: “Anyway, he still had the thing, was afraid to throw it away. When he died I found it and I tried to destroy it. But the material just sort of changes shape, refuses to burn, and so on. I thought about throwing it in the ocean, but I always had this unreasonable fear that it would find its way to some shore, be found by someone, and do its worst again.

“Eventually I put it in a box, and when I stored all of Daddy’s stuff I put the thing in a box and hoped no one would ever find it. I’m sorry. I should have done better, because you found it.”

An hour later Jim and Ann walked down the walk, away from the two story house with the Oak in front of it, the tatters of a swing hanging from a high branch.

“What are we going to do?” asked Jim.

“I don’t know,” murmured Ann.

And they drove home.

Lord, the conversations Jim and Ann had over the couple of weeks.

Penectomy. Eunuchs. Castrato. Orchiectomy.

Becoming a woman, binding breasts, whether his voice would become higher pitched, how would people view him.

Changing his driver’s license, his name, what lawyers to see.

Making an appointment with doctors who specialized in transitions.

Yet, the inexorable is just that…unstopping. Jim felt like he was standing at the bottom of a mountain and watching that whole, entire mountain avalanche down over him.

As did Ann.

But Ann, being a woman, had a few options available to her. One night she said, “You know, it’s not bad being a woman.”

Jim looked at her balefully, his eyes were dying as his cock shrunk.

“You get to wear dresses and kinky underwear.”

He sounded a bit choked up as he explained. “I’m horny all the time. The smaller that thing gets the hornier I get. It’s almost like it’s stroking me, making sure I’m as frustrated as possible.”

“So?”

“So what do we do when my thing falls off? Do you buy a strap on and fuck me?”

His voice was rising slightly. It was obvious that the prospect of being fucked was frightening to him.”

“Honey, it’s not that bad.”

He thought it was.

“Okay, so I tell you what. Let’s try some things. Let me dress you up, show you how much fun it can be.”

“I’ll feel stupid.”

“Do you have a better idea?”

He didn’t.

The next day Ann left a pair of panties on top of his normal underwear.

Jim got up, went to the dresser, and stared at the panties.

Later, Ann went into the dresser and saw that they were gone. He had put them on! And she smiled, and something deep inside her clicked.

No, she didn’t want him to turn into a woman, but…but there was something exciting in the thought.

That night, at dinner, she asked him how the panties had been.

He mumbled, “I didn’t think they’d be so comfortable.”

She nodded, then asked, “I noticed that your chest seems…larger. Are you changing up there?”

He nodded. He had been hiding his body, was ashamed, but he couldn’t lie.

“Show me.”

Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt and opened it.

He had small tits. They were A cups, if that, but they were unmistakeable.

She was a large busted girl, and she didn’t have a bra that would fit him. She did, however, have a box of vintage clothing she had rescued from the storage unit.

That night she went out and brought the box in. She dumped it on the living room couch and went through all the items.

Bras of all shapes and sizes. Hiram had apparently tried to find bras for his different stages of development.

Ann tossed Jim a bra that was small, but firm. “Put it on.”

“I don’t want to,” his voice was a whisper.

“You have to.”

So he took off his shirt and put on the bra.

It fit perfectly. It supported his little boobs. The straps didn’t show under his clothes.

And, worst of all, it felt comfortable!

And, it pushed his boobs out so they were recognizable as boobs.

He looked down at himself and wondered. Boobs. What the fuck. How big would they get?

“You look good.”

He looked up at Ann.

“I’m serious. Your waist looks a little thinner, and…is your hair longer?”

“No,” he said, sounding choked up.

“No. You are changing, and if there’s nothing we can do about it then, like Mathilda said, You need to embrace it.”

“I don’t want to embrace being a woman.”

“Hiram didn’t embrace it, and it ruined his life.”

“What are we going to do?” his voice came out in a wail. He was not addressing the situation now, he was talking about them. What was going to happen tot heir relationship?

“We’re in love. I love you, you love me. We deal with it.

“But I’ll be a woman!”

“Hey, I’ve always wondered what a lesbian feels, now I’ll find out.”

She was standing close to him now, and she hugged him and kissed him.

He kissed back, then stopped. “Oh, fuck!” He squeezed his knees together. That’s worse. It’s making me super hornier.

Another week passed. His boobs were bigger. They were B cups, and his cock was definitely shrinking. The cage had been three inches in the beginning. Now it was two inches.

One morning Jim started shaking his cage violently. “Stop it! Stop it!” He screamed.

But whatever the cock cage was, it wasn’t going to be stopping.

“You’re losing your body hair,” Ann observed.

Jim stared at his smooth flesh.

Jim was silent, but suffering loudly in his silence. Ann was…complacent.

“You need to wear garters and nylons.”

Oh, Lord, Jim didn’t want to. He wanted to be a man. But when Ann arranged the garter and helped him roll up stockings he found himself feeling strange.

Strange, like…like it wasn’t that bad.

His mind shrieked, but his emotions were changing.

On the next week she painted his toes. And Jim found the sensation, the experience, so interesting that he allowed her to fit him with fake fingernails and paint them.

And his hair, he was combing with a brush, and exploring turning the brush and flipping his hair and making waves.

One night he was standing in the bathroom, his bra nearly a C cup now, combing his hair. He studied his red nails. His body was changing. Even his face was changing. Fat was moving, redistributing, and his male planes were becoming female curves.

Ann came into the bathroom. She stood behind him and watched for a long moment.

“You’re beautiful.”

He stared at himself. He was afraid to admit that he was a better looking woman than a man.

Yet, it was true.

On the fourth week he began wearing dresses.

Not all the time.

And he usually wore baggy men’s clothes and bound his breasts when he went outside.

But it was only a matter of time before his boobs got too big, before he couldn’t disguise his shape, no matter how baggy the hoody or jeans were.

His cock cage was down to an inch long. His balls were shrinking. His whole package had a smaller circumference now, and he wondered when it would fall off.

When would he become a woman?

When would he no longer be a man?

His height was changing. He was getting shorter. He was definitely getting lighter.

One day he started looking for lawyers on the internet. He was going to have to change his license, maybe his name. But when he took out his license and looked at it it was already changed. His picture was made into what he looked like now.

The box that labeled him male was fading. The faint impression of a check mark in the female box was appearing.

And he was horny.

He pressed his groin with a fist and rubbed it. He couldn’t stop.

“What are you doing?” asked Ann.

He looked down at himself. He was humping the door jamb. Rubbing his crotch madly.

“I can’t…I can’t…” and he ran into his room sobbing.

Sobbing because the emotions were getting to him. He had heard about females and their emotions, but now he was experiencing it.

Ann followed him, lay on the bed next to him and hugged him.

“It’s okay, honey. I’m horny, too.”

Her remark was meant to be empathetic, but it had the reverse effect. He held to her and sobbed and said, “I can’t satisfy you!”

“It’s okay…it’s okay.”

They cried themselves to sleep.

The good news was that they were able to keep making a living from storage units. They bought more, emptied them, put items up for bid or for sale, and they were making good money.

Unfortunately, Jim had lost enough muscle and mass that he could no longer throw things around. He had to use a hand dolly for almost everything, and often he and Ann had to double team something to get it moved.

Then, about the sixth week, Jim hit the crying jags. He was experiencing female hormones and he couldn’t stop sobbing. He cried all day, he cried all night. He didn’t go crazy, though one would think that such crying was crazy, he just sat and sobbed.

“Jim, you’ve got to stop.”

Ann was having a terrible time with Jim’s crying. He was so sad and unhappy, and there was nothing she could do.

“I…I can’t!” he sobbed.

His penis was about a half inch now, and they expected the tube to fall off any day.

He was dressed like a woman 100% of the time now. He wore underwear, heels, dresses, and full make up.

Desperate, Ann poured a couple of drinks. She helped him still his hands long enough to drink the concoction.

He sipped, and sipped, and when the drink was gone he looked at her, and his face was the most miserable thing she had ever seen.

“Help me,” he begged. “I can’t take it any more!”

“But how do I help you? What do you want me to do?”

Jim said the unthinkable. “Kill me!”

Ann was shocked for a moment, then Jim added. “Or convince me how to be a real woman.”

Ann was now shaking, the idea of losing her husband, it was too much. She poured herself another drink, no mix, and gulped it down. And an idea came to her.

Jim was sitting int he kitchen, trying to dry the tears that never ended, and she grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“What…where…”

“Come with me,” and now she was crying.

They went to the bedroom and Ann told him to get on the bed.

Jim lay down, his cheeks stained with tears, and more tears coming.

Ann went out to the garage and came back a minute later.

In one of the storage units they had bought they had found a strap on. She was holding it now, and she began putting it on.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to make you a woman!”

they were both shaking and the tears were pouring out of their eyes.

“I’m going to make you enjoy what is happening, and then…then it will be all right.

Jim was scared of the dildo, but he was more scared of his peeny falling off. He sat on the bed and watched and kept wiping the back of his hand against his cheeks.

She turned to him, grabbed a tube of lube from the dresser and walked over to him.

Jim looked at her.

She pushed him back and he lay on the bed.

She spread his legs and started smearing lube inside him. She held his caged dick with her other hand and he started to moan.

“Oh, fuck! That feels good!”

“Like a woman feels,” she said, her words strangling on her tears. “You’re going to feel like a woman feels, and then it won’t be so bad.”

The weeks of increasing horniness made him start to hump his hips. He pushed against her fingers, and she slipped three fingers into him and greased him up.

Finally, he was ready. Their eyes locked, Ann moved forward. She pushed her hips forward and slid into him.

Jim’s mouth went open in shock.

It felt…good!

He was filled, and all his sex nerves were firing.

“That’s it, honey,” her tears splattered on his belly as she leaned into him. “Take it like a woman!”

Jim started to lurch his hips up and down, trying to get as much as he could.

His horniness was in charge now, and he wanted more and more.

Ann was crying, and she jerked on his cage like she was trying to pull it off him.

“Come on! Come on!”

Jim came. It was a prostate orgasm, which some people call a sissygasm, and it was big. All his erotic feelings summated and poured into his groin, and then it happened.

His chastity tube came off!

But it didn’t leave a hole! It left…his big, fat dick, spurting cream into the air. His sperm coated Ann’s front, and she looked down in shock.

“Jim! Jim! Your…your cock is back! And your balls are big!”

Then she realized she was holding the chastity tube. She looked at it, flicked her hand to throw it away, and leaned forward. She collapsed on Jim and his spurting dick in joy.


EPILOGUE

A month passed, and Jim and Ann fucked like rabbits. Rabbits on viagra. Viagra on steroids.

Every night, and sometimes during the day, they would head for the bed and fuck their brains out.

Jim was happy to have his dick.

And so was Ann.

They worked, buying storage units and searching them and selling what they found.

Sometimes they would stop in the back of a unit and he would rip her dress up and her panties down and bend her over or push her against a wall.

And they were so happy.

But Jim thought something was wrong.

He still had it in his head that his dick was going to fall off. This in spite of the fact that no matter how hard he tugged on it it was firmly connected.

No way that sucker was coming loose.

But something was wrong.

One day Ann went shopping. Bought some steaks and potatoes and a salad and a watermelon. Thought about how happy she was. She had her man back. It had been a month, and she was ready for a celebration.

Then she giggled. They had already celebrated that day. A couple of times. In the bed when they awoke. In the kitchen when she was preparing lunch.

Jim, now that he had his cock back, was insatiable.

She pulled into the drive, picked up her bag of groceries and entered the house.

“Jim?” she called.

No answer, so she put the groceries away and pounded the steaks and added extra salt and pepper.

She went out of the kitchen. She thought she heard something in the back of the house. She turned into the computer room, and there was Jim.

After he had returned to being a male he had stopped wearing dresses and make up. But now he was wearing his female stuff again.

He was made up.

His hair, which he had never cut, was long and styled.

His dress was up and his legs were spread and…he was wearing the chastity tube.

“Jim?”

The tube was locked on and his cock could not be seen. Though the cage bounced a bit as his cock struggled. His balls were big and red under the cage.

“Jim?”

Jim was crying. He looked at her. “I’m sorry, honey…I’m sorry. But you convinced me.”

Ann grabbed a corner of the desk with one hand and held herself up.

“It’s better to be a woman.”

Ann moved forward. She had told him she would convince him, and she had. She buckled at the knees and fell forward, on to him. And she held him.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m not.”

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


Karen Feminizes Her Husband!

A chicken plus a hot plate equals

the most terrible revenge known to man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Karen stood in stunned surprise. She was in her garage, putting laundry in the washing machine.

She had put in her own laundry, taken out of her own hamper. Her clothes lay in a rumpled bundle in the bottom of the machine. Skirts, blouses, bras and panties.

She hated to put her underthings in the laundry, it seemed to sap the life out of them, and nothing was worse than a saggy bra, especially when that bra was trying to hold up monsters like Karen’s.

Finished putting her laundry in the machine, she had walked back through the house and picked up her husband’s basket. She sighed. She didn’t understand why he couldn’t take a turn at doing the laundry, at least take his own laundry out to the garage.

But Rod was always in a hurry. He was somewhat of a glad hander, and that was all right with Karen. After all, a salesman always has to be up.

But that didn’t mean he couldn’t pitch in. After all, they were both working. And, truth, she was making more money than him. While he was in sales, she was in administration, and it looked like she was about to crack the glass ceiling.

She had put his basket down on the garage floor and picked up a clump of his clothes. Jeans, shirts, underwear, and some of that underwear was caked!

Yuck!

Oh, not caked with poop, but with semen.

Yes, Rod had a masturbation problem.

Which sort of pissed Karen off. Why would he want to screw his hand when he had a gorgeous wife who was, courtesy of his masturbatory habits, horny.

But he did.

Schmuck.

Then she picked up his dress shirt and froze.

Red on the collar.

Oh, fuck!

Lipstick?

She sniffed it, it had the very faintest aroma of lipstick.

She held it close and looked at it, and she knew…it wasn’t hers.

She stood, unwavering, frozen by the sight of another woman’s lipstick on her husband’s collar.

Rod was having an affair.

Rod was cheating.

Rod was dipping the old dipstick into another woman.

Tears were suddenly streaming down Karen’s face.

He masturbated, he was off at odd hours, supposedly to make sales, but now she knew.

The only thing Rod was selling was his…rod.

Images flew through her mind.

His secretary?

One of the girls on the floor?

One of his bosses?

No. Not a boss. She knew all the bosses, and there was a brotherhood of sorts there.

So…who?

A neighbor?

A casual acquaintance?

One of her friends?

A complete stranger?

The tears were still flowing, and they dropper on the basket of Rod’s laundry.

She put his shirt aside. She would hide it and confront him with it later.

She dug through his laundry and looked for other evidence.

And she found it.

In the pants he had worn when he had worn the dress shirt she found a handkerchief with the rest of the lipstick on it.

Some bitch had painted her lips, then painted her hubby’s with a juicy kiss, and he had wiped off the evidence.

Then Karen wondered: Something innocent? A co-worker under the mistletoe?

Then she found the business card.

Lauren Simpson

Sales

(213) 435-1600

Which was not so incriminating. Except that when she turned it over there was handwriting.

Call me!

And the printing was right in the center of a big, red, lip print.

The same color as was on his collar.

Karen finished checking pockets and collars. She put soap in the machine and started the cycle. Then she hid the shirt, the handkerchief, and the card.

Rod arrived home an hour and a half late, 7:30.

“Hey, honey!” He kissed her a hard smack on passing, “Don’t bother with dinner, I have a client.”

He sauntered down the hallway, undoing his tie and his pants.

In their room he dropped his drawers, hopped into the shower, and was out a moment later.

Karen had followed him into the bedroom. She was thinking about confronting him, but she was scared. It’s a tough thing to risk losing a husband. She loved him, she was afraid of a life alone, so she sat on the bed and thought about it, but that was all.

He stepped out of the shower and called out, “Did you do my dress shirt and pants?”

“She shook her head, then called back, “No.”

Her voice sounded like the voice of a ghost, wan and faded and not her own.

“Oh, well, that’s okay. I’ll go casual.”

He went into his closet and came out holding a pair of Dockers and a polo shirt.

He saw her on the bed, and he was so excited to be cheating that he didn’t read her face. Didn’t see the misery edging onto her cheeks, into her eyes.

“Don’t worry about it, but I need my dress shirt and slacks.”

A hint that she should do the laundry.

“Okay,” her voice was soft, and he finally noticed.

“Is something wrong?”

She plastered a smile across her face and said, “Oh, no. just…thinking.”

He dressed, and quipped, “Well, watch out for that thinking stuff. It can hurt you.”

She walked out of the room and heard his chuckle at his own bad joke.

That was Rod. A grin, a joke, and he whistled by.

And he didn’t fuck her. He fucked somebody else. Or he just jacked off.

Karen went into the kitchen. She listened to Rod whistling as he dressed.

She got a bottle of Whistlepig Piggyback 100 proof bourbon. She got out a glass and half filled it with cubes. Then she filled the glass halfway with the bourbon, and the other half with Coke.

The booze was Rod’s favorite, and he sort of hogged it. But now she didn’t care what he wanted. Now she felt like doing a little hogging. She felt like treating herself, living higher on the hog, and the fuck with Mr. Rod Johnson.

Rod came through the kitchen, plastered another kiss onto her red lips. And he was in such a hurry he didn’t smell the booze on her breath.

“See ya, hon. Don’t wait up for me.”

Out the door and the car roared to life.

The car backed out, and Karen simmered. How dare he. How fucking dare he.

She stood up and grabbed the keys to her little Miata. She went to the garage and jumped into the seat. She backed out and saw his tail lights disappearing around the far corner.

She gave her little car the gas and it leaped forward. Tonight she was going to get proof of her husband’s affair.

She reached the corner and turned after him. He was already down by the on ramp, and she throttled up, weaved in and out, and shot up the ramp.

It was getting dark, but she could see his car five cars ahead.

She pulled up two cars, and followed him.

He was in no hurry. He stayed in the slow lane and headed for…out of town.

Out of town? So he wasn’t going to work.

But that didn’t mean anything. He could be meeting a client at their office, or having a dinner somewhere.

He headed down the exit ramp. Turned under the freeway and headed out along the country club drive.

She only had one car between him and her now, so she went slower and let him pull further ahead.

He cruised around the lake, passed the Country Club, and turned into the Rock Springs community.

There was a gate there, but it wasn’t closed. She crept through the roads, searching for his car.

At the end of a short cul de sac his car was pulled into a driveway. He was already out of the car and up the drive, and as Karen passed the mouth of the street she saw the front door opening, and Rod taking a woman in his arms.

Tears were coming down her cheeks now. She had thought she had cried herself out after the laundry and discovering the lipstick on his collar, but apparently not.

She fixed the position of the house in her mind and drove around the block.

On the other side of the house was an empty lot. It was totally dark now, so she parked her car, picked up her cell phone and walked across the empty lot.

There was a fence at the back of the house Rod was ‘visiting,’ and a gate that wasn’t locked.

She opened the gate and crept through.

The backyard was empty. No lawn, nothing but dirt. Whoever owned the house wasn’t much into landscaping.

There was a small above ground pool however, and Karen crept up behind it and looked over the lip.

Rod and…and…Sally Besson! Not Lauren whoever, but Sally!

That bitch!

Sally was in the Women’s Club. She was a member of the Country Club. She and Allison had had lunch a few times, and…and…Sally Besson?

Again with the tears.

Karen lifted her cell phone up and clicked a couple of pictures. And what pictures they were.

Rod was standing, and Sally was attending to his penis. She was on her knees, her head bobbing back and forth, her big lips sucking like there was no tomorrow!

Rod took off his shirt. His pants were already around his ankles.

Karen watched, and the tears fell in the above ground pool. then she knew she had to get closer.

She squat walked under the lip of the pool, around it, and dashed across the patio.

She was out of sight, there was no hurry, but Karen knew she wasn’t thinking straight.

She lay down next to the big picture window, extended a hand, and put her phone in the low corner of the window.

On the face of her phone she could see Rod and Sally.

Rod had stepped out of his pants. Sally was throwing off her robe and revealing garters and bra and a shaved snatch.

Rod pushed her back on the couch. they were both laughing, and Karen wondered if her cell was picking up the sound.

She watched the screen, saw Rod kneel on the sofa between Sally’s legs. He fell forward, free fall, and landed with his lips on her nips.

Sally groaned and pulled his head against her large breasts.

Karen cried soundlessly. Her breasts were a lot larger than Sally’s. Why would Rod want to put his dick in her?

Rod edged forward and stuffed his penis in her slit.

Sally arched and moaned and held on to Rod.

Rod began pumping his hog into her. He kept back a little, enjoying the way he was making her cry out.

“Oh, yeah! Fuck me, lover!”

“You got it, baby.”

And, a few minutes later Rod stiffened up and sent his seed deeply into Sally.

Sally clawed his back, but not hard enough to draw blood. The bitch knew what she was doing!

And, finally, Karen had had enough. She backed up, closed her cell phone, and made her way through the back yard, and across the vacant lot to her car.

And, finally, she was done crying.

She had proof.

She had been wronged.

And the only thing she needed to figure out now was how to have her revenge.

She went home, uploaded her cell video to the cloud, and thought.

He was a cheater, so what was she going to do about it?

There is a place where there is no emotion. Simply, a person has become so overwhelmed, so distraught, so upset…and suddenly emotion disappears.

It was like that with Karen.

She was calm.

Rod came home and she was in bed. Most women would be in a crying jag, would flip over and glare, would bring out the proof and accuse.

That would lead to recriminations, accusations, misery.

Karen turned over and smiled. “Did you make a sale?”

Rod immediately went into his glad hand act. “Oh, yeah. It was great. I smell of booze, sorry about that…what are you doing up?”             

He was hurrying into the shower to watch off any evidence.

“I was just laying here thinking.”

“Oh, yeah?”

 He didn’t ask what she was thinking of because he didn’t want to know what she was thinking. He was scared she was thinking of them.

Like all cheaters, he had a secret, and he would do his best to hide that secret.

“Oh, I don’t know. I was thinking about how we used to make love all the time.”

Now he was caught. He stepped into the shower and sort of grunted a, “Oh…yeah.”

Fake enthusiasm, acknowledgement, scared that she would want to screw him right now.

But she didn’t want to screw him. Not now, not ever.

When he stepped out of the shower she was on her side, her back to him, and sound asleep.

Rod sighed in relief. Dodged the bullet again.

Then, oddly, he thought about all the times they had made love.

It hadn’t been that long ago, but then she’d gotten promoted, was busy all the time. Wasn’t interested.

And he, stuck in sales and with weird hours, started hitting the internet. Porn excited him, and he found himself masturbating more and more.

He didn’t need her to get off, he had a million women on the net. Different shapes and sizes, different faces, different ways of acting.

And the fetishes, good Lord, what women did on the net. It was incredible.

Kinky, fisting, whipping, sensual blow jobs.

Erotic, toys, women squirting, all manner of fetishes.

Then, horned up beyond belief, he had made a connection. One of the girls in the office. He didn’t know why, he wasn’t planning it, yet…some subtle thought process traveled through the universe and they hooked up.

And then there were other women.

And he began to make love less and less to Karen.

In his own mind he outgrew her.

The truth was he shrank into his own, little world.

Trying not to disturb her, he crawled into bed.

She didn’t stir. She gave a light snore or two, and ignored him.

Ignored him in life, and ignored him in sleep.

He didn’t understand that when a woman stops dreaming of her husband there is no more marriage.

The next day Rod got up and went to work. He laughed and joked and things appeared normal.

But she knew things weren’t right.

And for the next week everything was hunky dory and copasetic. He went to work and made sales, and even had an afternoon tryst in a restaurant bathroom with Sally.

Karen smiled at him, wondered vaguely what he was doing and when and to whom.

She started to follow him on the day he went to the restaurant to meet Sally, but when she saw both their cars she knew she didn’t need to. She had proof. And she didn’t want to risk any more hurt.

She thought greatly about confronting Sally, but…no. She needed to do something more than just talk.

There had to be consequences.

And she started thinking about vacation. Rod’s vacation was at the end of the next month. He had three weeks and she knew what he wanted.

He wanted to go on vacation without her. With somebody else.

Every time she brought up vacation he changed the subject, said he wasn’t ready, was too busy, and…she could see from the look on his face that he was thinking of somebody other than her.

“Honey,” she said one day. “I hate to say this, but…I don’t think I can get away for vacation.”

Rod hid his glee. “Oh, gosh. I’ve already put in for my vacation.?” He hadn’t.

“Well, I’m not going to be the party pooper. Why don’t you just head up to the cabin without me?”

“But, honey…”

He tried to convince her not to have separate vacations, but it was a lame attempt. He didn’t bring any emotion to the argument, if there was a reason to be considered he skirted it.

She took the soft approach, sacrificing her happiness for him.

Finally, appearing reluctant, he agreed.

“But I won’t enjoy a single minute,” he groused, lying like a rug.

“Oh, you will, too. Besides, you can take your computer up there, hook it up and watch porn for three weeks.”

“Honey! I don’t watch porn.”

“I know,” she kissed his cheek. “You’re the truest, bluest hubby a wife ever had.”

And so the matter was settled.

As the month progressed Rod began making preparations. He bought a rod and tackle and a new shot gun. He gathered supplies. Packed. Made phone calls to make sure the cabin would have water and power.

And Karen began making preparations.

She knew Rod was cheating, but she didn’t know how much he had been cheating. At first she hadn’t cared, but now that she had a plan, she cared.

And it was easy to find out.

She went through his computer and found emails.

She ransacked his desk and found notes, and even a pair of panties.

She went to his office when he was out boffing Sally and went through his computer there.

Within a single week she found three women.

Rhonda, Patty and Sue.

Three gorgeous women who received her phone calls, sat down with her, and were shocked when she laid everything out in front of her.

Rhonda was a redhead, and she didn’t know that Rod was married. When she found out she had broken it off. She had always felt guilty, and had thought about talking to Karen.

Patty was a pert brunette. She knew he was married, didn’t care, and didn’t seem interested in anything except her current affair.

Sue was another brunette. Very large boobs and innocent eyes.

But she wasn’t innocent in her actions. She found out Rod was married, tried to break it off, but he strung her along for six months. She was really pissed off and anxious for some revenge.

The week before Rod was due to take his vacation Karen met with Rhonda and Sue. They sat in the living room, sipped some wine, and talked about men and their faithlessness.

“So we have a golden opportunity here, but I can’t do it alone. Are you girls ready to help me?”

Rhonda and Sue nodded. Sue was smiling quite happily.

“So the question is…what are we going to do to Rod? I want this to be consequences. I want him to know what he’s done to us, and for him to look in the mirror for the rest of his life and see himself for what he really is.

“Castrate him,” snapped Sue.

Rhonda glanced at Sue, then at Karen. It was obvious she agreed with consequences, but: “That might be a little drastic. Besides, we want him to suffer, and we don’t want to go to jail.”

Sue frowned, but agreed. After all, she was pissed, and emotional, but she wasn’t totally crazy.

Not totally.

“Can you girls take some time off?”

It was August, vacation time, and both of them nodded.

“Heck,” said Rhonda, “my boss has been trying to make me take a vacation for a long time.”

“No problem,” said Sue. “I’m quitting my job for this.”

At first Karen and Rhonda were alarmed at this degree of dedication, then they found out that Sue had a side business on the internet and had been looking for an excuse to quit work.

“Okay. Let’s talk about what we’re going to do, what we’ll need, and when we’re going to do it.”

They talked all afternoon, made some great progress, then Sue looked at her cell phone. “Got to go. I’ll make arrangements for materials and it’ll be ready to go to the cabin.”

She headed out the door.

Rhonda immediately turned to Karen. “So how’s your sex life.”

Karen bit her thumb nail and thought about it. “I haven’t had any sex for months. And even when I did have one, he wasn’t much into it.

“What a bozo,” Rhonda shook her head. “If I had a woman like you waiting at home…”

Karen looked at Rhonda. She had only talked to her on the phone a couple of times, then met her for the second time this afternoon.

Rhonda sat back, smiled, and Karen could feel sex vibes.

“Have you ever thought about other women?”

Karen felt like she was moving out of her body. “Why, no. I’m not a lesbian.”

Rhonda’s lips curled upward slightly. “All women are lesbians.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes.”

Rhonda slid down the couch and placed her hand on Karen’s knee.

Karen felt Rhonda’s soft palm slither over her nylons. Rhonda’s face was now inches from hers. Her red lips looked so moist and plump.

Karen licked her own lips. She had never made love to a woman, had never even thought of it, but now…with Rhonda so close, overwhelming with the slight amount of perfume she was wearing, her eyes so intense and caring.

“Would you like to kiss my lips?” asked Rhonda.

Karen stared at Rhonda’s lips, and she felt a hunger arising within. She felt like gravity was pushing her towards the other woman.

“You can, you know. Just lean forward and brush your lips against mine.”

“Well, I don’t know…” But Karen was breathing hard. Very hard.

“Sure you do. You just lean forward, like you would with a man, but instead of the man pushing himself onto you, grinding his mouth on yours, you experience a heady cloud like feeling. Men are too rough. I’ll bet Rod is too rough.”

“Rod doesn’t care.”

“I care.”

Their lips made contact. It was soft, it was sweet, their eyes were open. Karen pulled back.

“Did you like that?” asked Rhonda.

Karen nodded.

“Then do it again.”

Again, Karen moved forward. Their lips fused, not hard, but like they were being glued together. Their eyes were open. Rhonda’s breasts touched Karen’s.

“This time,” said Rhonda, breathing heavily, “Kiss me, and feel me.”

Karen leaned forward, their mouths were slightly open. Rhonda extended her tongue and licked Karen inside the mouth.

Karen didn’t back up. She reached up and cupped Rhonda’s breasts. She squeezed them. She could feel Rhonda’s erect nipples standing up inside her thin bra.

“Oh, God,” whispered Rhonda.

Karen asked, “Why are you doing this?”

Rhonda smiled and said, “Because your husband fucked me…and that meant he fucked you over. And if I can fuck you, then I’ll be fucking him over.”

That made total sense, and Karen leaned in one more time, and she didn’t lean back at the end.

“Hey, honey! I’m home!” Rod tossed his keys into the key bowl on the counter next to the garage door.

Karen was sitting at the kitchen table. Her blouse was undone and the smooth curve of her breasts was visible. Her hair was a bit frowzy. She wasn’t wearing lipstick, but Rod didn’t know that her lipstick had been worn off by Rhonda’s passionate kisses.

“Are you all right?” he leaned down and looked into Karen’s eyes. She looked like she wasn’t all there.

“Oh, yeah,” she said. She lifted a glass of wine that was near empty and drained it.

“Well, you don’t usually drink in the afternoon.”

“I know.”

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

Karen giggled, then looked him in the eye. Looked at him serious like. “I made love to a woman today. It was glorious.” Then she stood up and headed for the bedroom.

Rod’s mouth was open. Made love? To a woman? What the…?

He followed her into the bedroom. She had gone through, stripped her clothes off, and was in the shower.

Rod took his clothes off. For some reason he felt like making love. His cock, though he had used it that very afternoon, was hard and bouncing.

He didn’t understand that on some level he was perceiving that she was now out of his reach, and that made him want her.

He stepped into the shower.

Karen smiled at him. She reached down for his cock. She soaped it, and he groaned. “Want a little, eh?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Too bad. Not in the mood.”

She wasn’t in the mood to fuck him, but she sure was in the mood to tease him.

She slid her soapy hand over his shaft, palmed the head of his cock, and then grabbed his balls.

Rod gasped and lifted up on his toes.

Karen pressed against him. Her breasts were against his chest, and both of their nipples were rigid and excited.

“You want me, eh?”

“Oh, yes.” He cupped her buns, tried to lift her so he could impale her, but she wiggled out of his grasp and laughed.

“You’re not good enough for me.”

The thought that was bothering him popped up. “You didn’t really make love to a woman.”

“Why not?” she tilted her head curiously.

“Well, uh, I don’t know. It’s just that…you’ve never been into women.

“Maybe I’ve never been into men? Maybe you’ve been played for a sap.”

Now Rod was confused, and getting even hornier.

He was confused because she wasn’t a lesbian. At least, he didn’t think so.

But, more important, she had said she had been untrue to him, and that was exactly what he had been to her.

The twist was crashing in his psyche.

“Maybe I had a friend over, while you were pretending to work.” Her little nuance escaped him because he was trying to figure things out so hard.

“Maybe she showed me a pure love. Maybe we kissed and played with each others breasts. Maybe she sucked my nipples and I sucked hers. Maybe she went down on me, are me out, licked my clit and showed me how to lick hers. Do you think I’d look good with nipple rings?”

Rod gave a shake of his head. It was too much. And it was non sequitur. How could she go from lesbian cunnilingus to nipple rings?

Oddly, he thought of an old girlfriend. A real babe named Rhonda. She had nipple rings, and how he had loved to pulled on them and make her cry out and groan.

But why had Karen suddenly started talking about nipple rings?

But, nipple rings or not, Rod was getting close. Her educated hands had stroked him to a froth, and he was about to cum. He was about to—she let go.

“Hey!”

She stepped out of the shower, left him and his boner and started toweling herself off.

He stepped out of the shower. He stood, dripping, and realized she had the only towel.

She laughed at him, then tossed the towel, hitting him in the face.

He dried himself off, then stepped into the bedroom.

She had her panties on and was working on her bra. It was a lot of work because she had a lot of breast.

“But…hey. I thought…”

“You thought we were going to make love?”

“Well, uh…”

“Silly boy. It’s not time to make love.”

Rod stood, his cock throbbing so hard it flicked off little bits of pre-cum. “But…”

“You can go jack off if you want. Watch some porn, maybe have a drink, stroke your dingus…at least, that’s what I’d do.”

His mouth was open. He didn’t understand any of this.

But he did understand one thing. He wanted her. She had become something he couldn’t have, and it made him want her all the more.

He grabbed his cock and stroked it.

“I could jack off on you, you know.”

She looked at him.

He was getting excited, talking himself into it.

“I could squirt all over your tits. Puddles of cum. And you could lick it all up.”

She laughed. “I could, if I wanted to.”

She stepped over to him and grabbed his cock at the base. She squeezed, and the contractions starting in his cock were stopped.

“The problem is,” she kissed his lips lightly, “I don’t want to.”

Then she left, stepping into shorts and pulling a hoodie over her fantastic figure. Her legs were so curvy and delicious. Her breasts gave the hoodie a shape it never had by itself.

He stared after her, his ardor dampened, but only a little. He could go jack off. And maybe he would. Later, when she went to sleep.

And she, as she walked down the hall, thought of only one word.

Consequences.


PART TWO

Rod had one week of work, then three weeks at the cabin. During the first week, before he went to the cabin, he was confused.

Something about Karen was different.

First, there was that joke about her having a lesbian experience.

Karen was a straight arrow. No way she could make love to another woman.

So what was going on?

He knew she hadn’t discovered his affairs. If she had done that she would have been screeching like a harpy, buying a hatchet at the hardware store, putting rat poison in his oatmeal.

No, she didn’t know he was unfaithful to her. And that made him smile. After all, he was so clever. Much too clever for her.

And why should a man have to have only one lover? There were too many sexy women in the world to be limited to one.

So why was she walking around with a simpering smile on her face? Why did she looked at him and sometimes start to chuckle.

He didn’t know that he had enraged her to the point that she had flipped. Gone over. Had a psychotic break.

In the calm of that deranged state of mind everything was loosy goosy fine.

But he didn’t know that.

So, on the morning of his departure, looking forward to three weeks of screwing the holy heck out of Sally Besson, he packed his car.

He put the fishing gear in the trunk, and didn’t intend to catch a single fish.

He put the new shotgun and his rifle in the backseat. He might do a little target practice, but he wasn’t about to tramp about the country looking for some stupid bird to fly up in front of him.

No, he had another little bird in mind. One with big tits.

He put a box of groceries in the car, and a cooler with steaks. Another cooler with beer. A couple of bottles of bourbon.

Finally, he was set. He went into the house and said good bye to Karen.

“Are you okay,” he asked after he kissed her. The kiss had been to her smiling lips and open eyes and a look of amusement.

“Oh, yeah.”

“It’s just that…you’ve been acting a little different.”

“Oh, well, good things are happening.”

“At work.”

“Sure. At work.”

She reached down and squeezed his package. “You got enough porn?”

“Uh, I don’t do too much of that.” He was lying through his teeth. He had tons of porn, and he intended to watch it all. Sally said she would watch it with him, and do everything on the porn with him.

And that meant that he was taking the wildest, kinkiest porn collection ever.

“Okay. Well, you have fun. Think of me every once in a while.”

“Okay, honey.” Yet he was doubtful, but he kissed her again and sauntered out to the car.

The trip to their cabin at Moonbeam Lake was a four hour drive. Three hours of interstate, then an hour of mountain curves.

Rod turned on the music, cracked a beer, and drove.

Past wide fields and into the woodlands.

Up the mountain and into the deep forests.

And, finally, he was there.

The cabin was made of logs, and it was fairly new. It was spacious, with three rooms upstairs, bathrooms upstairs and down, and a monster living room with adjoining kitchen.

It even had a basement.

Rod unloaded his car, made sure the power was on, checked the pipes, and settled in for a night of porn.

He closed the curtains, dimmed the lights, hooked his laptop to the big screen TV, and tapped into that most scurrilous of places, the internet.

There he sat, reclining on a leather couch, a big pillow to prop him up, a big drink in his hand, and a big grin on his face.

He started with collections of orgasms.

Yum.

Acres of pulchritude, bent and twisted, spread and arched, as women  took it in all orifices, let loose with massive squirts, and came so hard they farted!

He stroked, sipped beer and bourbon, and thought about what he was going to do to the most eager and voluptuous Sally Besson.

Yum.

All night long he stroked and stoked himself, and, finally, he passed out.

The next morning arrived, and he awoke with a most satisfied groan.

His dong was King Kong, big and massive and dripping, and Sally was due up by noon.

So he had breakfast and…watched some more porn. He wanted to be on the biggest edge in the world when she arrived.

Oh, what he planned to do.

Sally Besson wasn’t a bad person. She just liked fucking other women’s husbands. Nothing wrong with that, right?

That morning she packed her suitcase. One outfit for walks in the woods, several kinky outfits for teasing and fucking a man.

Nylons and garters, bras with lots of flesh a poppin’. Crotchless panties. Peignoirs and corsets and heels just made for walking on a man’s back.

Her luggage packed and loaded into her car, she smiled and walked through the kitchen and into the garage. And stopped.

Two figures were standing just inside the garage. They wore black outfits. Their faces were obscured by ski masks. They wore high heels. Black tights and hoodies.

Both women had large breasts pushing their hoodies out. Their lips were painted red.

And they held guns.

No, not guns, but…tasers.

“Hello, Sally.”

Sally turned to run back into the kitchen.

A third figure in black was standing in the doorway, her taser aimed at her.

“What…what do you want?” She was terrified.

“A talk, a drive, a little fun. Put your hands behind your back.”

Sally broke. She tried to run around here car to the side door, but she was interrupted by a buzz and the smell of smoking flesh.

They had tased her.

The three figures in black cuffed Sally’s hands, lifted her up and set her on the back of her car, on the ledge of the open trunk.

She came back slowly. One of the women, it was obvious the three were women, held a glass of water to her lips. She drank gratefully, and opened her mouth to scream.

One of the women was waiting for that, and she popped a penis gag into Sally’s mouth. The woman didn’t fasten it, just held it and whispered in a hoarse voice. “We want to talk. Do you want to talk?”

Her eyes showing whites, Sally nodded.

The woman removed the penis gag.

Sally sat on the lip of the trunk, it was uncomfortable, and stared at the three women. “What do you want?”

“Well, Sally,” said one, “We’re a group who hires out to teach people lessons. People who cheat.”

Sally realized the women were growling to disguise their voices.

“I don’t cheat?”

“No, but you encourage it. And that means that if you had a husband you would cheat.”

“But…you have to let me go. Undo these cuffs and set me free and I won’t tell the police about you and…and this…society that you speak of.”

The three women grinned, showing slices of white teeth.

“Let’s talk about your current fuck.”

“I don’t have a current ‘fuck!’” she snapped.

“Not any more, but up to this moment you were screwing Mr. Rod Johnson.

Another woman asked, “Did you know he was married?”

Sally looked surprised. “He is?”

One of the women snorted. “She’s lying. She knew.”

“I agree.”

And the third one said, “That’s what we wanted to know. If you really didn’t know we would let you go. Right now. No harm, no foul. But since you lied…” the woman reached down, grabbed Sally’s feet and lifted.

Sally fell back into the trunk of the car. She tried to fight her way out, but she was outnumbered. The women cuffed her ankles, put the penis gag in her mouth, and one of them said, “It’s a four hour drive, and we suggest you not try to kick the tail lights or anything. If a tail light goes we’ll see it on the dash, and we’ll pull over and fix it, and fix you, too.”

With that the women closed the lid.

It wasn’t totally dark in the trunk, but it was close. A little drain hole in the bottom of the space gave a teensy weensy bit of light.

Sally struggled for a moment, then stopped.

Four hours. They were taking her up to the cabin! Then Rod would rescue her, and these bitches would get what was coming to them.

She settled back, and it wasn’t very comfortable, but she would survive.

Oh, yes. She would.

A few minutes later she heard things being loaded into the car. The car sank an inch under the weight. Then the car door slammed and the motor started up.

It sounded like only one of them was driving. And that meant that the other two were in another car.

Her car backed out, slanted down the driveway and bumped over the end of her driveway.

A moment later the car was speeding down the street.

Four hours later the car stopped.

The three women stood under a tree and stared at the cabin.

“Nice place.”

“All the comforts,” answered Karen.

“Well, it’s about to have all the discomforts. How do you want to do this?

“We should go in the back door. Sue, you stay in the front, tase him if he comes out the front door.”

The three women nodded, pumped fists, and Karen and Rhonda set off through the woods.

They circled to the back door, tried it, and it was locked.

Rhonda whispered. “You stay here. I’ll go through the front.”

Karen nodded and took up a place next to the low porch. She held her taster at the ready and practiced deep breathing.

Rhonda circled to the front of the house. She gave a thumbs up to Sue to let her know that everything was all right, then crawled over the side of the front porch. She slithered under a window, stood up next to the door, and took a few breaths. She reached forward and tried the knob.

It turned.

She pushed the door open and stepped into the house.

It was cool, and she was impressed by how nice it was.

But there was no sign of Rod.

She looked down and saw a trail of flower petals on the floor. The trail led across the room and up the steps to the second floor.

Rhonda couldn’t stop the grin, and she followed the path of petals.

Across the room.

Up the stairs.

Into the largest bedroom.

She moved slowly, but the floor boards creaked. She held the taser ready and stepped through the doorway.

It was a big room. The drapes were drawn and made it a bit gloomy.

But the striped bed spread on the bed made it bright.

And the fact that Rod had cuffed himself to the posts of the bed made it perfect.

Rod was face down, a blindfold over his eyes, a ball gag in his mouth. Yet his voice, though muffled, could be understood.

“Oh, baby. Come on! Do me! Do me!”

Rhonda burst out laughing.

Karen, Rhonda and Sue sat in chairs and on the side of the bed.

Rod, of course, was grunting and protesting on the bed. And not having much success.

Sally was sitting on the floor.

Rod was naked. His buns making little mountains on the bed.

Sally was naked, and she tried to talk through the penis gag.

“He should have the penis gag,” observed Karen.

“It’s true,” said Sue.

“We can switch them. How about it, Rod, would you like a little dick in your mouth?”

“Mmmmph mm!”

“I think he said fuck you.”

Karen nodded. “He did, and, you know…I think he should know who he’s messing with.” She took off her ski mask.

Rod looked sideways from the bed and his eyes went wide.

“OO!” You.

“If you don’t yell we’ll take the gag out. Yelling wouldn’t help you anyway.”

“Unh!”

Rhonda took the gag out of his mouth.

“What the fuck are you doing! Let me loose!”

Sue slapped his ass a good one.

“Ow! Stop that!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“OW!

Sue grinned. “I could learn to like this!”

“Oh, hell.” Rhonda took off her ski mask, and Sue followed a moment later.

Rod stared at his former girlfriends. “What…what…you…”

The girls laughed.

“Do you remember when you dumped me?” Rhonda asked cheerfully.

“He left me a note,” said Sue.

“He sent me an email.”

And Karen said, “He dumped me and never told me.”

That was a moment of silence. That was the moment Rod’s crimes came home to roost.

“Wait a minute, honey. I know I’ve been bad, but…I’m sorry, but…”

“But what?” Karen asked curiously.

That moment, of her bland curiosity, was when Rod realized something was wrong with his wife. He put all the two and twos together and realized why she had been so happy this last week.

She knew that he had cheated. And there was something wrong with her. She should have been mad, but…she wasn’t.

“Well, Rod, no doubt you wonder why we called you and Sally to this little meeting.”

“Let me go,” he whispered.

“Let you go? Why would we do that?” Karen seemed quite sincere, and Rod wished she had just gotten mad and yelled at him.

But this calm, smiling Karen was…not right.

“What are you going to do to us?” asked Sally.

“Oh, ho! The scarlet turd speaks!”

“I didn’t know he was married!” But her voice was weak, and they had already figured out that she had known.

“Please, let us go.”

“Isn’t that interesting,” mused Rhonda. “Sally begs for ‘us,’ and Rod…it’s all about just him.”

“He always was a selfish bastard,” commented Karen.

“You’ve got to let us go.”

Karen faced Sally, leaned down a bit and spoke directly to her. “We will let you go. We need you to do a few things for us, and you are a member of the sisterhood.”

“Yes,” continued Sue. “You may have stolen a married woman’s husband, but that wouldn’t have happened if Rod wasn’t such a bastard.”

“Wait a minute!” protested Rod.

Rhonda slapped his ass. “Quiet, Rodless.”

The girls all giggled.

Rhonda continued. “We talked about what we were going to do to you, Rod, and there was some discussion of castration.”

“What?” His voice squeaked and he turned pale.

“Yes, we thought that the punishment should fit the crime. We thought about just chopping your willy off. Then you really would be Rodless. What do you think of that?”

“You can’t!” he whispered. “That’s…that’s…”

“But first we have to handle Miss Bitch Face over here.”

“Please!” begged Sally.

Rhonda stood up. “I’ll go get the tar ready.”

“Tar?” Rod’s voice was going even higher.

“I’ll go get the pillows.”

“Pillows?”

Karen, why don’t you watch over our little chickadees. And feel free to use the taser.

Rhonda and Sue left the room and Karen smiled and licked her lips.

Karen sat by the doorway with the taser. She watched Rhona and Sue coat Sally with a white goop.

It wasn’t tar. Tar and feather somebody and the pores wold be closed up and the person could die.

It was a mix of food syrups and flour. It would coat Sally, but not kill her, and it would make her very sticky for the few minutes until it dried.

The mix all over her body, except for her tits and ass, Sue cut open a pillow. It was filled with feathers and the girls sprinkled the feathers onto Sally.

“I don’t understand,” cried Sally.

“Hush, now,” said Rhonda. “And don’t cry. You don’t want your feathers to run.”

Karen, and Sue laughed, then Rhonda did, too.

“I guess that is sort of funny.”

From the bed Rod was trying to look over his shoulder. “What are you doing?”

“Shut up, Rodless.” murmured Karen, placing feathers on Sally’s face.

When they were done Sally looked like a giant, humanoid chicken. She stood in the middle of the room and Rhonda took pictures, then a video of her, from all angles.

“Okay, the pièce de résistance,” stated Sue. She reached into a bag and took out a strap on with a large dildo in it.”

“Hey!” yelled Rod.

Karen sat down next to him and brushed his hair back. “Now, honey. You always liked it when I wore the dick. Has Sally ever fucked you with one?”

“No!” yelped Sally. But she was now looking at Rod’s tight ass and thinking. She had heard of pegging, but she had never done it, but men were supposed to like it, so…hmmm.

Rhonda put the strap on on Sally. The cock jutted out obscenely, and the girls all smiled.

Even Sally had a wan curl of the lips.

“Okay, you’re ready.” Rhonda slapped Sally’s ass. “Time to get Rod ready.”

“What do you mean ‘get me ready?’ Ready for what?”

“Okay, Rod, honey. We need you up on your knees. And you’d better work with us, or…” Karen held up her hands and made a ‘snip, snip’ motion.

“You aren’t serious.”

“We could go right to the castration, or you could hope that we get distracted by feminizing you.”

“Feminizing me?”

“Is there an echo?”

“Why would you feminize me?”

“Oh, just because.”

The girls cuffed Sally to a chair and went to work on Rod.

They ran ropes to a couple of eye hooks they planted on one of the ceiling beams. They loosened his cuffs and hauled him upright.

Rod stood on his knees on the bed, his hands up and looking around frantically.

Karen and Sue coated him with Nair, then, after a few minutes, wiped him clean.

Rhonda knelt on the bed in front of him and began pushing a syringe into the area around his pectorals.

Rod watched in horror as she injected a solution and his chest grew tits.

“These are called Vacation Boobs. They’re temporary, but it enables a person to see if they like themselves with bigger boobs. How about it, Rodless, would you like bigger boobs?”

“You can’t do this!”

“Why not? It doesn’t hurt, and they’ll only last a couple of months. Unless, of course, you want to keep them. Would you like to have a big, old pair of titties on your manly chest for all time?”

“Stop this!” he whined.

“Careful. You move and the needles with scratch you.”

While Rhonda improved Rod’s chest Karen and Sue worked on his nails. They gave him red toenails, and long, red, fingernails.

“You’re so pretty,” admired Karen, holding his hand up and looking at her work.

Tears were coming from Rod’s eyes now.

“I never did anything like this to you!”

“Oh, you did. You always wanted me made up. And you really liked screwing my butthole.

“But…but…”

“The girls laughed. “Yep. He’s a butt, all right.”

Rhonda put a wig on him while the other two girls worked on his face. When they were done Rod was…a girl.

He was slender in the body anyway, and with the two big tits Rhonda gave him he presented a stacked form.

The make up had softened his features, and the eyes and lipstick were definitely female.

They took pictures and videos, then showed Rod.

Rod stared in shock.

“Why are you doing this?”

“For fun,” answered Sue.

The girls worked the ropes and lowered him to the bed and re-cuffed him.

“Okay, Sally. It’s time for you to do your stuff.”

“What? I don’t understand!”

“You came up here to make love to Rod, and here he is. What’s not to understand?”

Sally stared at Rod’s backside.

She looked down at her cock.

She giggled. She turned to the girls, “But…but…”

“You could screw him, or we could just chop off his weenie.”

Karen sat down next to the now feminized Rod. “Rod? Would you like Sally to fuck you? Or would you like to move on to the castration part?”

“You can’t…this isn’t happening!”

He struggled, but the girls just laughed, and Rhonda said, “Make up your mind, Rod. One last screw for the home team? Eh?”

Finally, Rod was exhausted.

Sally asked, “What do you want me to do.”

“Rod, did you want Sally to screw you?”

“Uh…well…”

“Ask now, or forever hold your peace.”

“Or pieces,” laughed Rhonda, “like in pieces of your you know what.”

Rod mumbled something.

“What?”

He looked up. “Please, Sally. Would you…would you…”

“Make love to you?” asked Sally, and she was starting to get into the spirit of things.

“Yes!”

“What?” asked Karen.

“Make love to me! Screw me! Put your dick in me!”

Karen smiled, “Now that’s the Rodless I know and love.” She turned to Sally and waved a hand to motion her on.

Sally crawled onto the bed. She knee walked between Rod’s legs.

The girls all had their cell phones out and were filming the whole thing.

“Rod’s about to fuck a chicken.”

“No, a chicken is about to fuck Rod.”

“Which came first, the chicken or the or the bitch?”

Laughter filled the room, and Sally moved closer to Rod. Her big peeny was drooping slightly, and she lifted it and aimed it for Rod’s button.

“Bawk, bawk, bawk!” said Rhonda.

“Sally,” commanded Sue. “You make the chicken sounds. And try to look a little more excited.”

Sally licked her lips, her tongue appearing amongst all the feathers. Her eyes were gleaming.

“You know…” she said. “You know…”

“Chick, chick, chick!” The three girls chanted, egging her on.

“Stop! You can’t—ACK!”

Sally was suddenly plumbing Rod’s depths. And her face was wreathed in a big grin.

Rod grunted, his eyes were wide, and he felt her opening him up.

And, it felt good.

Fact is, Rod liked anal sex. He was always begging for it.

Of course, he wasn’t begging for a big chicken to fuck him, but…it felt good!

The girls howled and took their pictures. Sally really got into it. She began clucking in time to her thrusts, driving her hips down ruthlessly.

“Oh, fuck!” yelled Rod, and he started pushing back. He loved the feeling of a big weenie in his most private part.

“I think he’s going to lay an egg!”

“I know who came first! The rooster!”

“Look at him go!”

Rod bounced up and down, giving Sally a ride, and her big tits bounced and jiggled.

The girls kept taking videos, and, finally, Rod grunted, grabbed the sheets with his hands, and came.

Karen stuck a hand between Rod and Sally, inserted a finger into Sally and lifted.

She went up and Rod’s dick was visible. White goo was squirting out in a long stream.

Rod grunted and grunted, and everybody was laughing and even cheering.

Finally, he was done. He lay on the bed, exhausted, white feathers stuck to his back. Sperm coated the bed between his legs in a big puddle.

Sally crawled back from him and regained her feet. She stared at him and said, “I can’t believe I did that.”

“Are you sorry?” asked Rhonda.

Sally sighed. “I guess I am. I’m sorry I took another woman’s man. But that fucking…me being a big chicken and fucking him. That was crazy!”

The three girls were turned to her and listening.

“In fact, call me crazy, but I’d like to do that again.” There was satisfaction in Sally’s voice. “I mean, not to Rod, or a married man…but…there’s got to be somebody out there for me. Right?”

The four ladies went downstairs then. They let Sally watch the feathers and flour and syrup off, and they sat for an hour and sipped bourbon and Coke.

It was a good hour, but it finally came to an end.

“What are you going to do to Rod?” Sally asked, before she left.

“You don’t want to know,” murmured Karen.

“Are you really going to castrate him?”

“Do you think we should?”

“Well, I don’t know. Seems like a waste of a good dick. I mean, you could probably rent him out, have him do the chicken thing. Maybe he’d like to be the chicken doing the fucking?”

That was something to think about, but now the laughter had stopped. The girls bid good bye to Sally and returned upstairs.

Rod was laying on the bed, breathing, wondering what was going to happen next.

“Okay, Rod,” said Karen. “Time for consequences.”

“Being fucked by a chicken is consequences,” he muttered.

“Nah. That’s just foreplay. It’s time you faced the real consequences.”

The girls hooked the ropes again and pulled him upright. Once again he was on his knees, his arms up, and scared.

Karen put a chair on the bed in front of him.

“You just came, so it should be a while before you have to cum again.”

“I don’t know,” said Rhonda. “When he used to fuck me he could get it up a couple of times in a row.”

Sue nodded. “He was a boner machine. He’d fuck me till I was sore, then laugh about it.”

“Hunh,” grunted Karen. She put a hot plate on the chair, then plugged it in.

“What are you doing?” Rod stared at the hot plate and worried.

“It’s very simple, Rod. Here’s a pill.”

Rhonda put a pill in Rod’s hand.

“What is it?”

“It’s called Lupron. It’s very fast acting, and it will stop you from having a boner for a year.”

“What?”

“It’s a chemical castrator. They use it on sex criminals. And you’re sort of a sex criminal, aren’t you?”

“Wait a minute! You can’t do this!”

Karen smiled and patted his limp dick. “So here’s the deal. You get a boner and it might get a little painful.”

“Might scorch your poor, little weenie,” chimed in Sue.

“Or, you can eat the pill. It’s fast acting, and…it’s your choice.”

“This isn’t a choice!”

“Of course it’s a choice,” said Sue. “Everything’s a choice.”

“You chose to cheat on me.”

“You chose to have that chicken fuck you.”

“But I was tied down! There was nothing I could do!”

“And who tied you down?”

Rod had no answer for that. He just gulped and looked at the pill in his hand.

Then started the waiting game.

The girls sat around and sipped booze and waited for Rod to resurrect his erection.

The minutes passed.

Rod tried begging in the beginning, but they ignored him and just waited.

Rod stared at the hot plate.

He could feel the start of a boner.

“You can’t do this,” he sobbed.

“You’re doing it, Rodless. If you don’t want your dick burned off then you have a choice. You can always take the pill.”

“But…”

“After all, it’s only a year. I’d say that’s not much of a sentence for abusing my love.”

He turned his head and stared at Karen. He whispered, “I’m sorry…I’ll never do that again.”

“You won’t do it for a year, that’s for sure.”

His dick was starting to raise up a bit. The hot plate was six inches from his now stirring penis. His dick was eight inches long. The head of his dick was his most sensitive body part.

“Thinking about it, Rodless?”

Rod gulped. his eyes were wild, his heart was pounding.

His dick bobbed.

“Stop it! Stop it!”

Bobbed again.

And again.

Rod pulled his hand to his mouth and gulped the pill.

He cried. His dick was still getting hard.

“Oh, did we mention? It takes a day for the pill to work.”

Rod screamed, and cried, and sobbed, but his dick, his precious, most wonderful duck, kept getting harder and harder. Inch by inch it grew closer to the hot plate.

“You can’t…you can’t…”

His penis touched the hot plate and he screamed.

“AAIIIIEEE!”

Then he stopped. He looked down.

His penis was touching the hot plate but nothing was happening.

The plate was cold.

His dick just touched it and nothing happened.

He looked up at the girls.

The girls were rolling on the floor, hysterical with laughter.

“Did you see his face?”

“He really thought…”

“Oh, God! We’ve got to do this to somebody else!”

Rod knelt, his penis pressed against the hot plate that wasn’t hot, and the girls slowly stopped laughing. They stood up and faced him.

“Well, Rod? What do you think?”

“It…it didn’t burn me.”

“Of course not. You think we want to go to jail for ruining some guy’s penis?”

“But…but…am I still going to be chemically…you know?”

“Not get it up? Yep. You’re about to pay the consequences for a year. No boners, no sex.”

“Except for when you take it up the ass.”

The girls laughed some more.

Rod hung in the cuffs. “Can you let me out?”

“Sure.”

The girls undid the cuffs and Rod got off the bed. He was naked, with boobs, and feminized, and bits of feathers all over him.

His dick was now limp, and would remain that way for a year.

“So…where does this leave us?” asked Rod of Karen.

“Wherever I want, honey. I’ve got videos of you being screwed by a chicken. That would go over well in court. I’m sure the judge would give me everything, and put you in jail, too.”

“But…”

“But this,” Karen said with a smile. “I like you like this. So I’m going to keep you like this. If you don’t want to face a divorce, with LOTS of publicity, then you will stay female and wait on me for a year. And for that year I will occasionally take advantage of you. Unlike you, I’m not limp. I’ve got a plastic dick that will give you lots of fun.”

“And at the end of a year?”

“Then we’ll see.”

Rod nodded. He was caught, and he knew it.

“And, by the way?” Karen said.

Rod looked up.

“You will be expected to lay down for my friends here.” She put her arms over Rhonda and Sue’s shoulders and all three women grinned.

END
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Feminization Ranch!

He had a problem and

bending over was the only solution!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note!

Howdy, folks!

This story is based on a book written by my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke. It’s called ‘The Broken Man.’

In ‘The Broken Man’ a man’s wife tells him to get naked and climb into a strange lady’s trunk. He is then taken to a BDSM ranch where he has lots of adventures.

I recommend The Broken Man to all.

And I give you fair warning, this little homage, ‘Feminization Ranch,’ is a bit rough. Lots of sex, a guy with a big problem, and a solution that is over the top.

So think about how nasty you want it before you get this book.

As always…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

The swing couples party was a raving success.

Lynn Avalon was a rare beauty. She had golden blonde hair, impressive melons, and she drank too much.

Sam Otterson was a confirmed lecher. He tried to take advantage of Lynn. He followed her around the pool, cornered her in the kitchen, and began taking advantage of her. He felt her boobs, he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, and just when he was about to slide into home plate she let loose.

“GAH!” Her vomit, a disgusting yellow color, painted his shirt, and when he jumped back it got all over his manhood.

He had, of course, a grateful audience who cheered.

Betsy Billings, meanwhile, was making out with Tom Forsythe. Then Randy Avalon, Lynn’s husband, came up and punched him in the nose. He was drunk, so it wasn’t much of a punch.

The two men rolled around on the ground for a minute, then Randy realized Betsy wasn’t his wife, so the two men went into a closet with Betsy.

A half a dozen people stood around the closet door, so drunk they could barely stand up. they listened to the sounds of slobber love and ripping clothes, and laughed.

A half hour later Tom and Randy came out of the closet, arms around each others shoulders and barely able to stand.

Betsy came out of the closet a minute later. She was trying to pull ripped pieces of cloth together, and she had the biggest smile.

Half a dozen people ended up in the pool, lost their clothes, and began playing musical fucks. The water turned frothy as they whooped it up.

People in the bedrooms fucking. People in the bathrooms puking. People out under the bushes. Everybody was having a good time.

Leo Sanderson was drunk, but not that drunk.

For a while he hung with his wife. He wondered if she was going to sneak off and screw somebody, and, eventually she disappeared.

Leo sauntered around the grounds, looking under bushes and peeking into bedroom windows. He tried the garage and two couples were int he back seats of the cars there, and the cars were bouncing like hippos on a trampoline.

Leo scowled. Damn. His wife had done it again. Seemed like when they went to these parties she always got taken, and he always ended up being left out.

He finally went to the patio to watch the goings on in the pool. He sat down in a swinging bench next to Jane Gustavson.

“Hey, Leo. How’s it hanging.”

“Long, loose and full of juice.”

Jane glanced at him, a wry look on her face. “You mean to tell me that with all the sex going on here you can’t get laid?”

He sighed, then turned to her. “Would you like to fuck?”

“Oh, gosh, no. I’m fucked out. But thanks for asking.”

“Well, that’s it,” he explained. “Every time I come to one of these I end up high and dry. People are already fucking, or they are done, and I never seem to get any.”

“Never?”

Jane had turned to him, and he appreciated her full breasts, her long, chestnut hair. She was a beauty.

“Nope.”

“How about your wife?”

“Oh, she gets laid, and a lot. But me…I seem to be a loser.”

Jane was chuckling lightly, and she placed a hand on his knee and said, “Why don’t you stay right here. Bourbon and Coke?”

“Sure, and thanks.”

“It’s the least I can do for a loser,” she chortled, and she headed towards the kitchen.

A minute later she was back, and she handed Leo a glass. It was bourbon and Coke over ice, and it was delicious. He sipped and murmured, “Thanks.”

“Por nada.”

She had a glass, too, and she faced him when she sat down. “Do you really think you’re a loser?”

“Well, I’m not a winner, not here.”

“Maybe you’re just not horny enough?”

“Oh, God, I’m horny enough. Sandy horns me up for a couple of weeks before one of these shindigs. Won’t let me cum. Says I need to get out and mingle, and that being horny might do it.”

Jane laughed. All being horny will do is make you hornier, and make you desperate, and desperate men don’t usually get what they want.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Nah. You’ve already told yourself enough.”

He smiled wanly.

Todd Russo was banging Shiela Wainsworth on the diving board. He went up and down and the board was smacking her ass and everybody was cheering.

Leo sighed again.

“You know, there is a cure.”

“For what? Me and my malaise? What would that be?”

“Tandy’s Ranch.”

“And what, pray tell, is Tandy’s Ranch?”

“It’s a place where people go to lose their inhibitions. You surely don’t think you’re the only one in the world that’s a loser, do you?”

“Well, I figure there’s got to be other losers somewhere…”

“Heck, there’s lots of losers. And usually it is a simple lack of confidence, a bit of self pity, and lack of opportunity.”

Leo studied Jane. She had a low cut dress on, and he studied her chest especially hard. Then he caught himself and looked up at her laughing eyes.

“So what do they do? Is it some sort of therapy? A self help group?”

“All that and more, and none of that.”

Leo blinked and tilted his head. “Yes and no?” he asked.

“Yep. I’ll tell you what. Why don’t I call Mistress Tandy for you and arrange a meeting. She’ll tell you all about it. You can’t get in unless you get a recommendation, and pass an interview.”

“How do you know about it?”

“Roger was pretty much like you.”

“Roger? Your Roger?”

“My Roger. He acted like a loser, he wasn’t getting any, and I was getting fed up with it. Then somebody recommended Tandy’s Ranch, and the rest is history.

Leo thought about what Jane had told him. Roger was one of the most popular guys here. He fucked everybody and anybody, and was always in demand.

But he had once been a loser?

It sounded impossible.

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do, and I’ve made up my mind. I’ll pass the word, make the arrangements, and if you pass the initial investigation she’ll call you. Heck, I’ll even tell Sandy about it.”

That saddened Leo. If they went together she’d get all the fucking and he’d get bupkis.

But Jane saw what he was thinking. “Hey, don’t worry about it. You’ll get sorted out. And if Tandy thinks you’ll do better without your wife there, that’s what will happen.”

“Now it sounds even worse. It sounds like I don’t want my wife to come to this ranch with me.”

Jane shook her head. “Oh, Lord. Lord. You’ve got it bad. Well, I’ve laid the groundwork, and maybe Tandy will call you. Until then, do nothing.

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. Don’t stroke yourself, or rub up against a tree, and for God’s sake, don’t fuck your wife!”

He laughed, then smiled. This crazy conversation, it sounded too much. He’d have to wait and see.

“Leo! Where you been?” Sandy came out of the shadows. Apparently she had been in the side yard, maybe getting banged while standing up, maybe bending over for some lucky stud.

“How you doing, babe?”

“Oh, man! I’ve had the best time. How about you?”

Leo: “Well, I’ve, uh…”

“Oh, crap! You haven’t fucked anybody, have you?”

Jane was listening to their conversation, and she chimed in, “He almost screwed me, if that’s any consolation.”

Sandy gave her a quick smile, then turned back to Leo. “Leo. You’ve simply got to get over it. You’re the one who got us started in the swinger’s scene, and you’re going to have to start fucking.”

“Well, I—“

“Sandy?”

Sandy turned to Jane.

“Leo and I were just talking about this very thing.” She said to Leo, “Why don’t you go get some drinks, and I’ll talk to your wife.”

Leo was glad for the break, and he hopped up and headed for the kitchen.

Behind him, Jane patted the seat of the swinging bench and Sandy sat down.

Sandy was silent when they were driving home. It was late and the street was empty. Leo steered the car and felt sort of punk. All that funking, and he hadn’t gotten any.

“What are you thinking about?” asked Sandy.

“Oh, nothing.”

“You’re thinking that we started this swing, hot wife sort of thing, and you thought you were going to get laid…and you’re getting a lot of nothing.”

Leo was silent. She had hit it right on.

“So what do you think about this Tandy Ranch thing?”

“I don’t know.”

“Honey, you’ve lost your confidence. From what Jane told me it’s a BDSM orgy. You’ll get fucked whether you want to or not, and you’ll get over whatever neuroses you’ve got.”

Leo was silent. She was right. He had so little confidence when it came to this life style that he was downright sad.

“So I want you to go to this ranch.”

“You do?”

“Yes. I do. I want you to go and figure things out. I want you to have as much fun as I’m having. And this sounds like it might work.”

“Well, I don’t know. We always agreed to watch out for each other, and you wouldn’t be there…”

“No. But I’m not having any trouble. I’m having a fucking good time, if you get what I mean. So I want you to go and have a fucking good time. I want you to use your cock until it droops. If you don’t come back with notches on your weenie…well, I don’t know what I’ll do. But…you have to go.”

At that moment they arrived home and the conversation ended.

But Leo didn’t stop thinking about his problem.

In fact, he was thinking about it more and more.

“Wake up! Wake up!”

Sandy shook Leo and he blinked his eyes and muttered, “What the…”

“Today’s the day! Today you get interviewed by Mistress Tandy! You passed the initial investigation and she’s willing to come talk to you!”

Leo struggled up on his elbows.

Sandy threw open the drapes and let the sun dash him in the eyes.

“Whoa,” he muttered. Then he yawned, stretched, got out of bed, and headed for the shower.

Fifteen minutes later Leo was dressed and eating breakfast.

He liked to eat mush in the morning. Oatmeal with a big square of butter and a tablespoon of honey. He spooned it down his gullet and Sandy sat opposite him and regarded him.

“You really want me to do this.”

“Oh, God. Yes!”

“Well, okay. If this Mistress Tandy person approves of me.”

“What’s not to improve?”

“So, since I’m going to go, and might be gone for a while, do you think we could have some sex?”

“Not on your life, buster!” Sandy laughed harshly, but humorously. “She said she wants you orgasm free and thoroughly edged.”

“Well, I am that. You haven’t fucked me for a month, but you’ve certainly driven me crazy.”

She patted his hand. “Don’t worry, honey. It’s for a good cause.”

At that moment: DING DONG!

“Come on!” Sandy leaped to her feet and rushed to the front door.

Leo took his last bite of mush and washed his dish, then sauntered into the living room.

Truth, he was nervous. He had a problem, and he didn’t want to talk about it, and he didn’t think some trip to a sexual dude ranch was going to help him.

He turned into the living room and his eyes opened.

Mistress Tandy was an absolutely, stone cold fox! Spelled foXXX!

“Hi,” he managed.

Mistress Tandy stepped forward and held out her hand.

She was a tall woman, maybe six feet, and she was built. Her legs were long, her butt was round, and her tits were big.

She wore a pencil skirt, nylons and high heels on the bottom.

She wore a blouse with a short jacket on the top, and the jacket couldn’t be buttoned over her sizable jugs.

Her lips were full and wet looking. Her hair was tawny blonde and she had this expression on her face like she knew what you were thinking.

“Hello, Leo. Can we sit down over on the sofa? Sandy. You’re invited, but I’ll be wanting Leo to answer the questions, and I won’t be shy about telling you to be quiet.”

“That’s okay with me,” Sandy said. “This is all about Leo, anyway.”

Tandy smiled.

Leo asked, “Would you like water? A drink, coffee?”

Plain water with a wedge of lemon on the rim.

She watched, and he thought maybe she was checking how compliant he was.

“Okay. Just have a seat and I’ll be right back.”

Leo went to the kitchen and made three glasses of water with lemon. He brought them into the living room and passed them

Sandy was on the Queen Ann chair, leaning forward in conversation with Tandy. Tandy gave a sort of nod that truncated the conversation and turned to Leo.

“Excellent,” she sipped her water. She left a faint impression of her lips on the glass. She handed the glass to Leo. “Drink from my imprint.”

Leo was fastidious. He didn’t normally do this kind of thing. But he knew she was testing him. Judging him.

He looked at the lip print on the glass and time seemed to slow down.

Her lips on the glass.

If he drank from those lips it would be like he was kissing her.

Sandy was staring at him, fascinated. She was doing a little judging on her own.

His lips approached the lip of the glass. They touched, and he sipped.

His heart was pounding.

He handed the glass back.

Tandy took it and set it on the coffee table.

“So tell me about this problem of yours?”

Leo knew he couldn’t hold back, or hedge, or do anything but be honest. Not if he wanted to be accepted at the Tandy Ranch.

“Sandy and I decided to enter the swinging lifestyle. She’s adapted well. We go to parties often, but I…I have trouble making connections.”

“What happens?”

“When I meet somebody I’d like to make love to?”

“Don’t stall for time. Just give me the facts.”

He nodded and said, “I get tongue tied. Women seem willing, but I can’t talk, and other men move in and take them.”

“Have you made love to any other women at these parties?”

He shook his head.

“Okay, let me ask you some questions.”

He was nervous now. The way she was arrowing in on him was actually sort of scary.

“How old were you when you first masturbated?”

“I think 12.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I thought I’d broken something. All this semen came out, and…I was scared.”

“And how many women have you been with.”

He answered and the questions kept coming.

“How old were you when you lost your virginity?”

“Do you fantasize?

What do you fantasize about?”

“Have you ever engaged in anal sex.”

And on and on and on.

It was sort of like twenty questions, but much more intense.

After a while Tandy started slipping questions to Sandy. Quick and innocuous, but the answers gave clues to Leo’s personality.

And, finally, it came down to it.

“If I accept you for the ranch, would you like to do it?”

“I think so.”

“No thinking. You ‘know’ so, or you don’t want to go.”

He blurted, “Yes.”

He didn’t have to explain. She knew what he meant.

“Okay. I’d like you to go out to my car, open the boot, take your clothes off, and get in.”

Sandy sat up straight.

“You mean…” then he stopped talking.

This was a test. It was shut up or put up. It was we’re done with talking, it’s time to start walking.

He stood up, faced Sandy. “I’ll see you when I get back,” he said.

But it was a subtle statement. He was saying something, but asking permission, too.

“Have fun, honey.”

He turned to Tandy. “Can I kiss my wife?”

“Hurry.”

Leo was blushing, but he almost leaped across the space between  them.

They kissed, a curious blend of hunger and good bye. Then Leo turned and walked out of the room.

He heard the two women talking as he passed through the foyer.

It was sunny out, and she was driving a Mercedes. He opened the trunk and looked into it.

A spare tire and a bag of what looked like tools. He pushed the stuff to the side, took his clothes off, and climbed in. He lay in the back of the car and got as comfortable as he could. The floor was hard with only a light black bit of outdoor carpet in it. His cock stuck out from between his legs and bobbed.

He wondered how such an experience could result in him being horny, but it was.

He moved the bag and realized there was water in it, but he didn’t take it out. He suspected it was for him, but…he hadn’t been told so.

He lay there, the lid open, the sun heating up the little space, and waited.

Tandy had said ‘hurry,’ but she seemed to be in no hurry. Long minutes passed before he heard the front door open and close. Then he heard foot steps, Tandy’s high heels clicking, and she peered down into the trunk.

“There’s water in the bag. Please pee in the bottle when it’s empty. I don’t want a stinky car.”

With that she closed the lid.

It was dark. And it was hot. There were some holes at the sides of the trunk next to the back seat. He imagined he would get some air conditioning through them, but right now he was getting nothing.

The women talked outside the car for a few more minutes. They spoke in low tones and he couldn’t really hear what they were saying.

Then the car door opened and the car lowered as Tandy sat down. She heard her say good bye, then the car motor started up.

The car lurched into forward motion and he bounced in the trunk space. He felt every dip and bump as the car drove down the driveway. Then it hit the street and smoothed out.

It was a quiet car, nothing but the drove of tires on the road, and he heard Tandy plainly when she yelled back to him.

“It’s a four hour drive, so settle in. And remember what I said about water and pee.”

Leo found himself nodding.

Within minutes the AC kicked in and cold air came through the little holes next tot he back seat.

Then Tandy turned on the radio and good music invaded the trunk.

Loreena McKinnett. Nora Jones. And his favorite, Katie Melua.

Leo lay on the hard floor of the trunk and tried to get comfortable.

The miles passed, mostly freeway, and time dragged. Leo was thirsty, but didn’t want to drink because he didn’t want to pee. There was only one bottle of water, it was small, and how the heck could he contort himself to pee in the bottle?

So he waited, and when he realized he was going to have to pee anyway, he drank the whole bottle.

Within a few minutes he was feeling like he was going to bust, so he hunched over on his side, held the top of the bottle against his cock head, and tried to pee in it.

Mostly, he was successful. He got a little of the pee on his thigh, a bit on the floor, but the bottle was almost full. He capped it and put it aside.

Then Tandy hit some wiggles and bumps. The Mercedes was probably comfortable for people in the seats, but for Leo it was terrible. He jounced, banged his head on the tire, which was hopping a bit, and had rug burns on his elbows and knees.

Then the road smoothed out. It wasn’t a tar or cement road, but it was heaven after the bumps he had been put through.

Then the car sped up, and he could feel it sliding around corners.

And it stopped.

Voices greeting Mistress Tandy.

She got out and closed the door, then it was silent.

It grew hot in the trunk without the air conditioning running.

“Hey!” yelled Leo.

No answer.

So he just lay there, his body sweating, and waited.

A while later, no way to tell how long, he heard footsteps. Then the door opened and the trunk latch clicked. Leo pushed the lid up and tried to get out of the trunk.

He was tired, needed water, and weak from not moving for so long.

“Hello, Leo.”

A woman loomed into the light and he blinked.

“Come on, let’s get you out of there.”

She was a big woman, real big. Six foot six, and muscular.

She grabbed Leo and hoisted him, and he fell over the lip of the trunk and sprawled on the ground.

The woman laughed. “Up on your feet, Leo. We have to get you dressed.”

She helped him to his feet.

“Water,” he gasped.

“Time enough for that. More important to get you ready.”

She walked him across a lawn, and he looked around and took in his surroundings.

A big ranch house, two story, lots of rooms. There was a building attached to the rear that looked like a kitchen. Leastwise he saw a big, round woman throwing scraps to three naked people.

Leo blinked. Scraps? To people?

“What are they…” he mumbled, but the big woman ignored him.

“I heard you have trouble fucking. Is that true?”

“I don’t…”

They were heading towards a large barn. To the left was a field of green grass. Two large women were sitting in sulkies and slapping the asses of the teams pulling them. The teams consisted of a naked man each. The two women doing the harness racing were big, like the woman guiding Leo. They wore leather, skin tight shorts and halter tops. Their breasts bulged over the halter tops.

Then Leo realized the men pulling them were wearing some sort of bikini.

Before he could figure out their apparel the woman leading him to the barn said, “My name is Mistress Shiela. You’ll be kissing my ass a lot, and I’ll be fucking yours.”

“What?”

He stared at her leather shorts and halter top, her long hair done in a top knot and her red lips.

“This ranch practices BDSM. Mostly for shits and giggles, lot of people like to be tied up, whipped, tickled, fucked in various manners, and so on. This is the off season, however, and we do take on special cases. Cases like yours.”

Leo was pretty aware now, and he took note of the neatness of the place, saw a couple of other mistresses, and masters.

The masters were scary. They wore bikini things, but their cocks were large and stuck out in front of them, red and dripping.

Mistress Shiela entered the barn and it was suddenly cool. There was a long row of stalls. There were horses on one side—the ranch was apparently a working ranch—but on the other side were people. The stalls were smaller and the people were standing, naked but for the weird bikini outfits.

Some of the ‘people-horses’ were men, and some were women. Sometimes they were by themselves, sometimes other people, wearing the same types of clothes, were grooming them. They brushed their flesh with brushes which were stiff bristled, or so Leo assumed from the way the people shied away and tried to avoid the brushes.

People brushed the ‘people-horses’ long hair.

Then he passed a stall where a woman was on all fours, tied to a contraption of bars with a milking machine attached to her nipples. She moaned as the machine chugged and sucked the milk out of her tits.

“What the fuck?” whispered Leo. He was started to get alarmed.

He had joined the wife swapping lifestyle, he had seen people doing strange things, but to be milked like a cow?

“Stand right here.”

Shiela pointed to a small stand. Leo stepped up on the thing.

Shiela wrapped a leather strap around his wrist and fastened a hook.

“Hey!”

Leo tried to get loose, but Shiela grabbed his free arm and pulled it out. She was stronger than him, much stronger, and he presented no problem for her.

She fastened another leather strap to his other wrist, and he was caught. His arms were outstretched, and, what was worse, his dick was getting hard.

“Nice,” said Mistress Shiela, stroking his shaft.

“Let me go!”

“No can do. And, please, no yelling. It’s too early in the morning for a spanking.”

Leo’s mouth was open and his eyes were wide. He was thirsty and his voice was hoarse, and his dick was getting harder and harder.

Mistress Shiela moved to a work bench and began fiddling with something. It looked like one of the leather bikini things the men were wearing on the ranch.

“What are you doing?” He struggled, pulled on the leather straps holding him, but he was unable to get loose.

“Well, Leo, men on the ranch are required to wear a certain uniform.”

She turned a round and held up a leather bikini. But it was a weird bikini. It had a little hole in the front for his cock to stick out.

Mistress Tandy walked over to him. “No kicking, please. I’ll beat you with a plow line if you do.”

Her voice was definitely no nonsense. Still, Leo wanted to kick. He wanted to fight back. He didn’t know exactly what was going on, but he was having natural reactions to being imprisoned.

Mistress Shiela pushed the hole in the belt over his cock, then pulled his balls through.

“Oh, fuck!”

She grinned, and tightened the hole.

Now his cock was engorged, the blood trapped. It wasn’t tight enough to hurt him, but it definitely made his cock bigger, and he doubted he would be able to cum with the thing on.

Mistress Shiela pulled the sides of the bikini around his waist and fastened it in the small of his back. It was very tight. Then she pulled the bottom part of the bikini between his legs and a little bit up his crack.

“Ow!” he yelped.

“Don’t be such a sissy,” Mistress Shiela grunted, pulling it tighter.

Now his ass cheeks were slightly spread right below his buns. This allowed access to his asshole, which was good because if it wasn’t for that he would be pooping on the leather.

“We’ve made improvements to your uniform over the years, but if you get any poop on yourself you can run down to the river and jump in. It’s that way.” Mistress Shiela waved across the big green field where the harness racing was occurring.

She pulled the bikini bottoms even tighter, then snapped some rivets in place. She loosened the straps holding his arms and helped him off the platform.

Leo looked at his groin in shock.

His cock was big and red, but couldn’t cum. His asshole was presented and even open a bit.

Then Mistress Shiela grabbed him and kissed him.

Leo struggled, but he was helpless in her arms.

She manipulated him easily. She grabbed his cock and backed up to what looked like a tack room. But when she pulled him through the door he saw there was a bed there. And a bookshelf and it was quite pleasant.

“This is my quarters. Any time you want to fuck, just come a’knockin’. I don’t usually fuck just anybody, but Mistress Tandy explained about you.”

She pushed him back on the bed and he lay on his back and looked up.

“I don’t…what do you mean she explained about me?”

“She said you’re a swinger, but you’re afraid of fucking other women.”

“What? No! I just…”

“You just what?” Mistress Shiela wiggled out of her tight pants. She stood over him, her legs spread slightly, and her breasts heaving.

“I don’t want to…” He was prevaricating, but he didn’t understand his own motivations. Mistress Shiela understood this.

“You are a swinger that doesn’t want to fuck? Do you know how ridiculous that sounds?”

She grabbed his legs and lifted them. He was completely exposed, his cock sticking up and his asshole gaping open underneath it.

“Stop it!”

She kept pushing his legs until they were on his shoulders. “Nice asshole, but I think I want the cock. You ever been fucked Amazon style?”

“Amazon? Let me go! You can’t—“

She moved forward and squatted over his penis. She lowered herself and sighed.

Usually a man lays on top of the woman and has his legs on the inside of a woman’s legs. This is called the Missionary position. But Shiela was now sitting on his thighs, her large breasts bulging, and her vulva controlling the action.

Leo was completely engulfed. She rocked back and forth and leaned down and pinched his nipples.

“Hey!”

“Oh, shut up and take it like a woman.” Shiela grinned as she said this.

“But…but…”

Shiela rocked back and forth, and started pulling on her own nipples. It only took a moment for the glaze to come over her eyes as she approached orgasm.

“You see,” she licked her lips and wiggled a bit.

Leo’s cock was straight up and totally taken advantage of.

“You see…when a man is scared of sex, a man like you with a wife, then it is almost always the fact that he is scared of cheating on his wife.”

“I’m not scared! I’m a swinger!”

“A swinger who doesn’t fuck. Right.”

She angled her hips, moved his legs slightly. “Ah, yes. That’s the place.”

“Let me up.”

“You’re scared. You watch your wife fuck and get fucked, but there is a fear deep inside. Will she leave you? Will somebody else fuck her better than you? And this causes you to hold yourself back. I think I’m going to…oh, fuck…Oh…Oh…GAH!”

Shiela orgasmed about as hard as a woman could. Leo watched in amazement as she twitched and jerked and her eyes rolled back in the sockets.

Then she was leaning forward a little, still holding him inside her. “Damn. You’re good. I’ll tell the others.”

But Leo now had little tears running down his cheeks.

Shiela smiled wanly and touched his. tears, wiped them away. “What’s the matter, Leo?”

“You can’t do this! you can’t!”

“You would be surprised at what I can and can’t do.”

Then she stood up, sighing as his red cock pulled out of her hole.


PART TWO

Shiela tossed him out of the barn. She pointed towards the kitchen and said, “Go see Mistress Helen. Get some water. Maybe even some food.”

Leo staggered across the lawn towards the far house. The bikini thing didn’t chafe him, but it caused him to be awkward when walking. It kept his boner boning, and his asshole open, and that was awkward.

He approached the back extension on the house and heard the rattle of pots and pans, the sound of a deep, robust laughter.

Outside the door he saw the three people who had been getting fed scraps lying on the ground like a bunch of lazy hounds. They looked up at him in curiosity, but didn’t say anything.

He knocked on the screen door and it rattled in the frame.

“Yo!” A large, round figure came out of the darkness. “Oh, you must be Leo. The fuckless fuck.”

She opened the door leaned forward and grabbed his erect cock and pulled him into the kitchen.

“Hey!”

Mistress Helen was built like a cannon ball. She had big boobs, and they sagged. She wasn’t wearing a halter top, or leather shorts. She wore only a pink apron.

“You must be thirsty.” She dragged him to a big sink, gripped the sink sprayer and aimed it at his mouth. She turned on the cold water and the stream of water hit his mouth.

It was ludicrous, but he was thirsty, so he gulped.

Mistress Helen laughed and kept spraying until he closed his mouth and shook his head.

“Clean up the floor and I’ll fuck you.”

Leo blinked. There was a lot of water on the floor from the sprayer.

“If you fuck me good maybe I’ll give you some dog food. Or dog poop. Around here we don’t differentiate.”

He looked at her.

“The floor, bozo!”

She turned away and left him. She walked across the kitchen to a stove, took out a frying pan, slapped a steak in it, and began cooking.

Leo found a mop in a closet and began mopping. He cleaned up the floor while Mistress Helen ignored him, then put the mop away.

When he closed the door to the mop closet, however, Mistress Helen was right behind him. She again grabbed his cock.

“You want steak or dog shit?”

“Steak,” his voice was strangled and his eyes were crossed from her grip on him.

“Then lay down, I think I love you.”

Mistress Helen was bigger than him, and stronger, and she put a foot behind his and executed a judo throw.

Leo hit the floor, and she pushed his legs up, the same way Mistress Shiela had, and sat on his cock.

Leo’s eyes bulged. This was his second fuck in fifteen minutes, and with no squirt.

He couldn’t squirt!

But that didn’t seem to matter to the mistresses.

Once again locked into the Amazon position, Mistress Helen’s bulk greater than Mistress Shiela’s, Leo felt her pussy slide down over him.

He gasped, couldn’t struggle, then just lay there as she worked him.

“Scared your wife will leave you, eh? What a bozo! Who would leave this dingus?”

She rocked and she rolled. She leaned forward and her large breasts hung long and touched his lips.

“Suck me, lover. Show me you care.”

Leo’s horniness quotient was out the roof now. He wanted to cum in the worst possible way, but…the bikini thing stopped him. All he could do was be hard.

But he tried. He worked his legs and tried to thrust up into Mistress Helen.

She laughed. “Aha! Go for it, little man!”

He did, but he couldn’t cum.

Mistress Helen, however, could. She suddenly gave a big groan and her ass shivered and he could feel her pussy gripping his tool and shaking it.

But he still couldn’t cum!

Mistress Helen stood up, grinned down at him. “Boy, you have a most excellent fuck tool. No woman would ever give that up, not no how for nobody.”

Leo struggled to his feet.

Mistress Helen went to the big stove and grabbed the handle of the frying pan. “Damn. Good timing, too.”

She turned the pan over and the steak flopped into a big plate. She had snuck some tatter tots around the lip of the steak, and they were soaked in that good grease. She brought the steak and potatoes to a table in the middle of the kitchen and set it down.

“Right here, Leo. You done good, so you eat good.”

Leo’s mouth was watering. The steak was done to perfection. It had been pounded and dosed with herbs and it was scrumpdiddlyumpcioius. Leo attacked it and Helen sat down and watched him.

“You’re a good fuck, boner face.”

“Boner face?”

“You got horny written all over you. Honestly, I don’t see why you’re having such problems.”

“I’m not having problems.”

“A dick like that and you’re afraid to share it?”

“I’m not afraid.”

But something was breaking down inside Leo. Am I afraid?

He said, “Does everybody think I have a problem?”

“Everybody knows you have a problem.”

“So is everybody gonna be sitting on my dick?”

“Everybody and their aunt. But, don’t worry, we’ll keep the farm animals away from you.”

“Oh, thanks.” He spoke dryly.

“Don’t mock me, sonny boy. You’ll just make me want to fuck you all the harder.”

When Leo finished his steak Mistress Helen pushed him out the door. “Go have some fun, and get over yourself, okay?”

Leo stood outside the door and looked around the property. It was neat and kept up. A working ranch, and a BDSM ranch.

“Hey?”

He looked down at one of the people laying like a dog. It was a man wearing the same type of bikini harness he was. “Yeah?”

“Is it true that you’re afraid to fuck?”

“ARGH!” Leo stomped off.

Behind him a woman whispered, “I think you pissed him off.”

“Better to be pissed off than pissed on,” said the man sagely.

“Oh, yeah?” The girl jumped onto him and began pissing.

“No!” But he was laughing.

Leo headed across the field. He had no goal, he just wanted to see the stream he had been told to wash off in. It was hot, and he could do with a dip.

He passed the barn, and saw that Mistress Shiela was putting a bikini/chastity/whatever it was belt on a girl.

He paused and watched. The women received a halter top with her nipples protruding through little holes. Her bottom offered no protection at all. There was a hole for a cock to be inserted.

Then Leo saw Mistress Shiela looking at him. He quickly dodged back and headed for the stream.

He crossed the big field and entered a little path. He walked for some minutes and came out on a stream. It was sparkling under the sun and half a dozen people were swimming or sunning.

Leo paused, then moved a bit to the side and stepped into the water.

The water was perfect. He lay, his cock sticking up, and enjoyed the cool.

“Hey? Are you the guy who doesn’t like to fuck?”

He put his feet on the bottom and rolled up.

The girl was built. It seemed like everybody was built in this place. Her tits bulged over her halter and her nipples stuck out rigidly through the little holes.

“I like to fuck.”

“Oh, yeah?” she grinned an impish grin. She had the most beautiful face, all soft and red lipped and eager to please. “Show me!”

“Uh…I just…Mistress Shiela and Mistress Helen both—“

“Then you should be ready. I know it’s too soon for you to cum, but you need to horny up if you’re going to make it.”

“What?” Her words made no sense.

“What? Is this your first time at the ranch?”

“Yes.”

She was standing next to him now, and the people down the stream were ignoring them.

“Well, I know it feels like you can’t cum with this things on, but you can. You just got to fuck enough, get horny enough, and then you’ll pop.”

Leo’s mouth opened slightly. It seemed like his mind was constantly being blown.

“And the long you put it off, the harder it gets, and when you do squirt…hooo!” She waved her hand in the air as if to cool herself off.

“Oh, well, thank you for…”

She grabbed his weenie. “Come on, slick, gimme the dick!”

He pushed her hands away and started for the bank, then he stopped.

One of the big mistresses was standing on the bank.

“Leo!” she thundered, drawing the attention of everybody in the stream, “Are you refusing to fuck Shirley?”

“Wha…no…wait!”

But the big Amazon woman jumped into the water and grabbed his hair. She dragged him back towards the laughing Shirley.

“Come here, girl, take advantage of this schmuck.”

Mistress Jenny held him, and Shirley mounted him, and he felt like his mind was grinding into dust.

And so the days went. Wherever he went a Master or Mistress found him, and if they didn’t fuck him themselves, they made him fuck one of the other ‘visitors’ to the ranch.

He slept in a big room with a dozen other people, and hands and mouths and pussies sought out hands and mouths and cocks.

In a different universe it would have been heaven.

In Leo’s universe it was hell.

He became dazed, was confused, and the days passed, episode after episode of wild sex. With them being wild and him being…subdued.

And getting more subdued.

And now he admitted it. He had a block. According to the Masters and Mistresses it was his fear of losing his wife, and he started to consider it.

He had initiated the conversations that had led them to swinging.

He wanted to swing.

He was a horny bastard and wanted to fuck a million women.

But he was the one who couldn’t seem to get it going.

At the swinger parties he managed to never hook up. He’d get a feel here, a grope there, but…no fucks.

Sandy didn’t have that problem. She sought out men and rode them to frothy squirts. She loved the lifestyle.

So…was it true? Did he have a problem?

One day, a couple of weeks after he had arrived at the ranch, he was summoned to Mistress Tandy’s study.

He walked in and she smiled at him. “How’s it going, Leo? I hear you’re pleasing a lot of people.”

“I’m trying,” but there was a subdued kind of a stutter to his words.

“Are you? I don’t think so. You let yourself be fucked, and you do the moves to give pleasure, but you’re not trying to give yourself pleasure.”

“But I am!”

“So we’ve decided to implement a special program for you.”

Now he was suspicious. His eyes closed a little, his head turned a little, and he asked, “What?”

“When a man is in your position, afraid to fuck a woman, it is because he doesn’t really understand what a woman is, what she feels, what she goes through.”

“But I understand!”

Tandy chuckled. “You keep saying that, but I don’t see you squirting your brains out.”

“I just…I don’t…”

“So we’re going to help you. I want you to report to Mistress Martha. She’s in the basement.”

“What…what is going to happen?”

“We’re going to show you what a women feels.”

Leo stood, and found he was trembling.

He had fucked, and been taken to the edge, but he couldn’t get over the edge. Now he was having a reaction.

“Leo?” Mistress Tandy’s brows knit, she could see he was having a severe reaction.

“I…need…to go.”

Mistress Tandy took a step towards him, and Leo broke.

“NO!” he screamed and ran for the door.

He ran down the hallway and burst into the sunlight.

“Fuck,” whispered Tandy, and she reached under her desk for the red button.

BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP! The sirens went off.

Leo ran down the driveway. He had to get away. He had to leave!

BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP!

Masters and Mistresses ran for the main house. As they reached the side entrance Mistress Tandy met them.

“Leo has had a major break. You need to bring him to the basement!”

The tall, strong men and women spread out over the ranch.

They looked in nooks and crannies.

Several masters and mistresses headed for the stream. Several more ran down the driveway.

Leo reached the gate. It was closed, and a sign stated:

CAUTION!

Electrical fence!

Do not touch!

Leo reached out, wanted to touch, to push, to climb, but there was just enough sense left in his frazzled mind that he didn’t. He turned to the right and began following the fence. There had to be someplace where he could get over, or under. A tree limb, an animal trail.

Behind him he heard yells, and he hurried.

For an hour the masters and mistresses searched the property. They went through every structure, followed the fence around the property, even went through the woods and searched the tops of the tall trees.

Then Leo burst out of the brush at the stream.

Three Masters and two Mistresses were discussing the situation. they turned, and their eyes lit up.

Leo ran back into the brush, but it was too late. They had him cornered.

They followed the sounds of his flight, then they heard silence.

The Masters and Mistresses came out on a fire road. in the middle of the road Leo was laying face down, his hips going up and down. He had seen a gopher hole, he had his penis in the hole and was trying to get off.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”

Quickly but efficiently the Masters and Mistresses picked him up. They were gentle, he was hurting, after all, and they took him back to the main house.

Mistress Tandy heaved a sigh of relief and welcomed him back, told him it would be all right. Mistress Helen told him she would be fixing his favorite meal.

Mistress Shiela asked if she could be the one to fuck him when he was ready.

Leo wasn’t aware of all this, he just gibbered and cried, and they took him down to the basement of the big house.

Leo lay on a bed, straps securing him. A Master and a Mistress watched over him. They didn’t speak, and neither did he. He did make moans and sounds every once in a while.

The door opened and the largest Mistress he had ever seen stepped into the room.

She was over six foot eight, but her body was in proper proportion to her height.

She had enormous tits, with big nipples projecting from her halter top.

Her hair was long and tied in the usual top knot. Her eyes were big and almost luminescent, and she smiled with large, white teeth.

The Master and the Mistress stood up respectfully.

“Hello, Leo.”

Leo turned his head towards her. “Who…who are you?”

“I’m Mistress Martha, and I’m going to be in charge of your make over.”

“But I don’t want a make over!”

“Everybody wants a make over.”

Another Mistress pushed a cart into the room. It was loaded with beauty products.

“I don’t!”

“You only think you don’t. But you do.”

There wasn’t much Leo could say to such positiveness, so he said nothing.

Martha walked around him, she felt his cock and smiled.

“You can’t do this.”

Still, Martha kept the smile on her face. She positioned the cart and began to work.

The Master and Mistress sat down and waited. The assistant Mistress who had brought the cart helped, and Leo began to transform.

He was Naired, and his hair wiped off. All that was left were the long locks on his head.

His face was cleansed and primed. He was blushed and bronzed. His eyebrows were plucked and he suffered through mascara and eye liner.

At one point he tried to struggle, but Martha placed a brace around his head and immobilized him.

The assistant painted his toenails, then gave him long, red, fake fingernails.

Leo’s mind was struggling. He thought he was going crazy, and he certainly had reason to think that. The way he gibbered, his shattered way of thinking…he felt like he was going crazy.

Martha began putting syringes into his pecs and pushing liquid into his chest. He began to grow perfect, little mounds, which became bigger and bigger.

Mistress Shiela entered the room. She brought a halter top with her and put it on Leo.

“Mistress Shiela?”

“Yes, Leo?”

“You can’t let them do this to me! I’m not a woman!”

“Of course you are. And this is going to continue until you grow up and act like a woman.”

Martha worked over his eyes. She said, “I’m using permanent make up. It’s not really that permanent, but it’ll last a couple of months.

And, finally, she painted his lips a bright, moist-looking red.

Now the Master and Mistress moved in. They held up a mirror, and Leo was stunned. They had styled his hair, and his boobs…his boobs!

The Master and Mistress put the mirror down and helped Leo up.

He stood, and was shaking. “Let’s go see Mistress Tandy.”

They walked Leo up the stairs to the ground floor, and Mistress Tandy, and several Masters and Mistresses were waiting.

“Leo! You look so beautiful!”

“I’m not a woman!”

“You are now, and let me tell you what is going to happen.”

He stared at her.

“You will have to ask for your next fuck.”

“I don’t want one!”

“But you’ll stay here, no relief for your poor peeny, until you do.”

“I want to go home.”

“I know. Release him.”

The Master and Mistress stood back.

Leo stood, wavering, shaking, and looked around.

He was able to move, to go where he wanted, as long as he stayed on the ranch.

Mistress Helen came through a door and grinned. “Here you are! And you’re so beautiful! I told Mistress you would be. Now come along, I’ve fixed your favorite meal. And…I’ve got a surprise for you.”

Mistress Helen took his hand—not his cock, he was still too fragile for that—and walked him back to the kitchen.

She had fixed braised ribs for him, and it was his favorite meal. But he had never told her. How did she know?

“How did you know?” he asked as she held a chair for him to sit down.

“That’s the big surprise. Sandy?”

Sandy stepped in through the screen door.

His wife.

The woman he loved more than anybody in the world.

“Hello, honey.”

“Oh…my…GOD!”

He was up, almost upsetting the table, and in her arms.

“It’s okay. Take it easy,” she brushed his hair and held him and kissed him.

After a long minute Mistress Helen cleared here throat. “Time enough for that later. Your dinner is getting cold.”

Leo sat down, trembling, and Sandy sat down across from him.

“I heard you’ve been having a rough time, Leo.”

He burbled something, but wasn't sure what.

Sandy leaned forward. “You’ve got a problem, Leo, and I want you to fix it.”

“I…I…” the problem was in the edge of his consciousness, just waiting to be revealed, to be admitted to.

“Now, I want you to ask for a fuck. You’re going to have to if you want to ever leave this place.”

“But…but…”

“Leo. I’m laying down the law here. I love you, but I can’t live with a man with mental problems. So…if you don’t ask for a fuck, I’m going to leave you.”

Leo started crying. He sobbed, and the tears sprinkled his braised ribs. He couldn’t seem to stop.

He was very aware that he now looked like a woman.

Sandy leaned forward and held his hand. She sweet talked him. Told him how wonderful it was to share yourself, especially with people you didn’t even know.

Leo cried harder.

“Don’t leave me!”

“Then ask for a fuck.”

“But…I can’t! I can’t!”

“You must. Or…” she shrugged.

Somehow, Leo ate his favorite meal. In between sobs and protests, he finished his meal, and Sandy stood up.

“Leo. I’ll be waiting at home for you. I really want you to make it through this. But, if you don’t…I won’t be at home.”

Sandy left, and a Master and a Mistress restrained him, kept him from running after her.

Mistress Helen sat down opposite him. She shoved the plate away and gripped his hands. “Go choose someone, Leo. Find a Master or Mistress, and…do what you have to do.”

After dinner Leo sat at the table. The tears eventually diminished, and he sat with his head down.

He had to fuck.

He had to find somebody and fuck until he came.

That was the only way to keep his wife.

He thought over the people he had met, the mistresses who had had their pleasure with him.

Finally, he stood up. He walked out of the kitchen and headed for Mistress Shiela’s barn. As he crossed the lawn he was intensely aware of how his boobs were jiggling.

Did they have to make them that big?

It was dark when he stepped into the barn, but Mistress Shiela was waiting for him.

“I knew it would be me.”

He gulped and nodded, unaware that she couldn’t see him in the gloom.

She turned on the lights and he stared in shock. She was wearing a strap on. A dildo protruded, pointed right at him.

“But…I thought…”

“Poor Leo. You thought. That’s a big mistake, you know.”

“But I ‘m supposed to fuck you!”

“You fucked me, and you fucked all the people on this ranch, and it hasn’t worked. You see, we think your problem is a little deeper. Yes, you are afraid of your wife leaving you, but you’re more afraid of your own desires.”

“My desires?”

“Yes. You’re a woman now, and I have never seen your cock harder. You want to be fucked like a woman. There’s something inside you, there’s something inside everybody, but in you it’s extra strong. You really want to be a woman.”

“I…I don’t!”

“Your boner says otherwise. Now come here.”

Leo walked across the barn.

Mistress Shiela took him to a stall. Inside the stall was a big, wooden horse. The top plank was wide and padded.

She pushed him down on the horse and began rubbing his backside.

She rimmed him with lube, and he found the sensation most pleasurable.

“You’re a special person,” whispered Shiela. “Not many men can do what you can. It’s just a pity it’s taken so long to realize how special you are.

Long minutes later, Leo moaning, Shiela took a place behind him. She stood between his legs and rubbed his buns. She pressed them apart, and inserted here tool into him.

Leo gasped, arched his back, and cried out.

But it wasn’t a cry of pain. It was a cry of pleasure.

Smiling, Mistress Shiela worked him, and within a very short time Leo began to dribble semen.

“I knew it,” murmured Shiela. “I knew it.”

And Leo, like a woman, not like a man, was drained of his load.


EPILOGUE

“Hey, honey. I’m home!”

Sandy came running from the back room, and stopped. “You still look like a woman!”

“I know. I feel better looking like a woman.”

“Well, don’t expect me to make love to you!”

Leo smiled, “That’s okay. I’ll make an appointment with Mistress Tandy. She’ll help you get over your mental illness.”

“But I’m not mentally ill!”

Leo just smiled and gave her a kiss. “That’s what I thought, but I found out differently.”

He headed for the back bedroom then, and Sandy just stood and stared after him.

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


She Transgendered Me

A horn dog gets his comeuppance!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Don’t worry about a thing,” I said, as my wife packed her suitcase.

“I’m sorry, honey, but she’s my sister and I have to help her through this.”

“Hey, I told you not to worry. This is going to be three months of drinking beer, watching football, and doing all the things I like to do.”

And my point was in the second, unstated half of the sentence, ‘…that you don’t like me to do.”

Carrie straightened up and face me. She frowned. “You are such a caveman. It’s almost like me going and helping my sister through chemo is like an opportunity for you to…”

“…To what?” I asked innocently, already thinking about the fun and degradation I was going to have.

“Jimmy, I know you’re a kinky bastard. And I don’t like it when you watch all that porn and…and…jack off. And the idea of letting you degrade yourself and abuse yourself for three months is…disgusting.”

She almost spat the last word, like it was a bad tasting pill.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m not going to masturbate to nekkid women on the net. I’m a grown man.”

I was, of course, lying through my teeth.

She turned back to her packing, muttering, “If there was only some some way I could be sure.”

I chuckled. “Now who’s kinky.”

“What?”

“You’re thinking about putting me into one of those chastity device things.”

She sighed.

I laughed on the inside.

I had been trying to get her interested in that kink for months, but she had shown no interest. What she didn’t know was that I had a chastity device, along with some other toys, and I was going to be abusing the hell out of myself as soon as she left for the airport.

“You are so sick,” was all she said, closing her suitcase with a snap. “Well, come on, bring my bag to the car.”

I picked up the bag and followed her out of the house. As she walked I watched her round butt sway. Man, I was lucky, I mean, she had the perfect butt, and her tits were big and round…man, I wanted some of that. Even though she had fucked hell out of me all night, I wanted some more.

She went through the front door, down to the car and opened the trunk. I placed her bag in the boot and turned to her. “Sure you don’t want to get a little before you go.”

She smiled ruefully. “Always horny, aren’t you? Don’t you remember doing ti three times last night?”

“Hors d’oeuvres, baby.” I put my arms around her and we kissed. And it was a good, hot, steamy kiss. Then she hugged me for a long moment. Then she looked up into my eyes.

“My caveman husband. Unrepentant horniness. Nasty, porn watching kinkster. I want you to keep your hands off yourself while I’m gone.”

“Honey, I promise.” My fingers were crossed behind her back.

Carrie sighed. “Well, anyway. Try not to play with yourself so hard you pull it off.”

“Carrie!” I acted shocked, but we both knew I was mocking.

With that she kissed me again, then got into the car and headed for Nebraska. Good old wonderful Nebraska. Leaving me alone for three glorious months. Three months of porn and booze and pounding my pud until it begged for mercy, But it wouldn’t. Beg for mercy, I mean.

As the car drove down the street I waved good bye. I smiled as her slender hand raised out of the driver’s window and fluttered at me.

I entered the house, sauntered to the bedroom, and began my journey into sluttiness.

I opened the closet and reached for my box of ‘toys.’

I sat down on the bed and opened it, and began getting ready.

First, a butt plug. God, it felt good as I greased it up and inserted. I loved the feeling of the big bulb sliding into me, pushing against my anal ring, and then popping in.

I sat down, gingerly, and fastened the chastity tube. Man, it was snug, and I just barely made it. My cock was struggling and straining and trying to get hard. It made me so horny I couldn’t believe it. Just sitting there, my cock in a tube, all locked up and nowhere to go, I actually shivered with sexual fervor.

Then I put on a bra. Just a bra. I’m not one of those fairy guys, I just like a little kink.

Finally, I rolled a tube of red lipstick on my lips. Just lipstick. Like I said, I ain’t one of those gay guys.

I stood up and stared at the bed in anticipation. Oh, baby, was I going to have fun.

I attached the hand cuffs to the bed posts. Four sets. Yeah.

Then I got onto the bed.

I fastened my ankles. Check.

Made sure the key was on a sturdy piece of fish line and tied the fishline to my wrist.  Check.

Blindfold. Check.

And, I snapped the handcuffs around my wrists. Check and double check.

I lay back, my cock throbbing in its cage. Pulsing, trying to erect, and making me horny to the Nth. There is nothing so hot as being close, wanting to, and not being able to.

I lay for a minute, then began my delicious struggling. I twisted, I turned, I rolled half over and tried to rub my caged cock against the sheets.

Anything for some relief!

Yet there was no relief for me, just mounting frustration, rising horniness, and a delicious sense of being helplessly fucked.

I scootched my butt down and wiggled and the butt plug shifted and rubbed against my rectum. Oh! It felt good! I was filled and fulfilled and my cock pulsed so very hard. But every pulse only served to enforce more and more sexual fever on me.

Finally, I was thrusting my hips up, slamming down and driving the butt plug in harder and harder, and I was reaching that peak. That place where I was almost blind with the need for sex. The bed began bouncing, the hardboard slammed against the wall, and I reached it. I was unthinking, desperate, had to cum. I used my fingers to pull the fishline and got my hand around the key to the cuffs. I undid my cuff, but couldn’t wait to undo the other cuffs. I grabbed my cock and began jacking, frantically, desperately. Within just a few seconds I felt that white heat exploding within me.

“GAHHH!” I squirted and squirted. I shot into the air, unloaded my load and felt it rain down and splatter on my naked chest.

Fuck…fuck…what a great way to start my three months of sex and fun.

Finally, my cock oozing, my balls empty, I laid back and went to sleep. I didn’t even get up or take off the other hand cuffs. After a good cum…you know?

A couple of hours later I poured myself a Coke and bourbon and set about fixing dinner. Steak. Lots of sauce. Instant mashed potatoes with tons of butter. Hell, more butter than potato, that’s my motto. When everything was done I sat down, lifted a fork and…DING!

Ah, fuck. Who the heck was calling me?

Well, being in charge of myself for the next three months, I came to an easy decision. Ignore it.

DING!

I reached for my phone, intending to turn it off.

DING!

WTF? Whoever this was, they seemed pretty insistent. So it wasn’t a robot calling from New Jersey, and probably not a lawyer from Nigeria, so…what if there was a problem? What if it was Carrie?

I sighed, opened the face and turned white.

I mean real white.

If you drained the blood from Casper…that white.

If you painted a polar bear in a snowstorm white…that white.

No blood in my face at all.

It was a picture.

Of me.

On the bed.

Tied up and blindfolded, but wearing a bra, and lipstick. I could see the lipstick.

My hand frantically moving up and down. A still shot that was so good you could feel the motion…feel the sexual frenzy I was in.

I was dizzy, near swooning, but I managed to look closer at the message.

But there was no message.

Just the picture.

And the phone number. I didn’t recognize it. 169-7734.

By whoever this ‘7734’ was, they had managed to slide through my filters. I didn’t give my email out to anybody, and Google hadn’t given me any ‘spam risk’ warnings.

So who…who?

I sat there for the longest time. My steak grew cold. The ice cubes in my drink dissolved. The sun went down.

Who was it?

Who was 7734

How did they get to me?

More important…how did the picture get taken? It was from a side position to the bed, close. You could see my pores. Literally three feet from me, and wide angle so you could see everything. The handcuffs, the bra…oh…fuck!

What if Carrie got a hold of the picture?

Or, what if it was posted on Facebook? Or Tweeted! My life in this town would be over. I would be divorced, left to roam, homeless, in a bra.

Oh…FUCK!

I walked slowly back to the kitchen. I sat down at the table, shoved my plate and drink to the side, put my elbows on the table and my face in my hands.

What would I do? What could I do?

DING!

I scrambled for the phone. I opened it.

Follow Directions.

I stared at the phone. Follow directions? What directions?

DING!

Video as you flush the key.

What? Flush the key? But I wouldn’t be able to get out!

I looked down at my groin.

After my sexual episode I hadn't taken anything off.

Why take it off if you’re just going to do it again? Right?

So I was wearing the chastity tube. I wasn’t horny, but wearing it would help my horniness rise again.

I was wearing the bra. It helped.

And I was wearing fresh lipstick.

These things helped me recharge my cock so I could do it all again.

But now…now…flush the key?

DING!

Now.

Send video.

I typed back.

Forget it.

I was trying to put up a good front, say something that wouldn’t reveal my quaking nerves.

DING!

Look at Facebook.

I started to tap my phone, then stood up and ran for the computer. I needed some horsepower. I called up Facebook.

It was the picture. Me. Handcuffed. In chastity. Blindfolded. Bra and lipstick. My hand moving a million miles an hour.

But the face was blotted out.

As wild panic swept through me I yet felt a bit of relief. My face was not visible.

DING!

Flush.

Video.

Or I show the face.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

As I sat there and stared at the picture I could already see comments appearing.

What a loser!

And:

How’d that get past the censors?

And:

What a kinky, little bad boy.

I tried to ignore the comments and typed on my phone:

Okay.

Five minutes.

Another comment:

I bet his dick is small.

It must be small to fit inside that thing.

And:

His poor wife.

I was almost crying. I turned on the video camera on my phone, picked up key from the bedside dresser, and walked into the bathroom.

I have never felt so dismal, so lost, so out of control.

I stood over the toilet, staring at the key in my hand. I dropped it into the water and flushed. I watched as the water swirled, moved the key, and it suddenly disappeared.

Tears were actually coming out of my eyes, and…I felt my dick throb.

What?

It throbbed. It was locked, caged, and now it couldn’t get out, and it throbbed. And throbbed again.

I think, on some level, that was when I knew I was in trouble.

Sure, I was kinky, but I was always in control. How could being out of control cause a sexual reaction in me?

Yet my cock was throbbing and trying to get hard. And here is the bad part. In staring down at my dick I neglected to turn off the video camera. I was unaware as my phone recorded my reaction to the loss of my…the loss of my manhood. Yes, that’s what it was, the loss of my manhood. And my cock just throbbed and surged and filled the tube and bulged at the edges. It was obvious. There was no hiding my horny reaction.

Finally, shaking myself out of my stupor, I lifted the phone, tapped it with my finger and sent the video to…whoever.

Oh, why oh why didn’t I check the video before sending it? I could have deleted it! Because not only did it show my reaction, it showed something else.

Shaken, utterly destroyed, I walked back to the bedroom. I was going to take everything off. Everything but my cock tube. That was on to stay, at least until I cut the lock. I could do that tonight. I could go out to the garage and get a pair of pliers and…and I sat down at the make up table and picked up a moist towelette to clean off my lipstick.

DING!

Of…fuck!

I opened my phone.

Put on make up.

What? No! I couldn’t…

DING!

Dread filling my soul, the mystery person had sent me a video.

I didn’t want to look at it. That’s why I hadn’t checked it in the first place.

But I had to.

I started the video and watched myself.

Picking up the key.

Walking into the bathroom.

The key splashing, swirling, disappearing, and then my cock trying to get hard. Desperate to get hard. My reaction to my helplessness plain to see.

But that wasn’t the worst.

In the next scene I shifted my position, moved the phone around, and it recorded…the bathroom mirror!

It was me! Face revealed! No doubt!

No! No! No!

DING!

Make up.

Now.

Video and send.

I was actually sobbing. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I was gasping. I was having an anxiety attack.

But what else could I do?

I sat down.

DING!

Oh, fuck! What now?

Set phone to I can see.

From here on you will always

have your phone recording.

Stream it.

Oh, heysoos forked a dork!

I placed the phone on the make up table, propped it up so it wouldn’t fall, and hit the buttons.

Whoever it was watched as I tried to stop crying. Were they laughing as I made myself up? Who was this sick person?

Well, sick or not, I was trapped.

I had played with make up over the years. I was more into just a bit of lipstick, but I had explored and knew what I was doing.

I cleansed my face. I primed it. I did everything. Foundation, blush, bronze. I even did my eyes, painted them a smoky grey, and then my lips…

DING!

Use plumper.

Plumper! Oh, shit! Sure. I had some. I had everything. but plumper tended to last a few days. I mean, it was the weekend, but, still, Monday would come.

But what choice did I have?

I picked up the plumper and made my lips bigger. Then the lipstick. In the mirror my face was now round and feminine, and my lips were bright red. And my heart was pounding. And my cock was going crazy.

DING!

Stop crying.

More eye liner.

I sat and looked at myself, and that made me want to cry even more. I was a man! Sure, I had some kinks, but they were just to jack off, to have some extra great sex. I didn’t want to look like a woman!

Finally, I turned away from the mirror. I couldn’t stand to look at myself. It was one thing to get made up and be horny. It was another thing to be forced to put on make up.

DING!

Look at the mirror.

Camera should always be on.

I typed:

I can’t stop crying.

Seeing myself makes me cry.

DING!

Poor boy.

Look at the mirror.

I faced the mirror and waited for the tears to stop. It took a long time, but at least the dinging stopped. Whoever it was must have accepted the fact of what I was going through.

Finally, after a couple of hours, the tears were done. And I felt emptied. Exhausted. Not even resisting.

DING!

Put on baby doll.

Go to sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day.

I did as I was commanded.

DING!

I awoke with a groan. I was hungry. My face was a mess and I had left make up all over the pillow. Still, I sat up and held the phone.

Good morning.

Huh! Good for who?

DING!

Get up.

Fix your face.

Get dressed…in your new clothes.

I typed:

What new clothes?

The answer:

Amazon in an hour.

Hurry.

Be fed.

Amazon was going to deliver clothes to me? WTF? Still, I had no choice. With an aching heart I showered, cleaned my face, and made myself up again. Every once in a while I would get a ding.

Plump lips again.

Get rid of male lines with more foundation.

And so on.

A half hour later I was done, so I fixed breakfast. Threw away the steak, which had set out all night, but drank the bourbon down quick. I was ready to pour another one, but…

DING!

Amazon is almost here.

Put on robe.

Answer door.

Set up phone so I can see.

Oh, crap! Answer the door? With a female face? What kind of torture was this?

Still, nothing for it, I put on a robe. Unfortunately, the only robe I had was nothing more than a flimsy negligee. The Amazon driver would see my naked body. My male body. And he would laugh.

I began thinking then, and decided that, maybe, if I had a wig on and moved quickly, he wouldn’t see. At least, I could hope.

So I put on the negligee, got out my wig, it was a blonde, Marilyn Monroe cut, and fastened it in place. Just in time. I heard the Amazon truck squeal to a stop.

I ran to the foyer, set up the phone, and opened the door as the driver rolled a bunch of packages up the walk.

DING! And I knew what it was.

I opened the door wider.

The driver was a pimple faced guy, maybe early twenties. Probably lucky to have a girlfriend.

He slowed down, his jaw dropped and he gaped at me.

“Delivery for…Jim Allen.” His voice was fading and he was staring and…he looked frightened. As if I was going to jump out and molest him.

Ha! Attacked by a sissy while delivering for Amazon. It sounded like the title for a bad erotica story.

“Leave them on the—“

DING!

I knew.

“Bring them in.”

I stood aside, aware of my arms and legs and body, embarrassed at the shiny cock cage in my groin, humiliated by the make up on my face.

He turned and backed the dolly over the threshold. He moved far to the side, trying to keep away from me. He tilted and slid the dolly out from under and almost jumped back to the porch. I thought it was done, but he had one last humiliation for me.

“Got to sign…” He held a clipboard out to me.

Fuck!

Into the daylight, because he wasn’t going to step closer to me. I prayed the neighbors wouldn’t be able to see. I signed the clipboard and almost jumped back into the house.

I mean, I was so embarrassed my whole body was red. Real red. Almost lipstick red.

I closed the door and leaned against it, almost sobbing with relief.

I looked at the phone, which looked right back at me. It didn’t say anything, but I knew what it wanted.

I opened the top box and took out panties and bras, garters and nylons. At the bottom were two corsets.

Oh…damn.

I moved the box aside and opened the second one. Dresses. Skirts. Blouses. Clothes for every day. At the bottom were two maid outfits. Black with white trimming, chiffon to raise the short skirts.

Crap!

I moved that box aside and opened the bottom one.

Shoes. Mostly high heels. And a make up kit. And several wigs.

I stared at the stuff. What the heck was going on. What did—

DING!

You will dress as a woman from now on.

I felt the tears trying to start up again. I went into the computer room and sat down at the computer. I typed:

I don’t want to do this.

I don’t want to be a woman.

DING! And there was no message. Just the picture of me.

DING! DING! Stills from the video. My cock trying to get stiff. My face in the mirror

DING! A still of me making myself up, putting lipstick on my plump lips.

DING! A final picture of me with the door open, wearing the negligee and make up and wig, signing the clipboard for the Amazon driver. I didn’t look like I was doing anything that wasn’t normal.

DING!

Facebook will love you.

I did cry then. I just leaned forward and cried into my hands.

CLICK!

Click? What…I looked up at my computer. A jpeg flashed on to the computer. It was me, crying, just then. What…how…?

DING!

I am everywhere.

Oh, no! They were into my computer! I had been hacked!

DING!

Get dressed.

Video yourself.

We’re going to look at porn.

My mind was a shriek, just a shrill scream, but I had no choice. I  picked up my cell phone and began recording and stood up and left the room. Moving like a zombie, I went to the bedroom and went through the new underwear. I put on panties and a bra, and I found a pair of breast forms. I slipped them into my bra and looked at the mirror.

I was crushed, destroyed, but…looked sexy. I didn’t have a big, muscular body, and the addition of real boobs made me a bit curvy.

I put on the garters and unrolled new nylons up my legs.

I hated it, I was disgusted, but…it felt…kinky. I felt my cock trying to talk down there.

I put on a short dress and studied myself in the mirror. All the time my cell phone recorded and streamed me to…whoever.

I left the Marilyn wig on, my make up was fine, and I went back to the computer.

DING!

High heels.

I sighed and went back to the boxes. I picked out a pair of high heels and put them on. They fit perfectly. I went back to the computer.

DING! Sighing wearily, I wondered: what next?

Take everything off.

use Nair.

Paint your nails bright red.

Get dressed.

Oh, double crap!

So I got undressed, used a bottle of Nair, which I found with the make up kit in the boxes, and waited fifteen minutes. I was starting to itch, it was getting a little hot, so I jumped into the shower. I stared at the drain as my manly hair swirled and whirled and went away.

I stepped out, and had to redo all my make up.

Sighing, I sat down at the table, and cursed my cock.

That’s right. The damned fool kept trying to get hard. While I dressed, while I showered, and especially when I put on make up.

What was wrong with me?

I mean, a little kink was fine, but Mr Happy was enjoying this too much.

In fact, he was becoming uncomfortable. So packed in there, struggling. Distracting me.

But, heaving cock or not, I put on my make up and got dressed again.

And it felt different.

My limbs being smooth the nylons felt electric, and my skin was…horny. Alive and horny.

Made my dick struggle all the more, and I actually hunched forward and pushed down on my groin with one hand.

DING!

How’s it going?

I typed:

Please.

Stop this.

DING!

Come on.

This is every man’s dream.

Be sexy.

Now enjoy it.

Go to the computer.

I went into the computer room, tottering on my high heels, and sat down and powered up the computer. immediately, a chat window opened.

I turned on the mike

so you can talk to me.

“Please let me go. Don’t do this.”

Ha!

This is too much fun.

Besides,

your dickie says he loves it.

I looked down at my traitor penis. He surged and surged. I groaned.

Okay, let’s surf.

Go to Wikihow.

Search for ‘how to walk like a woman.’

Blinking, I did so.

Read and practice.

“But…but…”

A picture flashed on the screen. Me in full make up, zipping up my dress. Big boobs thrusting out.

I slumped, then I opened a page. Wikihow, with 11 steps on how to walk like a lady. I read the pictures, then stood up and walked back and forth across the room. It was difficult in high heels, but I tried. I tried to relax and have an outthrust chest. I tried to take shorter steps and put my feet in a line. Oddly, the movement was comforting. It was a way I could concentrate…and forget about my dilemma.

After a half hour of walking, and being corrected by whoever was stalking me…yes, I call it ‘stalking…I looked okay. That was confirmed by the next message I was sent.

Very good.

Reward time.

Google Carolina Ramirez.

I did, and found a Columbia actress. I frowned. What the…

DING!

Carolina Ramirez porn.

I added ‘porn’ to the name and up popped several different sites. I started blinking hard. The sites said things like ‘transgender’ and ‘shemale.’

What the…

“Open the Xvideo page.”

I did, and I was so stunned I almost fell over in my swivel. I mean I pushed back and goggled and shook my head.

Carolina was a slender brunette with large breasts. And a large dick. And balls. She, he, whatever, was a shemale. Both a woman and a man.

Start watching.

“But I don’t want to…it’s, she’s a …transvestite!”

No.

She’s a shemale.

the best of both worlds.

Watch and enjoy.

Once again I was deprived of choice. I had to do what I was told, and I began watching.

The woman, in spite of having a big cock it’s hard to think of her as a man, played with herself, flicked her nipples, stroked her cock, and ended up shooting large streams of jizz all over the place.

I tried to object a few times, but whoever had hijacked me—it was no longer just my computer that was hijacked, but me—didn’t care. They just kept telling me to watch.

It wasn’t long before I stopped objecting. I wasn't into dicks, but staring at her sweet face, feeling her sexual cummings, I couldn’t help it. She was so beautiful. Her breasts were so round and perfect (were they real, hormone wise? Or implants?)

I watched as she kept stroking and squirting, big, long squirts, tons of white foam squirts, sometimes even no handed squirts, and I began to fall in love.

My hand was down on my groin, my cock was straining, i was breathing hard, I wanted to cum right along with Carolina. i wanted—

DING!

Dazed, I looked around. I was on the computer? Why hadn’t this person just written a chat to me? And then I realized…they had. the chat box on my computer was filled with messages.

Jim.

Jim.

Earth to Jim.

Jim, look at the chat box.

Jim!

JIM!

JIM! JIM! JIM!

But I had been so engrossed I hadn’t noticed.

But how could that be? I wasn’t into men!

But I had never seen a woman with a cock!

I had…uh oh. I had been fascinated by a man with boobs. A woman with a cock. Whatever Carolina was.

Whatever she was, she was beautiful, and sexy, and…and I wanted to watch more.

I typed:

Yes?

I expected a lecture or something, but whoever it was didn’t say a thing about my being mesmerized.

Get lunch.

Change into your maid uniform.

It’s time to work.

Tell the truth, I was a little bit dizzy. I had been focusing on Carolina Ramirez so hard I had ignored the world, and…I was dizzy.

So, in a daze, I stood up and stretched. And almost fell over because of the high heels.

I caught myself and went into the kitchen, all the time wondering at myself.

Had I really been enraptured by a…a shemale? Had I? I mean, that was sick! That was…perverted! Was I really perverted? Heck, I thought a little lipstick and handcuffs was fine. I didn’t mind that stuff, it just made me horny and gave me a good masturbatory episode.

But now I was seeing myself. I was digging deeper, and I was finding out about myself.

How could I be so enthralled by a man with breasts?

And, underneath it, slinking and gawking, was the concept, did I want breasts?

Yeah. Seriously. Only a couple of hours of this…this forced life, and I was…what was happening to me?

Well, regardless, whatever was happening was just starting. Things were about to get worse. A lot worse.


PART TWO

I fixed hot dogs for lunch, and wondered where the time had gone.

And here is another oddity, when you are are doing something you like time disappears. When you do something you don’t like time drags. Time had disappeared. I had been so frantic, even desperate, and I had been dressing like a woman, and learning to walk like a woman, and, then…getting horned up by Carolina.

What was wrong with me? Time had disappeared, so did that mean I liked it?

Did I like putting on make up and wearing undergarments and dresses?

I kept asking myself: what was wrong with me.

But there was no answer. There was only the task in front of me. I was so dazed I couldn’t see beyond my immediate duty. My immediate duty was to dress up like a maid.

So I finished my lunch. Then I did the dishes, and I wandered back to the bedroom.

I took off my dress and laid out the maid uniform. Cripes, it was going to be tighter on me. I shook my head.

DING!

Corset.

Oh, man. I held up the stiff material and stared at it. I tried to pre-adjust the straps and ties as best I could, then I stepped into it and tried to pull it up my body. It took me several tries, I had to keep adjusting the straps, but I did it.

Man, it was hard to breath. The material squeezed my innards like a boa constrictor makes love to a rabbit. I could feel my ribs being pushed together. My chest seemed to swell up a bit, and I was having a hard time breathing. Finally, I realized that I had to take short, shallow breaths.

Now in the corset, I had to slide into the maid uniform. Struggling into the little, black thing, I actually thought about greasing up my body.

Still, I managed to do it. God, it was hard to bend over. It took everything I had to bend over and put on the black high heels that went with the little dress. Finally, I had it on.

DING!

Check your make up.

I crossed the room, my cock throbbing, going from bedpost to doorway to chair, and sat, sort of, on the chair in front of the make up table.

I say sort of because the corset was shaping me, making it difficult to bend, and therefore to sit.

Still, once again, I made it, and I checked my make up.

Yep. It was in trouble. Apparently I had been sweating, and there was blotchiness, and my lipstick had worn half off. I quickly fixed myself.

DING!

Dust everything.

Oh, Heysoos! What was this!

But, sadly, I knew. It was dust or get busted on Facebook.

I went to the little cupboard next to the garage door and took out a duster. I went from room to room, dusting. I did bookshelves and the edges of doorways. Mid way through the phone dinged again. I began again, this time holding my phone in one hand and showing whoever was controlling me my work.

I went from room to room, dusting every surface. There wasn’t a lot of dust, Carrie is pretty thorough in that department, but there was enough, and it took me an hour to do it to the satisfaction of my tormentor.

Finally, I put the duster away.

DING!

Polish the wood.

Oh, man! When was this going to end? Time may have gone fast when I was looking at porn, but it was starting to drag. My calves hurt from the high heels, and I was getting a work out with the bending and contorting of cleaning.

Still, I went to the cupboard and pulled out some lemon Pledge and some rags. I began polishing all the wood surfaces in the house, and I had never realized how many there were. Bed frame, desks, tables, table legs, ledges…wood, wood, wood.

Finally, done, I put the Pledge away.

DING!

Wash and wax the car.

I groaned and tapped out a message.

Please. I’m tired. Can’t I rest?

DING!

A woman’s work is never done.

Hop to, slave bitch.

Slave bitch? Slave bitch? Who the fuck did this…this whoever…think they were talking to?

DING!

Ha ha!

Gotcha.

So the ‘slave bitch’ remark was all a joke. Hard de har har. It didn’t sound so funny to me.

Fortunately, our house is situated a little catty corner on our lot, and there are some bushes, and by putting the car in the upper corner of the driveway I was pretty well hidden from the street. If I hadn’t been I don’t think I would have been able to do it.

But I did it.

I washed the car, trying to stay dry, and then I waxed it. It took me a long time, those damned high heels, but I did it. I staggered back into the house and collapsed on the couch.

DING!

Aw.

Is poor slave bitch tired?

I picked up the phone and realized I could speak into it. Jeez. I had been so befuddled that I had been typing into it. I hit the speaker and said, “Please, I need to—“

RING RING RING!

Oh, my fucking God! Carrie! She was calling at the same time as… “My wife!” I gasped.

RING RING RING!

DING! I didn’t know what to do. I had been talking, now I had to talk to my wife, and I was already on the phone with…whoever…and…and…

I pressed the phone icon on my cell.

“Hey, honey?”

I tried to sound normal.

I tried to sound like I had just rushed in and picked up the phone.

“Where have you been?”

“Oh, I was outside. I was washing the car.”

“You were…washing the car? Really?”

I never washed the car. I took it to the car wash. But no way I was going to drive to the carwash in a maid’s uniform. Or any type of female clothing.

“Sure.” Then inspiration: “I want everything cleaned up and shiny for when you get back.”

“But…I’m not coming home for three months!”

“That’s okay,” I blithely quipped. “I miss you so much that I’m getting an early start.”

“You miss me?”

“Of course I do.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Well, I don’t know what kind of drugs you’ve been taking, but take some more. I like this new you.”

New me? Fuck. The new me was wearing a maid’s uniform and sbeing a slave. I wanted the old me.

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m here. The drive was long, but…I’m here.”

“That’s great.”

Pause, and I had to fill the space, I was compelled to keep everything easy and natural. I didn’t want her to suspect me. I blurted. “I really miss you.”

“Oh, that’s sweet.”

Well, I did. My cock was pounding down there. All morning it had been squirming in its cage, but now, my sole source of sexual release on the phone, it wanted out. In a BIG way.

“Well, I do.”

“I’m liking this new you more and more.”

Now, I had been walking aimlessly while talking to Carrie, and I had wandered into the computer room, and I sat down.

“I’m going to have to visit my sister more often.”

“No…I just…”

Suddenly, right in the middle of my speaking, the chat box on the computer had erupted.

Put her on speaker.

“…I just think of our last night together…” I was talking, blurting, saying whatever came into my head, trying to figure out what was happening.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER!

“That was hot. We did it like three times.”

“Three big times,” I spoke calmly, but my mind was breaking into little pieces.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER

OR IT’S FACEBOOK!

Oh, fuck. I tapped the phone and put her on speaker. Now the…the person on the computer could hear her.

“Yeah. God, it was just yesterday, but just talking about it is making me tingle.”

Tell her you want to fuck her

“I’d like to make love to you right now.”

“Oh, you horny bastard. I guess it’s the absence…the heart grows fonder and all that, but I wouldn’t mind—are you watching porn!”

“No! No!”

“Are you sure? This isn’t sounding like you!”

“Believe me, honey, it’s me. And I love you.”

“Wow. New you.”

Tell her about Carolina!

Now!

“But, I did watch a little bit this morning. A girl named Carolina. Just a little bit, but the girl reminded me too much of you, so I stopped.”

Good save.

Carrie was silent for a second. “This is so unlike you. Usually you just…slough me off. But you’re actually…maybe I should look up this Carolina who looks like me.”

FUCK! shrieked in my head.

“No…no. You’re right. I think porn is sort of…distracting. I shouldn’t be watching it.”

“I can’t believe it. I don’t believe it. Are you sure you’re Jim? My Jim?”

“Oh, yes, honey.”

“Well, isn’t this weird. You’re telling me porn is bad, and I’m thinking maybe you should watch more of it. After all, if it makes you horny for me. Does it really make you horny for me?”

“Believe me, honey, you’re the only person I want in the world.”

Wow.

What a mush you turned out to be.

I ignored the screen. I said, “I am so horny, and to think that I’m not going to be able to be with you for three months…it’s making it downright painful down in the you know where.”

“Oh, honey. This is music to my ears. Is this what they call phone sex?”

“Well, uh…sort of.”

“Oh, goody, let’s do it some more.”

Oh, this is going to be good.

Shut up!” I hissed.

“What?”

“The cat just scratched me, sorry.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Now, about this phone sex thing…do you want to make love to me?”

“Oh, yeah.” I was honest there. My cock was trying to break the cage in the worst possible way.

“Are you touching yourself?”

I put my hand down and felt my cage through my maid uniform. I lifted my dress and grabbed the shaft. “Oh, yes.”

“Oh, goodie. I’m touching myself, too. Let’s jack off together.”

My mind was officially blown. When she left she had been Miss Straight Lace. Now…now…”Okay.”

“Okay, I’m touching my nipples. They are erect and stiff. They are so stiff they almost hurt, but in a good way. Tell me about your cock.”

“My cock is…hard. I can feel it pulsing. It’s all red and it wants you.”

“Oh, my. That is hot. I’m reaching down to my vagina now. I’m touching myself. Oh, that feels good.”

“God!” I blurted. “I’m stroking myself.” Well, I was. I was stroking the plastic tube around my poor dick.

“I’m going to put a finger in myself. Why don’t you rub the underside of your dick. you know, that area that you say is so sensitive.”

“Oh,” I gasped. This was really doing things to me. I couldn’t touch myself, but touching myself in my mind, it was brutal!

“I’m moving my finger in and out. I haven’t masturbated since I was in high school. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Are you getting close?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Men,” she laughed. “You’re so easy.”

I listened to her deep but ragged breath. She sounded close.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she whispered.

“I will.” I made sounds like I was fapping.

She moaned and groaned. When I thought she was ready I grunted and said, “I think…I’m gonna…”

“OH!” she yelled, actually hurting my ear drum. “I’M DOING IT!”

“Me, too!” I gasped, trying to make myself sound all frantic.

“Oh, God…Oh, God!”

“Yes…yes…yes!”

We gasped and choked and came. At least, she came.

The chat box on my computer:

That was so good

we’re going to take a break.

I sighed and sagged. Carrie had just told me she loved me forever and then hung up.

The chat box said:

Google ‘How to be a Woman.’

I sighed, but did so. Up came a book. ‘How to be a Woman,’ by Caitlin Moran.

Download.

I did so, and shortly found myself reading. And stopped thinking. And actually chuckled. It was a book on how to be a woman, complete with awkward questions, femininity and all the things that shape a woman in today’s modern society. It was definitely not a book I would normally read, but…shrug of the shoulders.

I read for the remainder of the ‘work day,’ then broke for dinner. The computer didn’t chat me, and the phone didn’t ring, so I was good to go.

I was sort of tired, walking around in the maid uniform and the high heels, plus the actual physical work, they were getting to me. So I went into the bedroom and sorted through the clothes that had been in the boxes.

I wanted something that I could relax in. I found a simple housedress, took off my corset, and slipped it on. And sighed. Oh, God, it felt good. After being ‘bound up’ by that corset, I just wanted to relax and let my belly out.

I decided to go barefoot at that point, and started to walk out of the room.

DING!

Heels, bitch.

I groaned, went back and put on the heels, then I started out of the room.

DING!

Make up.

Oddly, I didn’t groan so much this time. I was growing to like looking at my face, watching it transform, making it softer and prettier. So I sat down and repaired myself, and then, finally, made it to the kitchen.

And a bourbon and Coke.

I finished my steak and potatoes and sat back, and oddly enough, enjoyed the feeling of the dress. My legs were feeling sleek underneath, and I was experiencing a freedom most males never experience.

And my boobs. Even though they were fake, they felt good. I stood up and looked at myself in the window. I was a woman. At least, I looked like a woman. And it was cool. And it made my cock excited. If only I could take off the chastity tube and have at it. I really wanted to—

DING!

I sighed. I had been free, just enjoying myself, but it was about to start up again. I wanted to throw the phone out at this point, but I couldn’t. The mystery person insisted I keep it on at all times, that I run a video and keep it streaming. I looked at the message.

Go to your computer.

I did. And the chat box came up.

Charge your phone.

You can drink as much as you want,

but you must watch porn.

My mouth opened. What was this? I was being allowed to do what I wanted to do? What? Why?

But, you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I made a stiff drink, stiff because I didn’t believe I was going to be allowed to drink all I wanted.

Then, a quick cough at the harshness of the bourbon, I went back to the computer room. I sat down and began to surf.

I love to look for porn on the net. It’s so easy, and it’s free.

I called up Wifey’s World. Zowie. Big boobs and all the cum a gal could want. Her. She’s the one. I really enjoyed watching her guzzle it by the gallon.

I sat there, fully en femme, and put my hand on my encased cock. It was hot, and I could feel it pulsing, trying to get hard right through the plastic.

Heysoos! I had banged my wife three times before she left, but it was like I hadn’t had any for months! Being denied by being caught and the key stolen, dressing like a woman, being forced to watch Carolina Ramirez, the whole thing was making me ten times hornier than I had ever been in my life.

From Wifey I went to MILF.com. I love MILFS. I like ‘em big and busty, skinny and scrawny, old and young, whatever race. I just like to watch MILFs play with themselves, take it up the fanny, go doggy, girl on girl, whatever.

And, later on, a couple of drinks and a couple of hours down the road, I started looking for Carolina.

I realized, through my drunkenness, that I had been captured. I wanted to see more of big dicked, bit-titted men on the internet. I wanted to watch them, to fantasize, to think about what it would feel like if…if my breasts were real.

I had discovered bras when I was a kid.

I had discovered lipstick in my twenties.

I had fantasized and stroked and experienced huge orgasms.

But where was the bottom of this pool? What was I doing? Where was I going?

It was a deep question with lots of ramifications.

I pondered it deep into the night as I drank and watched and pretended I could stroke myself.

Finally, even though I knew I shouldn’t, I put in a butt plug.

The person who was controlling me hadn’t said anything about a plug. I knew the plug would make me hornier and hornier. But I couldn’t help myself. I needed to be filled. I needed to be fulfilled.

DING!

I stirred, then opened my eyes. The world was red and oozy, and then I realized it was my eyes. What time had I gone to bed? What time had I staggered away from the endless loops of women doing themselves, of men with breasts, of articles about shemales and ads for Thailand.

I didn’t know.

I reached for the phone, pawed it, figured out which end was up, and looked at the message.

You lazy slut.

sleeping the day away.

Get yourself ready.

We’re going further today.

We were going further?

I still had a plug up my butt, and I was wearing a flimsy negligee and make up.

Where was further?

I took out the butt plug, and my ass said, ‘Oooh, that felt good, do it again!’

I stripped off my clothes, including the bra and breast forms. I stepped into the shower and washed away the remains of my make up. I determined that I was going to have to clean my face at night. I had a couple of pillows messed up with make up, and I wasn’t fond of doing the laundry ten times a week.

Quickly, the hangover dissipated and I began humming.

Humming. Happy. Dressing like a woman and happy. How could that be?

What was I learning about myself?

I jumped out of the shower.

DING!

Use the CeraVe Moisturizing cream.

Your whole body.

I found the cream in the box of make up and spread it over my body. It had a delightful feel and scent, my skin felt fresh and my nostrils woke up and grinned, and my cock felt spry and ready to sail…if it wasn’t all locked up.

After that I put on my make up, then got into a skirt and blouse. I looked in the mirror and was stunned by how good I looked. The skirt gave a flare to my hips, my bust was big…I liked what I saw.

And I was worried because…I liked what I saw. What was happening to me?

Whatever was happening, I had to keep going. There was no way out for me.

Garter, nylons, heels, I walked out to the kitchen.

DING!

Computer.

I powered up the computer and the chat box appeared.

Here’s your new diet.

Diet? Oh, no! What was this?

I downloaded an attachment and opened it up.

Salads. Light helpings of fish. Fruits. Vegetables.

Nowhere on the menu was the sign of a steak. Not even a potato!

I said, more forcefully than I had spoken for the last day, “No! I can’t do this! You can’t do this to me! I’ll die!”

The chatbox responded with:

A woman has to watch her figure.

You will eat the breakfast as described,

and then we will do Yoga.

Yoga? I laughed at Yoga! I sneered at Yoga! Yoga was for…for idiots!

Go eat!

I stood in front of the computer and wondered if I dare revolt.

What if I said ‘fuck it,’ and let the pics be posted on Facebook? What would happen to me?

Sure, I’d be a pariah, but…but wasn’t that better than starving to death?

I stood there and let the conflict play. I chased down threads of thoughts, I dealt with what ifs, and I was almost ready to stand up and fight back, except…I thought of my wife.

What would Carrie say? I think I suspected, at that moment, that she would some day find out that I was a crossdresser. But I thought…I could weather that…I could…not.

My shoulders slumped in defeat and I shuffled into the kitchen.

Then I went back and downloaded the menu. I pasted it on the refrigerator in the kitchen.

I began my breakfast of oatmeal and slices of apple. And I felt like crying, that the world was ending.

Would I ever eat a steak again?

After breakfast I did Yoga.

I didn’t want to do Yoga. I liked weight lifting. I liked to play basketball. I liked baseball. I didn’t want to do gymnastics, ballet, or Yoga.

So I did the Downward Dog and the Cow Lips and the Man in the Moon Licks Brown Popsicles, and I suffered.

And it didn’t help that I was working on a very insufficient breakfast.

And, after a very insubstantial lunch I cleaned the house some more.

And, after a dinner of squash and toadstools, or whatever it was, I was commanded to have a drink and watch sexy women, or whatever, on the internet.

Man, I needed that.

And, so the days went.

Eating carrot salads and drinking pineapple smoothies and doing yoga and cleaning the house.

Nighttime I surfed the net, sated myself on sex and kink and sex and then more sex.

And all the time I was horny. I was wearing woman’s clothes. My cock was constantly trying to erect. Within a week it started to constantly drip. Drop, drip, drip. I had wet spots on my dresses, and finally I was told to wear small pads in my underwear. Panty liners. Gah!

But I grew used to it. I would wake up and not even think about it as I put on my underwear and boobs and dresses and high heels and things. I wore make up all day, and I repaired it often.

And I thought that was it.

And I would talk to my wife, and we would have phone sex, often as not, and she sounded quite happy. I kept telling her that I was cleaning the house and everything would be sparkling when she returned. And I wore dresses and make up and did my female routine every day…and I simply didn’t think about what would happen when she came home.

I couldn’t. And I became…stupid.

Not in normal ways, but in how I pushed everything out of my mind and concentrated on being a woman.

I could pass an IQ test pretty easily, but I kept avoiding the thought of what would happen when my wife returned and found me…dressed up.

And maybe that explains why I did what I did, when the box came after two weeks.

The box. It wasn’t big. Only four inches by four inches by four inches.

It was wrapped tightly and it gave me some grief until I figured out how to use scissors to open it and not break my nails.

So I opened it, and inside were two bottles.

One bottle was labeled ‘estrogen.’ I don’t want to tell you the brand. But it was ‘Blah Blah Estrogen.’

The other bottle was labeled ‘Blah Blah Testosterone Blocker.’

I stared at the two bottles. I had a vague idea of what they were, of what they did.

I stared.

DING!

Take your pills as directed.

Take the pills. I felt like Alice in Wonderland. Take a pill and grow taller, or shorter, or whatever.

Except, in this case it was take a pill and grow your dick smaller, or softer, or whatever, and take a pill and grow your tits bigger.

I knew it. I had no illusions.

I stared at the bottle.

I was a woman.

I was hiding from my wife. Not letting her know what was happening.

I was lying to her…and why?

Ah, there it was. Why was I lying to my wife?

Because I was finally, after a lifetime, telling the truth to myself.

I liked wearing underwear and dresses. I like walking around in high heels. I liked the feeling of boobs bouncing on my chest. I liked make up and…and I even liked doing Yoga. Yes, it was growing on me. And the salads…I was so hungry that I gobbled them up, and so I was relishing them, desperately enjoying them.

I stared at the two bottles.

What was that old Jefferson Airplane song?

One pill makes you larger

And one pill makes you small,

And the ones that mother gives you

Don't do anything at all…

Well, these pills were going to do something to me.

And my wife was going to come home and find out.

And there was nothing I could do because…the choice was already made.

The choice had been made that first day when somebody snuck into the house and took pictures of me lying naked, yanking on my cock.

And, when you think about it, the choice had been made earlier than that, when I was a gruff, manly man. Lording it over my wife, hiding my kinks and thinking she was the one with the problem.

So, I stared at the pills, and I started crying, and I opened the bottles and took my medicine.

My medicine.

And it was medicine.

It was good for what ailed me.

I was in the backyard, raking leaves. I was wearing high heels, full make up, and a summer dress. I was actually just lost in enjoying myself as a woman.

KNOCK KNOCK!

Who the heck could that be?

I entered the house and crossed the living room. The curtains were closed, I didn’t like the idea that people could stare through the window at me. Even though not many people ever came to visit.

I opened the door, and my jaw dropped.

“Hello, honey,” Carrie entered breezily, kissing my cheek, holding my biceps and inspecting me. “You look marvelous. Good job on the make up.”

Behind her, her sister entered. Sharon. A good looking woman, as good looking as Carrie. Well built, brunette, and laughing eyes.

Laughing because she was inspecting me.

“Nice dress, Jimmy. Or should we call you Jamey?”

“I…I…uh…I…”

“Look, she’s tongue tied. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Carrie said, “Our bags are in the back of my car. Go get them. Slave bitch.”

My jaw was already dropped, I didn’t think anything could surprise me any more, but that did it.

“Slave…slave…bitch?”

“Go get the bags, then sit down and I’ll educate you. By the way, your tits are really coming along. They are beautiful.” She reached forward and goosed one of my tits with a hand.

Somehow I found myself at the car, and somehow I found myself carrying the bags into the bedroom, and somehow I found myself sitting in the living room, listening to the sisters talk.

They chatted happily, discussed family members, people they had known, and, finally, got around to me.

“So how do you like being a woman, Jamey?”

“I, uh…it was you on the…on the…”

They laughed at me, thoroughly enjoyed my dumfounded confusion.

“But…how…how…”

“Shush, Jamey, and pay attention.” she turned to Sharon. “You want to tell her?”

“Sure.” Sharon looked at me. “Carrie came home to get something she forgot, and guess what she found.”

“At first I was pissed,” chimed in Carrie.

“Then we got together on the phone, and I’m pretty good with a computer, and we started having our revenge.”

“Ours. Because when you hurt me you hurt my sister.”

“We didn’t really plan this so much as let it evolve. We were pretty surprised at how easily you fell in line.”

To my wife I said: “But I talked to you at the same time as you were on the comput—oh!”

There were two of them. Double the fun, and twice as easy to fool me.

They began laughing, snickering, chuckling, enjoying my dilemma.

I finally managed to stutter out, “So what happens now?”

They both smiled.

“Well,” said Carrie, “The good news is that, while your dick is a little smaller, it still works. So you’ll use that on me. Every once in a while. When I’m not using a dildo, or maybe even out with a boyfriend. But, the bad news is that you aren’t going to cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I,” jumped in Sharon, “like sex the other way. I sort of enjoying putting on a strap on and fucking my men. I especially love it when I fuck them so hard their prostate pushes out the juice…without the orgasm. So I will be fucking you, and then you will be fucking Carrie, and we’re all going to be one happy family. But Carrie and I will take care of the orgasms, and you will be keeping the house clean, making the meals, and if you can wrap your head around that then we will make you our little fuck toy. What do you think about that?”

“I…I…what about your chemo?”

“Oh, I kicked the cancer a month ago. Turned out to be small potatoes.”

“Then you’re going to live here and…and…”

“And have fun. What do you say? Are you up to it?”

I sorted through things, tried to figure it all out, tried to come to grips with what had happened, what was going to happen.

“And I’m going to fuck you,” I looked at Carrie, “and you’re going to fuck me,” I looked at Sharon, “and I’m not going to get to cum.”

“That’s about the size of it,” they smiled.

“At all?”

They looked at each other.

Then Carrie said, “We’ll let you come every once in a while, but not often. For instance, it’s been a couple of months…would you like to jack off for us after dinner?”

Sharon: “Would you like to get out of that chastity tube for a few minutes? Maybe kneel in front of us and rub one off? Before we lock you back up for a few months?”

“But…I…” I gulped, and forced myself to calm down. And, after a minute, them watching me with big, satisfied grins on their faces, I managed to say, “Yeah.”

END
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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.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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