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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I often wonder how young men manage to live with their gorgeous step-mothers. 
 
    Don’t they get big boners? 
 
    Don’t they want to…do things to their step-mommies? 
 
    That’s the case with Hal. He wants to do lots of things, and his father gives him permission! 
 
    But he also has a couple of conditions that are going to make life a little difficult for young Hal! 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    “Dad! She’s too young for you!” 
 
    Raymond Dent grinned as he watched his sexy, young wife sashay across the patio. Tina was five foot six with boobs as big as cantaloups. She was brunette, her hair circling about the nape of her neck, and her blue eyes held a world of humor. 
 
    And a world of sex. 
 
    “Son, she’s what keeps me young!” 
 
    Ray was a trim 50. He worked out religiously and his grey hair was cropped short. His steely eyes gave hint of the ruthless businessman he was. 
 
    His son, Hal, was slender, but not so dedicated to hard work. He didn’t have his father’s wiry muscles, and he wore his brown hair long. Longer than Tina’s. 
 
    They watched as Tina bent at the waist and picked up a fashion magazine from a lounge chair. Her luscious butt was round and perfect. Twin globes that inspired boners in both men. 
 
    She turned, giving them a side view of her tush and her mammaries, and the men drew in their breaths. 
 
    “I’m telling you, Dad, you’re not going to be able to keep up with that.” 
 
    Ray elbowed his son. “Yeah, but what a way to go, eh?” 
 
    At that moment Tina turned and saw them. She smiled and waved and blew them a kiss. 
 
    They stared at her red lips as they pursed. Then their gazes lowered to her cleavage. 
 
    She was wearing a bikini that was not much more than a pair of bandaids and a cork. 
 
    “Fuck,” wheezed the older man. “I think I need a drink.” 
 
    Father and son retire to the den where Hal set about mixing a pair of French75s. 
 
    Ray watched as Hal mixed an ounce of gin, a half ounce of lemon juice, a half ounce of syrup and 3 ounces of champagne. 
 
    He took his drink and sampled it. “Damn,” he grunted as the liquor wooshed through him, where did you learn to make such gems?” 
 
    “College, Dad. That’s what all that big tuition bought.” 
 
    “Money well spent. Now, about your summer.” 
 
    Hal had just completed his second year of college and he was looking forward to some serious down time. 
 
    “Well, I was pretty intent on getting a job as a mattress tester.” 
 
    Ha!” Ray grinned. “But I’ve got a better one for you.” 
 
    “A better job?” 
 
    “Absolutely. But it’s going to be a lot rougher than being. mattress tester.” 
 
    “It’s not loading bricks or anything like that, is it?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s fun.” 
 
    “Fun, eh? Well, I’m up for that.” 
 
    “As you may have noticed, I got married while you were away matriculating.” 
 
    Hal gave a twisted smile of acknowledgement. “I may have noted that fact.” 
 
    “And you may also have noted, in your crude manner, that I might have a bit of trouble keeping up with her.” 
 
    “Heck, I’ve just told you so and I’m telling you so again!” 
 
    “Yes, you did, and that leads me to my little problem.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Tina likes to party. She likes to party all night long. She goes to clubs, finds private parties, and drinks and dances all night long.” 
 
    “Yikes.” 
 
    “And, I’ll be honest, after that last couple of months I find it is impossible for me to keep up with her.” 
 
    “You do look a little pale. “ 
 
    “So what I want you to do is squire my lovely wife around town. Take her dancing, do some drinking, and keep her out of trouble.” 
 
    “You mean stop other guys from hitting on her.” 
 
    “Right on. She likes you, and I won’t have to worry about you taking advantage of her nubile body.” 
 
    “Hold on right there. What makes you think I’m immune to her nubile body? I’m young dumb and full of cum. You have told me so many times.” 
 
    They were sitting on the couch watching the patio now. It was a wrap around house, the pool in the middle of the horseshoe, and Tina had just taken off her top to sun bath. 
 
    It was like a kick to the gut of young Hal, seeing that sensual perfection of flesh in the raw. 
 
    “Because, my son, who I spent a fortune on for his so-called education, I will be insisting that you wear a chastity tube.” 
 
    “What?” He was stunned, but he didn’t take his eyes off the twin mounds poking into the sky on the lounge on the patio. 
 
    “I have a collection of them, I find them quite stimulating. I have collected them over the years, and even now I enjoy wearing one every once in a while. It is quite exciting, and when you do finally have sex the orgasm will be truly memorable.” 
 
    The two men sat, and Ray held up his glass. “How about a Negroni?” 
 
    Hal dutifully got up and headed for the bar. He mixed 3/4s of an ounce of Campari, 3/4s  of an ounce of Beefeaters, 3/4s of an ounce of Vermouth, and a dash of bitters. 
 
    As he mixed the drink he thought of his father’s proposal. Wear a chastity tube. Take out a beautiful woman. Hmm. 
 
    And, it was true, he knew that if he had a chance he would put the make on his father’s wife. 
 
    Not that he was that bad a son, but she was that beautiful a woman. 
 
    He added ice, then a slice of orange to the lip of the glasses. 
 
    He stared at Tina through the big, tinted window in the den, and walked the drinks over to his father. 
 
    “So I’m supposed to get horny, while you get your rocks off.” 
 
    “Absolutely. You bring her home, all hot and sweaty and ready for some loving, and you head for your bedroom and watch porn and do disgusting things to yourself.” He was grinning as he took his glass and sipped from it. 
 
    “Gee, what a deal,” Hal said dryly. 
 
    “It could be worse,” commented Ray. “I could have married a 300 pound eye-tal-ee-yun with hairy armpits that giggles during sex.” 
 
    “Yikes,” murmured Hal. 
 
    He sat, and watched the pool area, and his penis was already hurting.  
 
    “So, how about it?” 
 
    “I get to drive the Maserati.” 
 
    “What? No! That’s my baby!” 
 
    “One good turn deserves another. If I’m going to be suffering for you, then I want to suffer in style.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. What an ungrateful son!” 
 
    “A son who is willing to sacrifice himself for your continued good health.” 
 
    “Then you’ll do it?” 
 
    “Maserati?” 
 
    “Gawd! You drive a hard bargain!” 
 
    “I learned from the best.” 
 
    Outside Tina stood up and stretched and began doing a yoga series on the little patch of lawn next to the pool.  
 
    The bikini top was gone, and her breasts juddered as she changed poses. Her bottom was tight and she showed an absolutely perfect monkey knuckle. 
 
    The two men stared, and Hal made a whining sound. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Maserati?” 
 
    Ray hesitated. 
 
    “Or you’ll have to send her out on her own. I’ll bet it wouldn’t be three days before she came home all stretched out.” 
 
    “That did it. I’m leaving you out of the will.” 
 
    “A week and she’ll be pregnant…with some other fellow’s baby.” 
 
    “Argh!” Then a very defeated sounding, “Okay. The Maserati.” 
 
    Hal smiled. Yes, he was going to suffer, his dick was already suffering just at being around Tina. She was not just sexy, she was fun, and he fully understood why his father had married her. 
 
    To bad she didn’t have a younger sister. 
 
    But, the deal was made, and he would live with it. 
 
    “Then I’m at your service, old man, just as soon as you find me a worthy codpiece.” 
 
    Ray nodded, and they headed upstairs to Ray’s bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Ray kept his collection of sex toys in a large cupboard in his office. Hal had always thought the cupboard, which was always kept locked, was just a place to stash a bit of cash, maybe a gun or two.  
 
    But, sex toys? 
 
    And, there were a lot of them. 
 
    “Dad!” Hal blurted when Ray opened the cupboard doors. “You fuck!” 
 
    Rows of dildos. 
 
    Rows of butt plugs. 
 
    Rows of butt plugs with tails on them. 
 
    Rows of chastity tubes. 
 
    Short tubes, long tubes, narrow tubes, fat tubes, red tubes, blue tubes, rainbow tubes, tubes with points inside, tubes made of plastic, of metal, or weird latex stuff, tubes that were full waist enclosing chastity devices, tubes with urethral tubes, and on and on and on. 
 
    And there were a lot of other sex toys. 
 
    “Dad, you’ve tried all these things?” 
 
    “No. I’m a collector. I have a few favorites, they’re comfortable, and when I wear them I get hornier faster, and it inspires me to better please my young wife.” 
 
    “Well, for an old horn dog you’re pretty young.” 
 
    “Ain’t it the truth. Now, this one here might work for you. It doesn’t have a lot of wiggle room, but the ring is specially designed for comfort. Want to try it on?” 
 
    “Uh, can I take it to my room.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” chuckled Ray. “It is a rather private thing. Try it on and let me know. Take a couple more with you and try them all on. Oh, and I keep the key to this cupboard in the top right hand drawer of my desk. Knock yourself out.” 
 
    Hal nodded, held four chastity tubes and headed out for a little fashion show. 
 
    It was an interesting little show, and he had to masturbate to get into the devices, which didn’t make him unhappy. 
 
      
 
    It was an interesting night for Hal, because he tried to sleep in chastity. But as hard as he tried to rest, that was how hard his dick tried to…get hard. 
 
    He lay under the sheets, his whole body hot as his penis revolted and protested its entrapment. 
 
    He sighed, turned this way and that. 
 
    Damn. He had jacked off to get into this thing, and he was already ready to shoot his load again. 
 
    This thing was insidious. 
 
    He reached down and felt his prison. 
 
    His balls felt big and the skin was stretched tight on them. 
 
    He couldn’t pull his dick out because there were some points on the inside of the rim of the tube. 
 
    His penis kept pressing against the end, squashing itself, and there was nothing he could do. 
 
    He thought about going and getting the key, which had been left in the cupboard, but he would have had to pass through his father’s bedroom, and he didn’t want to risk waking him up, or, worse, interrupting him if he was feeling amorous with Tina. 
 
    He sighed and rolled over again, felt like crying from frustration, and…his door opened. 
 
    A slant of light lanced through the room and illuminated him. 
 
    “Hal?” Her voice was soft. Not a whisper, just a husky, sensual call. 
 
    “Uh…yeah?” 
 
    Tina entered the room. Her face was in shadow, the hall light being behind her, but she was wearing a flimsy peignoir and the light went right through that and totally illuminated her charms. 
 
    And, man, what charms they were. 
 
    She was only ten feet from him, and her breasts stood out, very perky, her nipples uplifted and stiff. Very big nipples. Very stiff. 
 
    He could see between her legs, the slight V of her pussy and no hair. 
 
    Her hips were round and and enticing, and Hal gulped. 
 
    “I came to see you.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah?” 
 
    Talk about tongue tied. 
 
    Ray said you were wearing a chastity tube. He said you’re going to take me out tomorrow.” 
 
    “Uh…okay. I mean, yeah. That’s right.” He was swallowing nervously and his voice sounded strained. 
 
    Hell, it was strained. 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Let’s see your tube.” 
 
    “What? I mean, does Dad know you’re here?” 
 
    “He sent me here. I mean, I wanted to come myself, but he wanted me to, too. I wanted to see your tube, and your dick, and your balls. He just wanted you to warm me up.” 
 
    “Warm you…” 
 
    He was faint as she crossed the room and sat down on the bed next to him. 
 
    He was sitting up now, and she reached out and touched his nipple. 
 
    “Oh,” he blurted, and a shive went through him. 
 
    “Nice. Your body is like your father’s, but younger. Stronger. Your skin is much smoother, and you’ve got a better tan.” 
 
    “He sent you…” 
 
    She reached for his groin then and grabbed him. 
 
    “Hey1” 
 
    “Relax. I just want to look at it. Besides, it’s not like you can do anything, right? 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    “Then just relax. If you’re going to be turning me on then I want to see how well prepared you are.” 
 
    “Turn you on?” A slight bit of confusion. 
 
    “I know, your father just said to dance me around, make sure I don’t get too drunk, make sure I don’t go off and screw some young stud, but part of that—and he knows this—is that you’re going to make me very horny, and then we’re going to come home and I’m going to take it out on him.” 
 
    “You are?” Hal’s voice went high and cracked. 
 
    “Of course I am. Now let me try out your lips.” 
 
    With that she held his package and leaned forward and planted her lips on his. 
 
    Oh, Lord. She had plump, juicy lips. And she was squeezing his balls, palpating them, making his weenie surge inside the tube. 
 
    She backed off. “You’re not bad, but you need a little practice. Let’s do it again, and I want you to go slow. And don’t do any tongue until I signal that I’m ready.” 
 
    She kissed him again, and he did his best to follow her advice. It was difficult, though, because she had already made him about as horny as he had ever been in his whole life. 
 
    She squeezed balls and used her tongue, and he learned to take his time, to suck gently on her tongue, to twine their tongues int he most sexual manner. 
 
    Which, of course, made his dick attempt to get so hard that it hurt. 
 
    He groaned and bent at the waist a little. 
 
    She giggled. “You learn fast. Now suck my tits.” 
 
    She leaned back on the bed and pulled his head and he put his mouth on her rigid nipples. 
 
    “Oooh, yes. That’s my boy!” She held the back of his head. “Now put your finger in me. Only one though, I don’t want to cum. Maybe on nights that I won’t be making love to your father…maybe on those nights you can use more fingers and get me off, but right now…just…oooh! Yes! Oh, God! 
 
    Now he was kneeling half on top of her. Her legs were spread and he shoved a knee between her thighs, mashed his finger into her hole. He reamed her hole, and licked her breasts and sucked on those nipples. 
 
    “Damn!” whined Tina at last. “Maybe I should have married you. Is your dick as big as your father’s? I can’t tell when you’re in the chastity tube like this.” 
 
    “I don’t know. But, listen. I can’t fall in love with you. You’re my father’s wife, my step mother.” 
 
    “That’s okay, that’s just going to make it even better. I’ll get hotter, and on some nights I’ll drain you. That will make you even more hot. This is going to be fun!” 
 
    She reached down and griped him some more, she kissed him some more, and she even tickled his butt hole. 
 
    By the time she left the room, properly turned on for her assignation with Ray, Hal was ready to burst. 
 
    He wanted to get out of chastity in the worst way. 
 
    But, sigh, he had made a deal, and he didn’t have the key right then, and…damn! Tomorrow morning he was going to jack his dick till he shot a fountain of cum! 
 
      
 
    It took Hal a while to get to sleep. He tossed and turned and tried to relax enough for his dick to relax, and…it didn’t want to relax. 
 
    There was just something about being locked up that made him want to get unlocked, and made his weenie want to revolt! 
 
    But, finally, he did, and he woke up a few hours later and was still tired. 
 
    And his weenie was still trying to erect. 
 
    He ran into the bathroom and peed, and that handled the morning wood aspect of his imprisonment. 
 
    But he was still walking a little bent over to relieve the pressure of his struggling weenie. 
 
    He pulled a robe on and stumped out to breakfast, yawning and stretching and trying to wake up. 
 
    “Hey, Hal! How’d you sleep?” 
 
    Ray was sitting at the table, grinning at him. Tina was sitting catty corner to him, and she was grinning. 
 
    “I…slept. A little.” 
 
    “Ha!” Ray stated. “I slept like the proverbial log. I was sound asleep, cutting Zs, as they say.” 
 
    “Oh, well. Good. Old people need their sleep.” 
 
    But the gibe rolled right off Ray’s back, even made him laugh. “Oh, this poor younger generation. They just don’t have what it takes any more.” 
 
    Hal opened the fridge and took out a big bottle of apple juice. He chugged half of it, then put it back. 
 
    “Would you like some eggs? Tina is an excellent cook. Tina, honey, why don’t you make some eggs for Hal. He needs a little extra energy today.” 
 
    “I’d love to,” Tina stood up, she was wearing the same revealing peignoir as the night before, and it was obvious that she didn’t care who could see her. All of her. “I love to make eggs.” She emphasized the sentence like she’d love to make love. But a little dirtier so it sounded like she’d love to have sex.” 
 
    Hal groaned and sat down at the table. 
 
    Tina pranced across the kitchen and began cracking eggs into a skillet. 
 
    “So how goes it in bonerville?” 
 
    “All the little boners went on vacation.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. And I’m sure you’ll be glad to hear that things went swimmingly for me last night.” 
 
    Swimming, like little spermies swimming up a canal. 
 
    Tina giggled and laid a couple of strips of bacon on the side of the skillet. 
 
    Hal groaned. “Oh, God. What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Whatever I can. Or maybe I should say whatever she can.” He looked fondly at Tina, who waggled her butt at him. 
 
    “Now then, I’ve got to go to the office today, something about a merger. Why don’t you two sit around and get acquainted. But don’t drink too much, you still have to drive tonight. And since it’s my Maserati you’re going to be driving…” he growled this last as a warning. 
 
    After that they just sat and chatted. Hal drank some Coke with his bacon and eggs, which, as it happened, were really quite excellent.  
 
    Tina was not just a master of the pussy, she knew how to cook. 
 
    Then after breakfast, Hal did the dishes and Ray got dressed and ready for a day at the office. He came down in a natty two piece, kissed Tina good bye, and warned her, “Don’t hurt him…too much.” He laughed all the way out to the garage. 
 
    Now that Ray was out of the house, Tina went looking for Hal. She found him in his bedroom laying on his bed. 
 
    “Hello, Boner Boy.” 
 
    “Boner Boy?” He looked up, and already there was a haunted look in his eyes. It was mostly lack of sleep, but there was also a tinge of alarm in his demeanor 
 
    “Well, it’s better than Bonerless Boy.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    “Come on. I want to go swimming.” 
 
    “So go!” 
 
    “With you.” 
 
    “But I need my sleep!” 
 
    “You can sleep when you die. Or when you cum. Whichever comes first.” She laughed a hearty laugh. 
 
    She came to his bed and grabbed his package and lifted, and he squeaked and had not choice. He stood up, and she pulled him out of the room. 
 
    “Hey! I need to put on my suit!” 
 
    “What for?” She led him out through the big sliding doors in the main room and down a few brick steps to the pool. she threw his package into the pool, and for some reason he followed right along. 
 
    “OW!” he bubbled when he surfaced. “Easy with the junk.” 
 
    “That’s not what your father says. He sort of likes it rough.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t.” 
 
    “Pity.” She jumped in and created a big splash right next to him. Then she grabbed his jewels again pulled him down. Under water she kissed him, savaged his mouth with hers, and tweaked his nipples. 
 
    She came to the surface and took off her peignoir, tossed it to the side of the pool, then she started swimming laps. 
 
    “Come on, Tarzan,” she called. “I hate a lazy fat boy.” 
 
    Hal was a good swimmer, and he caught up to her and matched her stroke for stroke. He couldn’t keep his eyes off the way her mounds shifted on her chest as she crawled through the water. 
 
    She knew it, and she laughed, and swam faster. 
 
    The water was almost warm, just brisk enough to wake one up, but not cold or daunting. 
 
    And it felt good to have the cool water sluice through his cage and over his junk. His dick finally fell to the physical exercise and went limp. 
 
    They did laps for ten minutes, and when they were done they breathing lightly.  
 
    Tina moved to the side of the pool and hooked her heels over the edge. Controlling her breathing, she floated on her back. 
 
    Hal moved next to her and hooked his feet. 
 
    They floated, her chest above the water, his enclosed cage above the water. 
 
    The sun shone down on them, and she said, “This is going to be a fun summer, Hal. I love your pop, but he’s at a point in his life where he doesn’t want to party. You’re at the point where you do like to party. And everything about your body reminds me of his. Even your crumpled up peeny.” 
 
    Hal’s penis was starting to wiggle again, and he sighed and tried to ignore it. 
 
    Talk about the elephant in the room! 
 
    “But I do warn you, Hal, I’m a friendly person. I’m going to want to dance with other men, and sometimes I get a little hammered, and my pussy wants to get a little hammered, and the next thing you know some fellow is going to be trying to get a little more friendly than we’d like. That’s when I’m really going to need you, Hal. Even if I say I don’t, you have to protect me not so much from horny, young men, but from my horny, young self. If you do that…well, that’s what you need to do. Want a drink? 
 
    He didn’t. But she did. And he was to find out that she was the drinkinist woman he had ever met. 
 
    So she headed into the kitchen and he headed for his room. But while she was humming and mixing some weird concoction, and she really was a first class mixologist, he snuck past the kitchen and headed for his father’s den. 
 
    In the den he opened the drawer and found the key to the sex cupboard. Grinning, he reached for the key to his chastity tube, and stopped. His hand outstretched, but frozen. 
 
    The key to his tube was gone! 
 
    But his father had told him it would be right there if he wanted to get out for a quick jerk off! 
 
    He felt the inside of the cabinet, thinking maybe it had fallen off the hook. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he muttered under his breath, then he heard a sound and spun around. 
 
    Tina was standing at the door, leaning against the jamb, and grinning widely. 
 
    “You looking for this?” She was holding a thin gold chain with the key on it. She twirled the chain in a circle and the key caught the light on the way around. 
 
    “Give me that,” he advanced on her. 
 
    She hung it around her neck. “Nope.” 
 
    Now he was stuck. Did he grab her and forcibly take the key? 
 
    But he wasn’t the kind of guy who could manhandle women. No matter how much they deserved it. 
 
    “But I need it!” His voice had a slight whine to it. 
 
    “Nope.” She turned and sashayed away, tossing a glance over her shoulder. “I think things will go better if I control the prize.” 
 
    He followed her. “But you’ve been teasing me! And denying me! I need that key!” 
 
    “You need to be a submissive, little butt boy. That’s what you need to be, and this will help me get you there. Now, I said I felt like a drink, and you’re supposed to leap to your feet and beg to make me one. There is a drink, incidentally, waiting for you. I hate to drink alone. But generally speaking, you will be the bartender and I will be the imbiber extraordinaire.” 
 
    “Imbiber extra—“ 
 
    “Clever, eh? I just made it up.” 
 
    She had led him down the stairs and they were standing in front of the kitchen. He could see his drink sitting on the counter. 
 
    She closed with him, placed her hands on his chest, and enjoyed the way his eyes were expanding, the way his penis was trying to get hard. “God. i love it when men are this way!” 
 
    “You do this to my father?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. He’s got me penis whipped, which is much like you right now, pussy whipped.” 
 
    She kissed him then, soft and tender and he could taste the cold freshness of her alcohol sucking mouth. 
 
    She pressed her body against him and writhed. He could feel her chest pressing on his, two hot beacons of female pulchritude. It felt like lances were trying to shoot through his penis, it was pounding so hard, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    After all, it wasn’t just her teasing him, it was him loving it. 
 
    How could he say no to this? 
 
    She backed off, smiled, “Now, go get your drink and stop being such a pill.” 
 
    Dutifully, he went into the kitchen and picked up his drink. 
 
    He wasn’t sure what it was, but it was potent, and it tasted like it had lots of tequila in it. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s go watch porn on the big screen and we can make out. Doesn’t that sound like fun?” 
 
    A minute later they were ensconced on the couch and watching wall sized boobs and dicks. It wasn’t actually a big screen, it was a projector, and Hal was near overwhelmed by the magnitude of the sex organs on the wall. 
 
    She arranged him in a corner of the couch and leaned back against him. She sipped, and played with his cock, and watched the up and down of beautiful, well endowed people. 
 
    Huge cocks doing the in and out. Women with red lips giving blow jobs to endlessly spewing penises. 
 
    Hal drank his drink quickly, and was sent to the kitchen for another one. He returned and offered her hers. 
 
    But she merely took the drink and put it to one side. 
 
    “Stand in front of me.” 
 
    He did, and she gripped his balls and fondled them. Her other hand snaked around and pulled him to her. 
 
    Her mouth took his chastity device all the way in, and he could feel her hot tongue slathering along the sides of the device. He could feel her wet taste buds rubbing along the places where his cock bulged out. 
 
    His legs started trembling, and she said, “Don’t fall or you’ll ruin it.” 
 
    She rubbed one finger against his back hole. She dipped her finger into his drink and placed her digit against his brown star. 
 
    She inserted, and he groaned. For a split second as she slid her finger over his prostate, it felt like he was going to cum. 
 
    He wanted to cum. Lord how he wanted to squirt! 
 
    She wasn’t going to let him. 
 
    She kept mouthing his trapped penis, and she began pressing on his prostate. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    She drew back and smiled up at him. “I’m hungry. Have you noticed that I don’t eat much?” 
 
    “I…but…” he couldn’t speak intelligibly. 
 
    “That’s because I get my nourishment here. Sure, I screw your father, but I also drain him once a day. Like this. I rub his prostate and that makes the semen come out. Like…here it comes…Oh…yes!”  
 
    She moved her head forward. 
 
    He didn’t cum, but the semen was draining out of him. A long spurt with little chunks. His legs were quivering and he was struggling for balance, but his legs were too weak. 
 
    Gulp, gulp. 
 
    After a minute he slowed down and she backed off and licked her lips. “Oh, you taste good. Do you know how much protein there is in sperm?” 
 
    Dazed, he shook his head. 
 
    “Half a dozen eggs, with lots of vitamin C and zinc and all sorts of other stuff. It’s how I keep my girlish figure.” 
 
    Girlish figure? he wondered. She had the body of a sex goddess! Was that what a diet of sperm did? Better not let the world know, or people would be going to sperm restaurants instead of gymnasiums! 
 
    She sat back and sat him down and cuddled with him again. 
 
    “Of course, just because I drink your juice doesn’t mean I get my sexual appetites taken care of. In fact, it just makes me hornier. I’d rather have a squirting penis inside me than outside me, but…you had to go and get yourself locked up.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she kissed him, hell, she swallowed his soul with her mouth. When she finally backed off she sighed. “You’re going to find that being drained doesn’t relieve your urges. In fact, you’re going to be hornier. Something about the body being empty, but the mind not being convinced. Sex is so mental.” 
 
    Then she went back to sipping her drink and watched the bodies humping on the wall.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    As the day progressed, in spite of the fact that he had been drained, or maybe because of it, Hal grew hornier and hornier. 
 
    His cock was bashing away at the short end of the tube. Talk about a long walk off a short pier! 
 
    And he had this hot, feeling inside his chest, like lightening bolts rubbing. 
 
    His balls felt like they were full and ready to pop. 
 
    But he had been drained. 
 
    Man, how insidious was that? 
 
    Especially insidious because Tina just kept looking at him and laughing. 
 
    “The look on your face!” she chortled. “You look like you lost your favorite puppy!” 
 
    She wasn’t far wrong, if you considered that his penis was his favorite puppy. 
 
    Ray arrived home about three, and he took it all in stride. 
 
    He could tell by Hal’s face that Hal had been introduced to Tina’s winsome ways. 
 
    That was fine with him. If his boy didn’t want to go jack off that was his affair. He didn’t find out that Tina had the key. 
 
    Up the stairs Ray and Tina went, and Hal was left to stew in his juices, to imagine his father sinking his weenie into that gorgeous, beautifeous hunk of female flesh. 
 
    Where he’d like to be. 
 
    Balls deep and groaning as he spewed. 
 
    Not that he could spew right then. As full as he felt, that was how empty he was. 
 
    The couple came down the stairs at six and Tina prepared dinner. She didn’t make Hal prepare dinner, she just smiled and tossed steaks int he pan and smothered them with onions and a bit of garlic, poured on the salt and pepper, and…she was as good a cook as she was a mixer of drinks. 
 
    And, sitting there, eating steaks and drinking drinks, listening to his father and Tina chatter, Hal wondered what his father’s ulterior motive was. 
 
    That his father had some secret agenda he was positive.  Ray was just too devious a fellow. He had to have something else planned. 
 
    But…what? 
 
    There was no clue, and all Hal had was a feeling. 
 
    But his father just smiled a lot and kept his cards close to his chest. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    “Well, where are you two love birds heading out to?” 
 
    “Thought we’d go to Charley Coyote’s,” answered Tina before Hal could say a word. 
 
    “That’s a good place.”
He looked at Hal. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” and he laughed uproariously. 
 
    At seven thirty Tina came down the stairs. She was wearing a red dress with a slit up the side, a port hole showing her cleavage, and nothing else. 
 
    The dress was too sheer and it was obvious she wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
 
    “Holy, fuck,” gulped Hal. “Where’s my father?” 
 
    “He’s upstairs. He likes to be left tied down. With a butt plug. And a penis gag.” Tina chuckled. 
 
    Hal walked her out to the Maserati and opened the door for her. 
 
    Hal watched all that sleek thigh slide into the car and gulped again. 
 
    Then they were off. Hal wanted to press the peddle to the floor, but he withheld himself. Besides, it was more fun to glance at the woman sitting next to him. 
 
    Lord, she was a beauty. Her cleavage so daring, her lips so red, her eyes sultry and promising all sorts of things that he would get, and a few that he wouldn’t. 
 
    They were driving down the freeway, the Doors playing through the sound system, and Tina reached into her little purse. She pulled her dress up and spread her legs. 
 
    “What are you…holy shit!” 
 
    She slid a pink vibrator into her pussy and grinned at him. “Lets have a good time, okay.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    He gripped the wheel tightly and kept himself from driving off the road. 
 
    “And, by the way, I brought a little something for you.” 
 
    She brought another pink vibrator out of her purse. “I hooked them together, so when I press the fob they go off together. We can be dancing and suddenly we’ll both be vibrating, and we’ll be grinding our sex together trying to get off, to get relief, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “I can’t put that thing in me!” 
 
    “Of course you can. That’s why I drained you earlier. I wanted to make sure you could handle a little butt play, and, of course, I wanted you empty so you wouldn’t leak all over the place tonight.” 
 
    “But I’ve never had anything up my butt!” 
 
    “Oh, goody! First time for everything, and you’ll love it.” 
 
    “No…wait…” 
 
    “For what? To get old and decrepit?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Tell you what. You let me put this in you, just try it out, and I’ll tell you some secrets about your father.” 
 
    This was tempting. Hal just knew his father was concealing something. But would Tina really tell him something? Or was this just an excuse to get into his ass? 
 
    A short while later they arrived at Charley Coyote’s. 
 
    Charley Coyote’s was a wild place. It was a combo cafe during the day and night club at night. It was like a roadhouse moved into modern times. You wanted to do a little cheating on your spouse, this was the place to start. 
 
    You wanted to do a little crossdressing, Charley Coyote’s had an open door policy. 
 
    You wanted to party and get drunk and dance till dawn…Charley Coyote. 
 
    Hal parked in the back, far back, under a tree, and Tina got out and pulled him into the bushes. She fumbled with his pants. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “You’re going to do this,” she muttered, and there was a fierceness to her as she ripped open his belt and pulled down his pants. 
 
    “Bend over.” She turned him and he felt her putting the vibrator to his anus. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he yelped! And it was in. 
 
    She straightened him up and laughed at the look in his eyes. “Admit it. It feels good.” 
 
    “Uh, I guess.” 
 
    “You guess,” she snorted. “There will come a time when you won’t want to be without one.” 
 
    “And…does my father wear one of these?” 
 
    “All the time. He’s got one inside him right now.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    She just grinned. She didn’t care if he believed her or not. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    She took his arm and they sauntered across the parking lot. 
 
    They made a good looking couple. She would be fantastic on anybody’s arm, and just the fact that she was on his made people think of him in higher tones. 
 
    They passed the line out front, Tina knew the doorman and had Hal slip him a fifty, and they were in. 
 
    And it was jumpin’. The place was packed with bodies. Mostly youngish, but there was a sample of middle aged and few oldsters. 
 
    “Get me a drink! Make it dirty!” 
 
    He left her, a little nervous at that, leaving her alone in this wild den of inequity, and headed for the bar. 
 
    A dirty drink, eh? Normally that meant something like taking the murky water from a can of olives and adding it to a martini. That made for a ‘murky’ drink, a ‘dirty’ drink. 
 
    But there were other options, too, and he wanted to surprise Tina. She was the kind of girl who liked surprises, the nastier the better.  
 
    When his turn came he asked the bartender, “Can you make a Dirty Margarita?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “And a bourbon and Coke!” 
 
    No way he was going to drink one of those monsters! 
 
    He watched as the bartender put tequila into the drink, then added the juice of jalapeños, and chili salt on the rim. 
 
    “Thanks,” he slapped a twenty into the bartender’s hand and took the drinks to where Tina was surrounded by men. 
 
    Hal had been watching her while waiting in line. It hadn’t taken but thirty seconds for the first male to make his attempt. Within two minutes four guys were surrounding her, flirting, trying to make an impression. 
 
    Tina was a master at handling the Lotharios. She played them off against each other, touched a hand here, made a saucy reference there, and there were girls standing around, quite good looking girls, who didn’t stand a chance compared to Tina. 
 
    Hal cut smoothly in and handed her the Dirty Margarita. 
 
    “Thanks, honey. See you later, fellas,” and they moved into the shadows. 
 
    And Tina took a sip. 
 
    Her eyes went wide. She looked at the glass, looked at Hal, who waited with worry, and slammed that sucker down. 
 
    She just tilted it and rocked it, then yelped out, “HOOO!” 
 
    Whew. Hal mentally wiped his brow.  
 
    “Baby! That was what the doctor ordered. “Give me yours. Go get two more, but just bourbon and Coke this time.” 
 
    She settled down at a table and he started back to the bar, and almost knocked over a hostess. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    “No prob,” she raised her voice over the chatter in the place. “Can I get you something?” 
 
    “Four bourbon and Cokes at that table there!” He handed her a fifty and she grinned and tucked it into the top of her dress. What went for her dress. what looked like a dress but was really just a showcase for her fabulous boobs. 
 
    Hal made it back to the table just in time. The wolves were already flocking. 
 
    He slid into his chair and the two Don Juans were disappointed, but moved on. 
 
    “Be here in a moment.” 
 
    “Good.” She held out the fob and pressed it. 
 
    There had been happy memories in Hal’s life. Birthday parties. The night he lost his virginity. Good times with friends. But none of them held a candle to that moment. 
 
    His asshole exploded with a wonderful buzzing sensation. It was like an orgasm without the juice.  
 
    He gripped the edges of the table and held on. His mouth gaped open. He closed his legs and scrunched, and his eyeballs rolled back. 
 
    It stopped. 
 
    He almost cried. He didn’t want that wonderful sensation to stop. He wanted it again. And again and again. 
 
    And now he believed that Tina really had left his father tied up with a vibrator up his butt. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” he whimpered, his muscles feeling like they couldn’t move. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    He looked at her, and there was a glaze and a sparkle in her eyes. He had forgotten, they were hooked together, on the same wavelength, and she had just had her own jollies. 
 
    It was like fucking, but not being inside each other, if that made sense. 
 
    There drinks arrived. 
 
    “You okay, honey?” asked the hostess.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” mumbled Hal. 
 
    “You look a little…dazed. You sure you want these drinks?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he nodded. 
 
    So the hostess left and he and Tina threw down their drinks. 
 
    This was actually Tina’s third, and Hal quickly realized a truth: this frail, slip of a big boobed woman could drink him under the table. 
 
    They chatted, raising their voices when the music became loud, lowering them and whispering in each others ears so they wouldn’t be heard. 
 
    And she said: “Your father is a horn dog. He loves it up the butt. He’s got an apartment where I take him and tie him to torture furniture, and then I torture him. Sexually, of course. He wears a chastity tube all the time. Won’t leave home without one. He prefers the ones with urethral tubes. He loves to play the beggar, groveling at my feet, and then I strap on a dildo and show him how the other side lives. But his biggest kink is…” She whispered Ray’s biggest kink in Hal’s ear, and Hal actually moved back and stared at her. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And he wants me to take you there, too.” 
 
    “Me? But I never…” 
 
    “But now you will. Come on, let’s dance. I need to sex you up a bit more. Especially if we’re going to go to your father’s secret place.” 
 
    They stepped out on the dance floor. It was a slow dance, and she moved into his arms, then, curiously, tightened her arms around him. 
 
    At first he was puzzled, then she pressed the fob. 
 
    He was glad she held him now, for he would have fallen down. 
 
    His legs turned to rubber as he experienced the sublime torment of penetration and vibration and sexual excitation. 
 
    She held him, and their fronts ground together. 
 
    She was right. He wanted relief, and he started grinding his hips into hers. 
 
    She laughed, and kept the vibrators going. 
 
    Slowly, he gained control of his body, except for the desire to press his sex into hers. 
 
    They danced, and worked their pelvis’s together. 
 
    On the crowded dance floor nobody noticed, and if they did, they didn’t care. It was that kind of place. 
 
    His mind entered a new place. A place where sex ruled and he was the only subject. A place where he was only aware of the sex in his arms, holding him, of the wonderful pain in his groin as his penis tried to stiffen, and the world became a hazy merry-go-round of sexual sensation. 
 
    And the night progressed. 
 
      
 
    They were quite drunk when they left Charley Coyote’s. Him more than her, because as he had observed, she could drink him under the table. 
 
    So she drove, and drove politely and avoided tickets, and pulled into a driveway in the hills. 
 
    It was dark, with lots of tall shrubs surrounding the house and lining the driveway. 
 
    “This is it, eh?” 
 
    “This is it,” she smiled and tugged on his hand. She was eager. 
 
    He could hardly walk. He had the vibrator up his rear, he was in chastity, and he was drunk. 
 
    She entered through a small door set right into the garage door. It was an older style house, not to good looking on the outside, and it wasn’t too good looking on the inside. 
 
    Tina led him up to the first floor, grabbed a bottle of bourbon and a bottle of Coke, and they returned to the garage. 
 
    In the back of the garage was a small door, and she went to it, got a key from a hook hidden behind a beam, and opened it. 
 
    The cement was old underfoot. The walls were cement with the lines from poor fitting planking when it was poured. 
 
    It was the size of the house, which made it about a thousand square feet. 
 
    And it was filled with sex toys, instruments, furniture. 
 
    There were machines with dildos on them, benches to be tied to, a wall board with plugs hanging from them. 
 
    There were chains and ball gags and whips. 
 
    There were Wartonberg wheels and milking machines for both cock and tit. 
 
    There was absolutely everything a sex fiend might desire. 
 
    This sure opened Hal’s insights into his father’s personality. 
 
    “I have to tell you, I was impressed when your father first brought me here. I’m somewhat of a nymphomaniac and I had thought I had seen it all. Then we came here and a whole new world opened up. 
 
    She turned to him. “Are you ready?” 
 
    He gulped. One more gulp on a night of gulps. “And this is my father’s latest kink. 
 
    “It is,” she led him across the room to the far corner. She flicked a switch and bright lights emanated from the corner. It was vanity table, with a big mirror surrounded by round, bright lights. 
 
    “Have a seat, and a drink.” She sucked a bit of Cock out of the Coke bottle, then sucked a bit of bourbon out of that bottle. She swished the mix around in her mouth and gulped. 
 
    “Fuck! that’s good!” 
 
    She handed him the bottle and he tried to duplicate her. He succeeded, be it in a sloppy way. 
 
    She laughed, and they sat, him on the chair and her on the table, and worked their way through half the bottle. 
 
    He had been drunk before, now he was really drunk. 
 
    She…not so much. A little glaze in the eyes, but it was all tempered by her eagerness. 
 
    And she went to work. 
 
    She stripped him down and used a razor on him. She scraped his hair off and left him baby bald. Especially in the genitals. 
 
    “There we go,” she giggled. “I love doing this.” 
 
    “Why?” he asked, as she began cleansing his face. 
 
    “Why do we do anything,” she shrugged. Then she paused, and gave a serious answer. 
 
    “Because it’s wrong, and wrong is so very, very exciting.” 
 
    Hal blinked. He had heard people condemn such things as what they were about to do, all the sexual practices that this house represented, but this was the first time he had ever seen a person cop to it. 
 
    It was curiously refreshing. 
 
    Hell, he didn’t know which way the wind blew, and he didn’t care to judge people, he just wanted fun, and if this was fun, so be it. 
 
    She put on his foundation and began working on the eyes. 
 
    “You realize, of course, that I’m going to have to fuck you in the end.” 
 
    “Is there some other place to fuck me?” he responded. 
 
    It took her a moment, then she giggled. “I get it. Very good.” 
 
    She put a light shadow on his lids, mascara and eyeliner, then she was ready for the lips. 
 
    “What am I going to wear?” 
 
    “A dress. Upstairs.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    “All right. What about boobs?” 
 
    “We’ve got some fakes upstairs. They should fit you perfectly.” 
 
    “You’ve thought of everything.” 
 
    “Nope. Ray did.” 
 
    That was the moment that Hal got it. “You didn’t plan this, my father did.” 
 
    “Your father is a wise man. He’s also pretty good in the sack. Even when he can’t get it up he makes sure that he blows my mind right out of my skull.” 
 
    Hal didn’t say anything. 
 
    Tina put a wig on his head, fastened it with tape, and he was a woman. From the neck up. 
 
    Plump lips, scintillating eyes, long hair. 
 
    “Okay, beautiful, shall we go upstairs and outfit you?” 
 
    Hal stared at his face in the mirror. Oh, my God! He was a woman! 
 
    Almost. 
 
    They went upstairs and headed for a bedroom that was filled with dresses. 
 
    “What if I like this,” he suddenly blurted. 
 
    “What if you do?” she asked, amused. 
 
    “Do I get breast implants? Take hormones? What do I do?” 
 
    “Honey, you do whatever you want to do. Your father will support you in anything you do. You want boobs? He’ll get you the best money can buy.” 
 
    She chose a blue dress, somewhat similar to her red dress, but not so daring. 
 
    She helped him into a bra and panties. She filled the bra with two big falsies. His panties had no trouble keeping his trapped package from bulging. 
 
    Nylons. Garter. Earrings. 
 
    Piercing didn’t hurt too much, but he realized that his own hair would have been better. It was long, but not quite long enough. He would have to grow it. 
 
    Then the dress went over him, and he was ready. 
 
    Tina stood back and smiled. “Well, honey, I hate to say it, but you look better than your father. Much better. Isn’t young skin great?” 
 
    Hal looked at himself in a mirror hung on the back of a door. 
 
    He was thick for a woman, but not too thick. Still, “I think I need a corset.” 
 
    “Nah. We’ll put you on a diet.” 
 
    He turned to her. “Are you going to do this to me every night?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe. Probably.” 
 
    She fluffed his hair gently and studied his make up. 
 
    Then she stood back and hit the fob. 
 
    She hadn’t turned the vibrator on since they were at Charley Coyote’s and the surprise hit Hal like the proverbial ton of bricks. He grabbed for the wall, missed, and actually fell on the bed. 
 
    Tina jumped on him, held him down, kissed him, and whispered, “It’s time, honey. It’s time for me to pop your cherry.” 
 
    She had told him it was going to happen, and he had known it was going to happen, and now it was happening. 
 
    She pulled his feet around and put them on the floor. She bent him over so his butt was up. 
 
    “Stay there. just like that.” 
 
    Tina ran back downstairs and into the dungeon. She came running back up and had a big strap on fastened around her hips. 
 
    Hal lay on the bed, bent over, thinking.  
 
    Scared. 
 
    Sure, he had had a vibrator in his butt all night, but…this was real sex. This was…and he blurted. 
 
    “Will this make me gay?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Probably not. After all, you still like women, don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded, his face in the pillow, his butt waiting to receive. 
 
    She touched his buns, rubbed them gently. She fondled his balls, hanging down so neatly. She took out his vibrator. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t worry. We’ll put it back in later.” 
 
    She began to ream him with two fingers, slipping lube onto his button, into his button. 
 
    He squirmed. It felt so unbelievably good. He had never felt anything so good. It wasn’t as violent and vicious as the vibrator, but it was flesh, and warm, and loving. 
 
    Then, everything moving much too fast for Hal, she was inside him. 
 
    Inside and filling him up. 
 
    Moving up and down and round and round. 
 
    She reached around and cupped his fake breasts, and it almost felt like he had real ones. 
 
    She whispered in his ear. “Try to cum, but don’t worry if you can’t. I’ll make sure you’re totally empty.” 
 
    “Why?” he asked, curious at her intent. 
 
    “Because I don’t want you leaking in that pretty dress when we go back out.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And he tried to have an orgasm, what they call a prostate orgasm, or anal orgasm, or sissygasm. 
 
    He wasn’t able to, but, as she had said, it was okay. When she was done breaking him in she did drain him. 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Ray at breakfast the next morning. 
 
    Hal groaned and held his head. “Tina knows how to party.” 
 
    “That she does. And now you know why I have you as my stand in.” 
 
    “I won’t be able to keep up with her.” 
 
    “Do your best. You can sleep all day if you need to. But she told me that she had a great time, and that she wants to go back to Charley Coyote’s tonight. 
 
    “Oh.” Hal held his head again. 
 
    Tina came down at that moment, and she looked fresh and rested and as beautiful as ever. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” she kissed the top of Ray’s head. Then, to Hal: “Hi, sport. Are you still alive?” 
 
    Hal just groaned. 
 
    Tina chuckled and made him a Bloody Mary. “Hair of the dog, little boy. It’s good for what ails you.” 
 
    The Bloody Mary worked, and soon Hal lost most of his headache and was able to speak coherently. Even make sentences that made sense. 
 
    He turned to his father. “Dad?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’ve got something up your sleeve. What is it.” 
 
    Ray smiled. “My sleeve? Hunh! Nothing but my arm, as far as I know.” 
 
    Yet there was a look on his face. 
 
    He definitely had an ulterior motive, but he wasn’t about to reveal it. 
 
    Hal shook his head and dug into a big breakfast burrito that Tina had made. 
 
    And looked at the bourbon and Coke she had placed before him with a baleful expression.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Ray lasted six months before the cancer got him. 
 
    After two months Hal had finally tumbled to his father’s condition, and now he knew what the plan had been. His understanding was reinforced when the attorney handling his father’s estate handed him a letter from his father. 
 
    Dear Son, thank you for enriching my life. I honestly can’t imagine it without you. 
 
    You once asked me if I had a secret plan. 
 
    Yup. 
 
    I spent a lifetime denying myself. Denying my desires. Denying who I was. 
 
    Then I met Tina. She opened me up. 
 
    That was my plan. To have her open you up, to let you experience life in its fullest.  
 
    To do the things I wished I had done, but had not. At least, not until it was awfully late in the day. 
 
    I have, as you no doubt know, provided for you. And I have provided for Tina. She has stated a desire to stay with you. To have you take my place, as it were. 
 
    You certainly have my blessings. Both of you. 
 
    And perhaps, if you are good boy, she will let you have the key to your tube. 
 
    And perhaps not. 
 
    Love 
 
    Ray 
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
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