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A Note from the Author!

Feminization is a whole universe to itself.

You get some young fellow transforming, and he stops looking at the world. There is only his own, internal universe.

A universe guided by the reactions of his cock as he becomes more and more excited, but…that’s it.

And that’s not bad!

So many people are into what people think, what will the neighbors say.

But what other people think doesn’t count for squat.

The only thing that matters is how you feel about yourself.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Womanus Maximus!

Feminized and castrated!

A story of medical transformation!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Men are becoming an endangered species.

Men are no longer producing the testosterone to make them real men.

Men are making choices and changing their sex.

Are we, as a race, evolving?

Or is it just a government conspiracy?

Moo hah hah!

In this story Don is a soft person, a pink man, and his wife decides to help him along the way.

Of course he doesn’t want to become a Womanus Maximus, he’s a man, and he doesn’t really know what’s best for him.

But we know.

We certainly do!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I think I’ve got everything.” Kim stared at the open suitcase on her bed and frowned.

Kim was 30, and 8 by 24 by 36, and 5’ and 4,” and 120 pounds. Twenty of those pounds were her beautiful breasts. And that magnificent body was topped off by shining auburn tresses and a smile that lit up the room.

“Everything but the kitchen sink,” quipped Don.

He was the same height as her and 40 pounds heavier. His hair was long, but not as long as hers. Unfortunately his extra poundage was love handles and belly bulge.

“Oh, that’s what I forgot!” She snapped her fingers.

Don had to laugh. “Yeah, right.”

“Except, there is one thing…”

“What?”

The suitcase was jammed full. He was going to have to jump up and down on the thing to get it closed.

She turned to him and smiled.

“Oh, no.” Don backed up.

“Come here, baby,” she snagged one of his sleeves and pulled at him.

“I don’t want to!”

“Sorry. You have to!”

“That’s two weeks of me in that…that…thing!”

Kim laughed. “Two weeks of unable to even get erect. Two weeks of thinking about me at the convention. Do you think I’ll have a lesbian connection this time? Or will I settle for the same old, big dicks?”

“Honey, don’t talk that way. It’s hard enough just being away from you for two weeks without you teasing me that way.”

She pulled him closer, gripped his belt with two hands, then snaked one hand downwards. “Who says I’m joking?” She whispered, catching his dingus and gripping the head, running her finger under the head, flicking a finger against his balls.

“Oh, ow! Oooh!” Don fidgeted this way and that as she worked her magic on him.

“Now, come on, get that thing out and make it small.”

“Honey? Can we let it go this time? Give me a break?”

“A break to do what? Watch porn and waste your seed? I want you full and ready when I get home, and this is the only way I can be sure.”

“But I promise!” he wheedled. “I’ll be good. You can trust me.”

She had his belt undone now, and she had a full hold of him. “I can trust you. Ha! If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s that when it comes to matters of the penis no man can be trusted.”

“How can you say that?”

She had his zipper down and was pushed his pants down. He was exposed, and quite erect.

“Do you know how many men tell me that their wives trusted them?”

He blinked and his mouth opened and she giggled. “You believed me. You schmuck!”

“Well, it sounded like you meant it.”

She walked across the room, dragging him by the dick. He scampered along, trying not to trip and fall.

She bent at the knee, pulled him down so he had to bend at the knee, and opened the bottom drawer.

“Where is that little thing?” She mused. “Aha!”

She took out a little velvet bag. She stood up, causing him to stand up, and walked him back to the bed.

She threw him on the bed by the penis and said, “Get it on.” She held out the bag.

“This isn’t fair!” he groused, taking the little bag.

“Fair shmare!” She quipped. “I want that thing on you in the next five minutes, or else.”

“Or else what?”

She folded her arms under her breasts and glared at him.

It wasn’t a mean glare, but it meant business, and here’s where Don’s trouble lay. Kim was stronger than him.

He mowed the lawn and took out the trash, she did yoga and jujitsu. She could tie him in a knot. Easily. She had only done it a couple of times, but it was particularly humiliating when she did it.

“Okay, okay.” He sat on the bed and stared at the little sack. Then he looked up at her. “Do I have to?”

She started to reach for him and he backed up. “Okay! I said okay.”

“Then get that boner down and put your tube on.”

“Can’t you help out? I mean…it would be great if you could lay down and let me have some fun?”

The look in her eyes ended that idea.

“Well, how about you giving me a hand job?”

Her eyes started to tighten up.

Don liked to masturbate. When he was alone, maybe watching some porn. He didn’t like to masturbate with her watching.

“Okay.” He started to stroke himself. His face turned red and he felt about an inch tall.

“It’s going to take me longer this way,” he griped.

She said nothing, just waited.

“Can I just go do it in the bathroom? By myself?”

She grabbed his hair and bent his head back. Very calmly, but with a boatload of intention, she said, “No more stalling.”

And he knew he was going to have to do it.

He licked his hand and began to stroke in earnest.

Kim watched him as he moved his hand back and forth.

She was smiling on the inside. She loved to make him do this. Him turning beet red was cute, and it made her feel good.

It made her feel powerful and in charge. Which she was.

He was a technical writer, worked from home.

She was in charge of a corporate division, and that took some real balls.

Speed up,” she murmured.

He closed his eyes and his hand moved faster. He could feel the urge within, but he could also feel the mortification of being forced to jack off by his wife.

She tapped her foot.

He stroked.

She reached down and slapped the bottom of his balls.

“UNH!” He jumped and slowed down, then saw her watching him and sped up again.

That was the only help she gave a him. A slap on the balls if he was slow.

Or maybe a punch of the nipples.

One time she had pushed him over, slapped his balls hard, and when he curled up she had pushed a finger into him.

God, that was embarrassing.

But it was also incredible. He had squirted so hard he nearly passed out.

But he preferred to cum without his balls being slapped, or his brown star to suffer indignity.

“Hurry up,” she said. “This is it for two weeks. This is your last chance. If you don’t come in the next minute I’m going to slap your peter until it shrinks, and I won’t even let you out of the chastity device when I get back.”

He was breathing hard, his hand was moving in a blur.

“Think about that. Not getting to squirt even when I get home. Month after month of being denied. That delicious baby batter building up in your balls until you can’t even walk for—“

“FAAA!” He yelled. It felt like the head of his penis had exploded. Which it had.

Kim smiled as the seed splattered on his legs and on the floor. “Good boy,” she said. “Put the things on your dingus and show me when you’re done.”

Defeated, and pleasured, and embarrassed, and vaguely proud that he had managed to get off, Don nodded.

Kim went into the bathroom to collect some cosmetics and left him to his problem.

Don stared at his little, white slug. It was drained, empty, and lay there like a limp…dick.

He sighed and put the ring around his package. Then he slid the tube over his thing and clicked the two pieces together.

The chastity tube had an inset lock, no way to cut it off, and his sexual apparatus was safe for the next couple of weeks. Or maybe longer, if Kim felt like it. And she frequently did.

Don lay back on the bed and thought about his marriage.

Kim had collared him right after graduation. She had encouraged him on the corporate path until it was obvious that wasn’t his thing. But she didn’t complain when he went into he technical writing field. It paid less, but she seemed to revel in being in a more powerful position than he had, and making more money than he did, and that had led to her taking more charge of their sex life.

She wasn’t a harridan, she didn’t pick on him and brutalize him, except for a little.

He was allowed inside her every few weeks, and she had given him hand jobs, but it was his duty to make it fast and get it over with, and if he didn’t draw out when he squirted he was in big trouble.

But that was okay. He lived a quiet life, doing chores was often a welcome break from work, and he didn’t mind being the second banana in their marriage.

But he hated it when she made him wear the chastity device.

He wasn’t going to cheat on her!

But he didn’t understand that it was all power trip for her.

He sighed and stood up and went to the bathroom. “It’s on.”

Kim smiled and turned to him. “Shame. I was feeling like a little in and out tonight.”             

“What? And you made me…”

The laughter bubbled out of her and he realized that she had played him. Again.

She put a hand behind his head and pulled his face towards hers. She kissed him lightly on the mouth. “It’s okay, dear, you can still eat me. I like that.”

In his cage the worm struggled. Even though he had just cum there was something about being locked up that made him try to get hard all over again.

The alarm was set for four. The plane left at five thirty, which gave them enough time to get up, get breakfast, and for her to drive out to the airport.

She woke him at three thirty and demanded his attentions down there.

Now his weenie was in complete revolt. Let me out! It shouted, but all he could do was keep licking and sucking and trying to get her off as soon as he could.

At four she was ready to rock. He walked her out to the car, put the luggage in the trunk, and received a kiss good bye.

“Remember, no porn.” She patted his package and chuckled. “Not that it would do you any good.”

He nodded and grunted. He loved the way she patted his balls.

“And don’t worry. I won’t fuck more than two guys a night. Unless, of course, they are really big.”

He took on a pained expression.

“But I have no limits when it comes to lesbians.”

She giggled at the look on his face, then she moved in for a real kiss.

She liked to tease, but when teasing time was over she meant business. She mashed her lips on his, drove her tongue half down his throat, and played with his balls.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered, pulled back from him. “It’s times like these that I wished you didn’t want to wear that stupid chastity thing all he time!”

“But…but…” he tried to protest, but she just patted his cheek, got in the car, and drove up the street.

Don stood on the pavement, waved, and watched.

And the car stopped.

She must have forgotten something. He went on a mental checklist trying to figure out what. He had seen here pack her charger, she had plenty of make up, maybe an article of clothing.

He waited a half a minute, then walked towards the car.

Ah, a phone call. She was talking animatedly into the phone, her eyes glancing up at him in the rear view mirror as he approached.

He stood next to the car, waiting, knowing better than to tap on the window or otherwise distract her.

She talked, glanced at him a few times, laughed, then hung up.

She looked at him with a quirky smile, then rolled down the window. “Honey, this is your lucky day.”

“What?”

“Go lock up the house. You’re going with me.”

“Really?”

A big grin burst out on his face.

“Really. Now go.”

“But I need to pack.”

“No time. I don’t want to be late.”

“But I have no clothes! Nothing to wear!”

“I’ll buy you new clothes.”

He turned and trotted towards the house.

She backed the car up and into he driveway. She backed right up to a couple of feet from the garage.

He ran through the house, checking windows and locking doors. His heart felt light in his chest. He was going to get to go on vacation with his wife!

She would probably be working all day, and he could go out and sit at a swimming pool, maybe even have a drink. They would go out dancing and he would get to hold her fabulous body.

It was such an exciting thought his cock wiggled in the cage and tried to stand up.

He locked the front door and trotted to the car, then stopped.

Kim was outside of the car, standing at the back, holding the trunk open.

“No,” he whispered.

“Yes,” she chuckled. “Take off your clothes and get in.”

“Please, honey. I’ll be good. I won’t talk, I won’t change the radio, I—“

“Do you want to go?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Then strip and get in.”

Saddened, still happy that he was going, but…saddened, he took off his shirt, his pants, even his shoes. He placed them in a neat pile on the cement driveway.

She had made him ride in the trunk before, but not for long distances, and not in a while.

Naked, except for his little cock cage, he stared at her with a hang dog expression.

She just laughed and motioned with her head for him to get into the trunk.

He climbed over the lip of the trunk. She handed him a water bottle. “Drink sparingly, I don’t feel like stopping for you to pee.”

He opened his mouth to say something, but she just smiled and closed the lid.

It was dark in the trunk, but he knew where everything was. It had only taken him one ride before he placed a blanket and pillow in the trunk and arranged everything so he wouldn’t be lying on the jack or something else with hard edges.

As he settled on the blanket and fluffed the pillow he heard Kim’s heels clicking. She moved to feet, probably to pick up his bundle of clothes then walked to the left.

The left? But the front door was to the right?

Then he realized. She was going to throw his clothes in the garbage can.

He sighed.

Footsteps moving back to the car, the door opening, weight settling, the door closing, and the motor started up.

She drove out fast, not worrying about the bump as the car went through indentation at the bottom of the driveway.

She usually did this, picked out a dip, or a pothole, or a speed bump, at the beginning of the drive. He placed his hands up so he wouldn't hit the underside of the trunk.

Shortly, they were on the freeway, and he closed his eyes and listened to the thrumming of the tires on the road.

He got to go on vacation!

He smiled. In spite of being locked in the trunk…he was going on vacation!

The trip lasted a couple of hours. Don knew Kim was heading vaguely east, into the Sierra Nevada mountain range. The last hour they were constantly climbing and swooping around corners.

Don felt a little carsick, but he didn’t bother yelling. Kim didn’t like it when he yelled, and she would likely just go faster.

Finally, they slowed down and moved to the right, then turned.

He heard a little chatter when the car stopped, but he couldn’t make out what was said.

The car started up again, and now he was subject to ruts and potholes. He held on and the car shifted this way and that, dipped down hard, and the road waggled back and forth, sometimes viciously.

Then they crossed an open space and came to a stop.

The engine pinged and the driver’s door opened.

Don sighed. At last. The drive hadn’t been bad, but he was ready for some sunlight.

Then he realized something: he had no clothes!

The sound of Kim’s heels moving away. Ten minutes of laying and waiting. The sun was up and it was getting a little stuffy in the trunk.

Then several sets of heels approached the car, came to the back.

Several sets?

“But he had no clothes!

He started to panic, thinking that surely she wouldn't open the trunk with him naked in it.

Then she opened the trunk.

Don blinked and stared up.

There were four women standing there. Two looked like professional women, dressed in pencil skirts and jackets, almost like they were wearing uniforms.

Then there was a slightly older woman, very beautiful, with very perceptive eyes.

And his wife.

“Here he is. Does he meet the requirements?”

“Oh, yes.”

“He’ll do just fine.”

And the older woman reached in, grabbed his caged cock and merely said, “Hmm.”

“Okay, honey. Hop out and let the girls take a good look at you.”

He was so embarrassed his whole body was red with humiliation, but what could he do?

He climbed out of the trunk and stood in front of the four women. He was aware of his nakedness, and it made his penis try to stand up.

He was as tall as his wife, but the other three women were all several inches taller than him. They looked down at him, and they moved up and circled around him.

The older woman was frowning and in deep thought, but that didn’t stop her from doing things like pinching his love handles and lifting up his hair to examine it.

Finally she nodded. “I think I can work with him.”

Kim and the other two women sighed in relief.

“Excellent,” said one of the professional women.

Kim leaned to him and quickly said, “Take the luggage to room 225.”

Don was a. Little stiff from the ride, but he tried to move quickly. He was glad to be out from under the eyeball. He went to the side door and took out Kim’s suitcases and her make up kit. He tucked the make up kit under his arm, and gripped the suitcases with his hands, and turned towards…the hotel!

Except it was more than a hotel! It was a sprawling retreat surrounded by miles and miles of forest. The air was thin and pure, and he studied the lay out of buildings.

There were hundreds of suites laid out in a criss cross manner, with a large convention halls.

And everywhere he looked were women, dozens of women, walking through the covered corridors, sitting on benches and talking, going in and out of what looked like a front office.

And they were all dressed.

He wasn’t.

“Go,” Kim slapped his ass and he gave a lurch and started up.

He walked across a wide drive and towards some stairs. Women glanced at him, grinned, and looked away. Except for a few of them who pointed and snickered.

He climbed the stairs, his chastity cage shifting between his legs.

He passed a pair of woman coming down the stairs and they laughed, then glanced back at him.

He reached the first landing and saw a sign pointing to the left: 201-225.

He turned to the left and began walking.

The suitcases were heavy, and awkward, and the corridor was long. It wasn’t long before he wanted to stop and rest, but he could see the four women still talking by Kim’s car, and he didn’t want Kim to see him stopping and resting.

Finally, he reached the room, and it was locked.

Oh, crap!

He turned and looked around. The women were moving away from Kim’s car, and not in his direction.

He needed a key.

He considered his options.

Wait. No. Kim would get mad if he just stood there like a doofus. And he c certainly couldn’t sit on one of her suitcases.

Or, he had to go get a key. Which meant going to the office. Past dozens and dozens of women, running the gauntlet of their laughing eyes.

But what choice did he have?

He placed the suitcases on the floor and turned back the way he had come.

That was the longest walk of his life.

On his way to the room he had been walking out of the crowd, now he was walking back into it.

Past women who sniggered as they looked at his caged cock. Into the front office, where a cluster of women were taking, drinking in the bar adjacent, and…looking at him.

The conversation died a bit, then he heard some laughs, and the conversation started up again.

“May I help you?” The woman behind the big counter was suppressing a smile.

“I need the key to room 208.”

“I’ll bet you do,” she laughed, then she turned and took a key from a board and handed it to him.

“Thank you.”

“No, thank you.” And Don’s face turned even redder as the women nearby all chuckled at him.

Back to the room, but this time out of the crowd, and he sighed with relief when he finally approached room 208.

The door was open.

He picked up the suitcases and entered the room.

“Where have you been?” asked Kim. She was sitting in a club chair in a corner. She was sipping what looked like a Mai Tai and looked very cool and complacent.

“I…the key.”

“Silly. The room was open. Didn’t you think to turn the knob?”

He shook his head, achieving new depths of misery. Such a simple thing. He could have had the room open and waiting, Kim’s clothes hung up in the closet. Instead he had had to endure nearly debilitating mortification. And the door had been open all the time!

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Well, no matter. But be on your best behavior, Leanne is going to be visiting soon. Oh, you’d better call her Miss Smith. She wants to talk to you, so be on your best behavior. She’s a very important person.”

“Miss Smith, okay. But why me?”

Kim grinned and sipped. “Mmm, these are good. Because she does. Now, before she gets here, we should probably talk both your behavior.”

“What’s wrong with my behavior?”

Small lines appeared in the space between Kim’s eyebrows, but she didn’t chide him.

“There are a few men here, but you likely won’t see them. You’ll stay in the room for the most part. When you do see women make sure you keep your head lowered, don’t go looking them in the eye, even if they should address you.”

Don’t mouth opened slightly and he frowned. “I thought this was going to be a vacation?”

“Where did you get that silly idea? This is a convention. We will be going over things like MTF protocol, the latest procedures for systems transitioning, all that sort of thing. You best stay in the room unless you want to draw unwanted attention to yourself.”

“Unwanted…” he was now officially flummoxed, and he didn’t even know what this MTF thing was. “I don’t understand? I thought you dealt with software and systems for large corporations?”

“Of course I do. But it’s all free lance, consultation, and this organization has hired me.”

“What is this organization?”

For a moment Kim didn’t say anything. She just sipped her drink and  considered him. Then, as if resigned, she said, “This is a group of women who deal with hierarchy in society. They establish proper relations between men and woman. Their unofficial name is ‘The Mistress Club.’

“The Mistress Club.”

Then she smiled at him. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll do well here. Just follow directions and…you’ll have a great time. Believe me when I say that the ends of The Mistress Club are right up your alley.”

Don was unsure what she meant, but she seemed confident, so he went about putting the things in her suitcase away.

Kim picked up her cell phone and dialed numbers and held various conversations.

Don finished put her things away, then looked at the little refrigerator. He opened it and found a row of little liquor bottles. He took out a tiny bottle of bourbon, went out to door and looked at Kim, who was leaning on the rail and talking into he cell. He raised up the bottle and raised his eyes.

She covered the phone. “Wait until after Leanne comes.”

He went back into the room and sat down on the club chair.

He couldn’t drink, and he really needed to. And he had no clothes, and he needed them. He couldn’t walk around for two weeks with no clothes!

Well, when Kim finished talking on the phone he would broach the subject with her, maybe go to the little shop he had noticed to the right side of the check in counter.

He would—a shadow blotted the sunlight coming in the door.

He looked up, then stood up. It was the slightly older woman. Behind her Kim was standing, and she had a serious lot on her face.

“Uh, hello. Come in.”

It sounded lame, but he didn’t know what else to say. If this woman was so important, however, he had to say something.

Leanne Smith entered the room and smiled.

“Please sit down?” He moved away from the club chair and made way for her.

Leanne moved across the room. She was six inches taller than him, and outweighed him. She had enormous breasts, so enormous that the slight thickening of her waist still gave a wasplike appearance.

She had no lines to speak of on her face, and her eyes were well made up and fascinating. Inspecting her this closely Don could feel that she was important. Her attitude, her bearing, Kim was right. He had to be respectful.

“Good morning, Don. How are you?” She sat with one leg folded over, her hands on the arms of the chair, a curiously almost imperial look to her.

“I’m fine.”

“Excellent. Have you ever been to one of these shindigs?” She waved a hand to indicate the whole resort.

“Uh, no. I mean, I’ve been to hotels, but this place…” it wasn’t hard to be awed.

“Now, I would like to ask you some questions. These might be embarrassing, but I want you to answer me carefully and truthfully, and just forget all the embarrassment crap.”

He blinked. She was direct, the fact that she had used the word ‘crap’ showed that she had an earthy nature.

He had thought maybe she was a bigwig executive, but now he was rethinking that.

“Okay.”

“Very well. Have you ever crossdressed.”

That stopped him. But she had said to be honest, and Kim already knew everything he had ever done. When they were first married, before they were married, she had interrogated him to within an inch of his life.

“When I was young.”

“How young?”

He told her, and she didn’t blink an eye, just kept asking questions. She asked rapid-fire, but didn’t seem to care when he took his time in answering.

“How often did you masturbate?

“How do you like the chastity tube?

“Do you think married women should have boyfriends?”

Then she started in with the weird things.

“Do you think men would look good if they had breasts?

“Do you think your cock is big enough?

“Can you imagine walking without your testicles keeping your legs apart?”

Weird questions, never ending questions, but the effect of answering them, of being truthful with a complete stranger, was that Don started to like Leanne. A lot.

His cock wiggling in its cage confirmed that.

Finally, she said, “Would you like a drink?”

He nodded. He was dying of thirst. He needed a shot of courage.

She actually stood up and went to the refrigerator. Kim was sitting apart from them, and she gave a light gasp.

“I assume you’re a bourbon and Coke man?” She asked, but she put a weird emphasis not he word ‘man.’ Almost like she was questioning the word itself.

“Sure.”

She made the drink, made one for herself, ignored Kim, and brought him the drink.

They drank companionably, and she asked, “Do you think you have fulfilled your potential?”

He thought about that for a while. “I guess the honest answer is that I haven’t, but I don’t feel any desire to…I’m happy in what I do.”

“Do you get enough sex?”

Now he equivocated. “I guess.”

“Do you like eating your wife’s pussy?”

“Oh, yes.” But there were times when he didn’t.

He thought that Leanne had to see beyond his answers, but she accepted them easily.

“Have you ever considered how good a woman’s life is?”

“Not really.”

“We get to play dress up, men are trained to wait on us, they support us and all they ask is a simple hand job or a bit of  in and out.”

She went on and on, now not asking questions so much as telling him things.

She made him another drink, a strong ones and she encouraged him to drink up.

Now she wasn’t the important person, she was the drinking buddy, the person you could confide to, the person you could talk honestly to and never worry about being betrayed.

Don leaned forward, just drunk enough to be brave, and he asked, “Say, Kim tells me you’re a very important person.”

To the side Kim took in her breath, but Don didn’t notice.

Leanne laughed a gentle laugh, “That was sweet of her.”

“So what makes you important? I don’t mean to be rude, but I never heard of you.”

She leaned forward, almost conspiratorially.

“To tell you the truth, I like to keep a low profile, which is sometimes difficult considering what I do.”

“What do you do?”

“I write books. Have you never heard of ‘The Man in Woman?’

He shook his head. “Sorry.”

“Oh, don’t be. I’ll send you over a copy. End of the week. I have to send to my publisher for copies, and I’m not about to buy my own book in the gift shop.”

She laughed, and he laughed, and everybody laughed, and then she added, “But before then…have you ever read Grace Mansfield?”

“I guess I’m not a well read person.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll send a couple of her books over. I’ve finished them, and they should give you an idea of what I’m all about.”

“Okay.”

When Leanne left Kim let out her breath. “Well, I don’t know how, but you pulled that off.”

“Pulled what off?”

“You’re a little drunk, aren’t you?”

He grinned, and enjoyed how foolish he felt.

“Well, normally I wouldn’t be so tolerant, but you did so well…heck, have another drink.”

Grinning now, feeling happier than a happy drunk, he made himself a drink.

“So what was that all about?” he asked.

She just smiled, and went to make herself a drink.


Part Two

The following day was Sunday. People were still coming into the resort, and Kim actually spent some time with Don. He was used to her living her own life and tapping on him only when she wanted something, but today she had breakfast delivered, went on a long walk, and laughed when he complained that he wanted clothes.

“Why would you want to follow the trend? Live a little. Do you know how much the ladies are enjoying seeing you out and about?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Besides, they’ve seen you now. Get over your embarrassment and live a little.”

Live a little, that seemed to be the catchphrase for the day.

She also let him have a few drinks, and she sat with him and talked to him.

They didn’t talk about anything important, just this and that, a little bit on fashion and what he thought of women’s fashions, and why didn’t men get to enjoy looking good.

That evening Leanne dropped by again, and this time she had a briefcase and a bit of paperwork.

They sat at the table in the suite, Leanne on one side, and Don and Kim on the other.

“What is all this?”

“I’d like you to help me with a demonstration.”

“Oh, okay. What is it that you’ll be demonstrating.”

“Yes, we should discuss that. Let me get you a drink first.”

Don smiled. He was really starting to like this woman.

Sipping his bourbon and Coke, Don listened.

“You may not know it, but before I was a world famous writer,” she smiled ruefully, “I was a doctor. In fact it was being a doctor that led me into my present field. You see, I became aware of how small, and how great, the differences were between men and women. Do you see the differences?”

He leered at her, “Oh, yeah.”

She laughed, and if anything, she appreciated his attention.

Kim sat quietly next to him, and her mouth quirked at the edges with humor.

“The main thing that I’m concerned with, however, is what we call ‘systems transitioning.’

“Oh, okay.” He had no idea what she was talking about.

“Let me freshen that drink for you. In fact, would you like something a bit stronger?”

Being a man, out to impress, he blurted, “Sure.”

Leanne made a quick call, and two minutes later a woman showed up at the door with some Bacardi 151.

“Hard to get this anymore, the company discontinued it, presumably because they were always getting sued.” She held up the bottle and swirled it. It had been sampled, but there was plenty left.

She mixed it with Coke, which was the normal drink for mixing good rum, and handed it to him.

Don sipped, and his eyes opened up. He coughed. “Strong,” he murmured, his voice altered by the heat in his throat.

Leanne went to wine, and Kim sipped pure Coke.

For a half hour Leanne described the benefits of system transitioning. She used technical language, and Don kept nodding like he understood what she was talking about.

Finally, she pushed the paperwork towards him. “So that’s what it’s all about, Don. I would love it if you could help me in this project. You wouldn't have to do much, just experience some of the benefits, and…I think you’ll have fun.”

Don smiled. He would have jumped off a building for this babe. He noticed that the room was hot, and that she had loosened the top buttons on her blouse. She had pretty fine ta tas for an older woman. Her bulging breasts were round and sleek and sweaty.

He couldn’t help but look at them as he took the pen from her manicured hand.

She brushed her hand against his, and pursed her red lips in a smile.

Don was just drunk enough that he didn’t care that Kim was watching. He just signed his name.

Another drink, then Leanne had to go, and Don was left with Kim.

“That went well,” Kim said, taking the empty glasses to the sink.

“She’s nice,” blurted Don.

“Yes, she is,” agreed Kim, facing the sink, her back to Don.

Don swigged the last of the Bacardi, and he felt truly golden. Part of it was the rum, part of it was finally being appreciated. He was going to help a beautiful woman with her transitional systems things.

Kim came back to him. She took the glass from his hand and sat on his lap. His dick had been banging in the cage all night, and now it felt the closeness of pussy and it throbbed and thrashed all the harder.

“Wow,” mumbled Don.

She kissed him then. A deep kiss, no tease, just…interest passion.

He came up for breath and stared at her.

She leaned into him, hugged him. She mumbled into his neck. “Take off my clothes and get me off.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He undid her buttons, his drunk fingers fumbling, but still efficient.

She stood up and slithered out of her skirt.

She walked to the big king-sized bed and lay down. She looked at the ceiling, her legs spread, and waited for him.

He came to her, he knelt and began to make love to her.

She stopped him and pulled him up to her. She whispered, “Am I doing the right thing?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, thinking of the sex he was giving.

She looked him deeply in the eye and just…watched him. Gauged him, plumbed his depths, wondered at him.

Then she kissed him, and it was the juiciest, most tender and wonderful kiss in his life.

It was all of her, gobbling up all of him.

Then she said, “Show me.” She pushed his head down and he went to work.

The following day was Monday, the start of the convention. No more fiddling around and chatting, it was time to get to work.

The day started early for Don. Three young ladies, very bosomy and well made up, came for him. They ignored his inquiry about breakfast, and took him to a back room in the big convention hall.

There, they smeared Nair all over him.

“I have to lose all my hair?”

One of the girls chuckled. “You don’t have all that much.”

“Oh, well…” there wasn’t much he could say to that.

They wiped the Nair, and his hair, off, then used soft towels to wash his body.

He stood and enjoyed the feeling of warm soapy water, then cooler rinsing water.

They spent a lot of time focusing on his genitals, and he enjoyed that.

Heck, he was even starting to get over his red-faced embarrassment.

After he had been completely, except for the hair on his head, depilated, they took him to a small area just behind the stage in the big convention hall.

The hall was almost totally filled with women, and they were talking in a constant buzz.

Suddenly, Leanne appeared next to him.

“Hello, Don, are you ready?”

“Sure?”

“Excellent. The girls will help you get ready. Girls, take him to the curtained area.”

Don moved off, accompanied by the three good looking women, and Leanne stepped out onto the stage.

Don heard the roar of the crowd, but not much more. He was taken down a hallway, a curtain on one side, then through a slit in the curtain.

A narrow sort of bed was in the middle of the area. It was sort of like a gurney, but padded.

The girls helped him up and he lay on his back. It was quite comfortable, and they fastened straps over his arms and legs and over his midsection.

“You need to do this?”

“Leanne does very delicate work,” answered one of the girls, pulling a strap tight. “We want to make sure you don’t move and hurt yourself.”

He understood, but his understanding raised more questions. What was she going to be doing to him that he might move around? He had thought they were going to be going over this systems transition thing, but here he was, trussed up and unable to move.

“All right, open wide.”

The woman held a small leather mouthpiece over his face.

“What’s that for?” He didn’t open his mouth wide. He was starting to feel a bit nervous.

“We’re just testing it,” the girl reassured him.

“Oh.” Still nervous, he opened his mouth and she fit the mouthpiece into his mouth.

He couldn’t talk, and she fastened a strap around his head.

He could hear the mumble of Leanne talking over a speaker, but her words were indistinguishable. Still, the women in the audience chuckled and clapped.

But Don was feeling more and more nervous.

Then the curtain went up, the three girls stood in a row behind Don, and Leanne strode across the stage towards him.

At the back of the stage was a huge screen, and Don could see himself laying on the gurney thing. His eyes were wide as the picture went to close up.

“Hello, Don,” Leanne smiled to him.

“Ugh,” he said, unable to make any other sound.

She turned and faced the audience.

“Before we begin, I want to caution you to make sure you have all the paperwork.”

She lifted a sheaf of papers, the very papers that Don had signed the night before. “This will forestall any legal action in the event that your initial diagnosis, that the man was ready to be turned into a woman, was incorrect in any way.”

Don blinked. Man into a woman? What the fuck? Suddenly he knew what ‘systems transition’ was. The system of a man changed into the system of a woman!

He tried to make noises, but the mouthpiece kept his words in check.

He struggled, but he was fastened securely.

Leanne handed the paperwork to a woman, and the woman scurried away.

“Send the original paperwork to the corporate offices where they will be on file and ready for our lawyers.”

She turned to Don and smiled.

“Now then, Don. I will be speaking to you, but the microphone will relay my voice to the big screen. This way I can explain to the assembled Mistresses what I am doing and why.”

She turned to the audience again. “And you do have a rather thick booklet under your chairs so you can follow along. If you have a question write it on the 3 by 5 cards also under your chairs and pass it to one of the ladies in the aisle. Are you ready?”

A mighty wave of a cheer went up, and Leanne turned to Don.

Don’s eyes were wide open, showing a tremendous amount of white. His skin was sweaty, and his cock was actually not trying to break free.

“Okay,” said Leanne, picking up a scalpel, “When doing liposuction one must make the smallest cut possible. Skin is very stretchable, and the slit should just be large enough for the vacuum tube to…”

She slit, and she inserted, and Don watched the big screen. He didn’t feel the cut, but he felt the vacuum tube entering his flesh. He felt the weird vibration as she began sucking fat out of his belly, and his love handles, and any other place on his body that she chose.

He watched as the fatty material went up a see through, plastic tube and into a container.

He watched as his body with chubby parts became nothing but slender.

He watched as his body lost years of hamburgers and sloth.

Then, when she was done sucking all the fat out of him, she said, “Now we reverse the process. We’re going to insert his fat back into his body, but in the places we choose.

He watched in horror as she made little slits in his chest and began injecting the fat into the area around his chest. His chest swelled, and boobs appeared, and they grew bigger and bigger. Leanne continued her lecturing as she did this.

“The advantages of injecting fat, over, say, something like silicone, is that fat is a natural, organic material. The body will not reject it, or absorb it. These boobs are here to stay.”

After he had quite sizable boobs she worked on his hips.

“This will round out his hips. We will be administering hormone therapy afterwards, this will aid the transition.”

A member of the audience asked if the fat replacement procedure plus hormones wold make the hips or chest too big.

“Not at all,” smiled Leanne, moving the tube around Don’s hips. “In fact, one of the benefits of HRT is that it redistributes fat. This will just give the therapy something more to work with.

Done with the liposuction and fat replacement, Leanne stepped back and an assistant shut the machine down and took the vacuum tube from her.

Leanne strode to the center of the stage and sat on a stool chair. “I’m going to take a short break here to answer questions. While I do this the girls will help Don with his nails. Any questions?”

Hands rose in the audience.

While Leanne answered questions Don stared up at the screen. His body was totally different. His love handles were gone and his waist was waspish. His chest was large with tit. His bottom was well rounded. Leanne had maneuvered the fat replacement tube into his buttocks and he knew that his ass must be perfectly rounded.

Then he realized what the girls were doing.

Nails.

They were painting his toes, and putting fakes on his fingers and painting them.

He tried to talk, but now his throat was dry, and he couldn’t say a thing.

He tried to wiggle his fingers, but the girls held them firmly and did their work.

Then it was lunch time.

Don lay on the table, the big hall empty, and Kim approached him.

“How you doing, honey?”

He grunted at her.

“I’m sorry, I can’t take the mouthpiece out. They want it left in throughout the whole operation.

He glared at her.

She ignored his glare and reached down and touched his caged cock.

She sighed. “I really wish I could have fucked you one last time, but it just didn’t work out that way. Besides, you never were much of a man.”

He tried to talk, and she knew he was protesting.

“You really weren’t. You were just a horn-dog, always wanting to hump my legs. Don’t get me wrong, you were a good husband, but there’s more to being husband than a small cock and a big sex drive.”

She fondled his cage, and his cock started trying to wiggle out.

She smiled. “It is a lot of fun, your dick, but from here on out I will be availing myself of men with larger penises. And, don’t worry, when they get to your final conditioning you won’t mind. In fact, you might even want to partake of some of those big dicks yourself.”

Little tears ran down Don’s cheeks.

“Well, I see that women are returning from lunch, so I’d better get to my seat. I’ll see you afterwards. Okay, honey?”
He grunted, and she leaned down and kissed his cheek.

And darned if it didn’t look like there was a bit of moisture in her eyes.

“Ladies and..more ladies!” Leanne shouted to the audience, and the audience cheered.

“We are mid-transition with Don, and the next part of our procedure will be quite interesting.”

She walked over to where Ron lay. She gripped his cock cage and lifted it.

He groaned.

“This…this is the culprit, and this is what we must handle if we are to be successful in our transition of society.

“Take away a man’s penis and you change his psyche. He no longer invades, rapes, or otherwise abuses.

“BUT…if you take it away his sex drive is lowered precipitously. He loses the drive that makes him an asset to society.

“So…what is the solution?

“Societally, men must be transitioned, leaving only the alpha males, well endowed and sex drive intact. An Apha’s sex drive is so enormous we won’t have to suffer too many of them. One Alpha can satisfy hundreds of women, if he is managed correctly.

“So we are not concerned with the societal implications. We just want to consider how to remove the penis, and not reduce the drive, on Joe Normal.”

Leanne produced a syringe. “When following Hormone Replacement Therapy it is very important to choose the right ingredients. For instance, we can give the man a shot that will feminize him, but leave his cock big and hard. Many of you will want that for your husbands. You will have the soft, responsible female you always wanted, and yet he, or she, will be able to service you in the manner in which you wish.”

She produced another syringe. “Or, there is this other product, which will feminize him, and cause his penis to lose all potency. He will be limp. The glory of this method is that you can choose a time. You can make him limp—and this is called ‘chemical castration’—for three months, six months, nine months, or a year.”

The crowd buzzed and appreciated the information.

“In talking to Don’s wife she decided she would like him limp. She chose this option because his penis was a little small anyway, and she wanted to take advantage of the Alpha Male program.”

Leanne turned to Don and stuck the needle into his arm. She pressed the plunger, and Don felt a coolness invade his biceps.

Leanne took the needle out and turned once again to the crowd. “Don will be limp within fifteen minutes. Kim, would you come up and unlock him?”

Kim was in a front row seat, and she stepped up to the stage and crossed to where eLeann was operating. She took a key off here necklace and put it in the tiny lock in his chastity device. A quick turn and she removed the pieces of the device.

Leanne took the pieces of the chastity device, thanks Leanne, who returned to her seat, and turned to the audience. “Behold! No more use for such silly devices! The future is here!”

An assistant hurried across the stage and held out a trash receptacle. Leanne dropped the pieces of Don’s chastity belt into a trash receptacle, and the girl scurried away.

The audience buzzed, then broke out into cheers and an extended length of applause.

Don’s cock had bonered up as soon as the device was removed. It stood up from the center of his body, throbbing desperately.

Leanne took hold of it and stroked it gently. She accepted questions from the audience, but never stopped stroking.

At first Don thought he might be able to squirt. He wanted to squirt, but Leanne stroked him just slowly enough that he couldn’t get a head of steam up.

He tried to move his now fat hips up, but couldn’t. He tried to wiggle, but he couldn’t.

Leanne kept moving her hand up and down, and after a while she used the other hand to polish his knob.

Don was going crazy! He was horny to begin with, but now he was insane with the desire to squirt.

Then, slowly, his cock started weakening. It faded, started to bend, and at almost exactly fifteen minutes it was more than half limp. The end was a minute away.

The audience oohed an ahhed, and he went limp.

“There you go, ladies!”

The cheers rose to the roof.

Leanne smiled and gave half bow, then turned back to Don.

“We are, however, not done.”

The audience grew silent.

“First we are going to put his testicles back where they came from. This is a very simple procedure, only takes a few minutes.

She pushed his limp penis up towards his belly and raised the table slightly at the feet end so it wold stay pointed towards his face.

She then pushed his balls, one at a time, into his inguinal canal in the pubic area. She pulled the skin of his sacs tightly and stapled them. The balls now had no place to fall into.

Leanne deftly sliced the excess skin off and sutured the now tight skin together.

The audience was buzzing and giving little cheers.

Leanne held Don’s limp penis up. “Now comes the fun part.”

She simply pushed the head of the penis down into the penis. Because the tool was limp it went easily. His penis had only been three inches long in the limp stage. She collapsed it until it was an inch long, then began stitching, closing the shaft off so that it was only one inch long, and the penis head was still visible.

“There are drawbacks to this procedure,” Leanne explained. “In a year, unless we give him another shot, his penis will start acting up. That can cause all sorts of problems. However, we are working on this problem and anticipate a solution in the near future.

She stepped back and the big screen showed a close up of Don’s groin.

There was no maleness there. It was just a smooth area with a rather oversized clit.

“All right, I’m going to take questions now, while my wonderful assistants put the finishing touches on Don.”

Leanne moved to the stool in the center of the stage and her assistant’s clustered around Don.

They put make up on him. One of the girls took the gag out of his mouth and gave him a sip of water.

Don was overwhelmed, he didn’t try to protest, he was finally getting free.

They put on his foundation, worked on his eyes, and finally painted his lips.

His lips, which had become larger than they were from a series of botox shots.

Leanne finished talking with the audience, and the girls helped Don to his feet.

He was now female. His body was no longer male. He had no penis, he had boobs, his features had softened and become beautiful.

He stood and faced the audience, held up by the assistants, and Leanne yelled into the microphone: “BEHOLD! WOMANUS MAXIMUS!”

The audience, probably a thousand women, came to their feet and began cheering and clapping and stomping their high heels.

Don felt the rush of warmth from their appreciation and admiration. He felt it in his dickless groin, his once male heart, and in his abused psyche.

But then he realized that as a male he had never received such heartfelt appreciation.

A warm feeling began to glow from his heart, and he began to cry.

Maybe this wasn’t all that bad.


Epilogue

“You realize this is only the first stage, don’t you?”

Don and Kim were sitting on their bed, her holding him. What was left of him. Soothing him and reassuring him.

“After this you’re going to have to take courses in how to behave as a woman, you’re going to have to learn how to deal with men—you are an attractive young woman, you know—and you will have to learn how to multitask, apply your own make up, walk properly in high heels, and…oh, there’s thousands of things you have to learn.

Don was comfortable in her arms, he snuggled against her breasts, and she had one hand cupping one of his.

“And if you’re good, if you do well, then someday you might get your very own vagina.”

He looked up at her. “Really?”

“Of course, really. You saw what Leanne did to you, and that’s only the start. The operations will become simpler, the transition will be easier, and I will bet that within a couple of years they will be creating the first vaginas for Womanus Maximus. Not the simple rolls of fat plastic surgeons are doing now, but functional pussies, with G spots, and, who knows, maybe someday, in the future, the ability to have child.

Don sighed. He was already getting used to his new body, and he hadn’t even had it for twelve hours. And he didn’t miss that nagging boner that was always distracting him.

“One thing,” he asked.

“What’s that?”

“Can I get some clothes?”

She pushed him back and smiled at him. “You want to go shopping?”

He nodded, a little embarrassed, but that was okay.

She laughed. “Shopping. See? We’ve made a woman out of you already!”

END
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A Fistful of Love!

She opened herself to a lesbian…

and so did he!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

We live in strange times.

Every day I read about abusive relationships. I hear about women who have a bunch of children and then kick the man out and sue for child support and alimony.

And men that get violent with women.

There’s shows on TV about cheaters and philanderers.

Seems like every movie has violence between men and women, and…it’s got to stop!

Like Rodney said, “Can’t we all get along?”

This story is about people who get along, and when you’re done reading just ask yourself, isn’t it better to do what they did? As opposed to what you read in the news and see in the movies?

Isn’t it?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You simply won’t believe it!” Sarah was staring at her friend over a chicken salad. Her dangled her fork over the salad, but didn’t move it. The bits of chicken in the bowl weren’t even bothering to run away from the fork.

“Yeah? What won’t I believe?” Liz had placed her fork in the Northwest corner of a BLT. Her knife was poised to lop off a corner of the browned bread. The bread really didn’t care.

Sarah and Liz were both brunettes. Sarah was a little more tanned, and her boobs weren’t as big, but Liz’s boobs were so big that didn’t mean much.

Sarah’s eyes were brown, and Liz’s eyes were blue, the kind of blue that was pale and made any person she was talking to feel like lights were shining on them.

At the moment Sarah’s head was slightly tilted and her eyes were on her friend and her plump lips were curved in a smile.

“Fisting.”

Liz blinked. Her head untitled and her mouth reset without the curve. She left the fork protruding from the BLT and placed the knife next to the  plate. She put her hands in her lap and looked directly at her friend.

“Please tell me you didn’t just say ‘fisting.’”

The two women stared at each other and didn’t notice the buzz and bustle of the Charlie Coyote’s night club and eatery.

They were on the patio, and they could hear a truck driver yelling in the parking lot on the other side of the iron fence/wall. They couldn’t see the truck driver for the flowers embedded in the wall. They sure could har his cursing.

“I did say fisting.”

“Not fisting like…with a fist.”

“The whole fist. Four knuckles and a thumb, and a sensation that makes heaven jealous.”

“Up your…?”

“All the way.”

Another moment of staring, then Liz raised her hand and summoned Jose, the waiter.

“Jose, how about a couple of Margaritas?”

“Si, señorita beautiful.”

Jose thought all women were beautiful, or gorgeous, or just good looking. He was insincere in the most sincere way and the ladies loved it.

The men didn’t understand how successful Jose was at garnering tips.

The two women said nothing while they waited for Jose.

Liz was stunned, but Sarah was hiding a smirk.

Jose placed two large Margaritas in front of the ladies, assessed their attitude, and backed off.

Liz sipped a big glug, licked some of the salt off the cold lip of the glass, and said, “Whoo!”

Sarah laughed, showed her even, white teeth, and sipped from her own glass.

“Okay. So you were walking along the street and you saw this sign. “Fisting, ten bucks a finger. Enter here.”

Sarah laughed. “Nah. I was working out at the gym. Afterwards I picked up a smoothie at the fruit bar, and I struck up a conversation with Jennie Baldwin.”

“Jennie? The one with the boob job and the botox lips?”

Sarah laughed. “She swears she’s all natural.”

“And the Pope swears he didn’t have sex with a bear in the woods.”

They both chuckled at that one, the Sarah leaned forward.

“No, I got to talking with Jennie, and she told me that she was into some kinky things. Did you know she’s got locking rings on her pussy?”

“No!”

“I swear! She showed me!”

“With a padlock?”

“The smallest padlock you ever saw, but we were talking about fisting.”

“Oh, yes, silly me. Fisting.”

“So she was working with her yoga instructor, and the woman was trying to convince Jenny that she needed to do exercises for her snatch.”

“Of course she did, and we all do. We all need big, muscular snatches.”

“Oh, shut up. She was talking about things like kegels, but then they started talking about piercings, I think because Jenny has those rings in her snatch…”

“Yes?” Liz was getting interested. Sarah was entirely too serious to be just joking.

“Jenny is into not just locking up her rings, and therefore her pussy, but she uses those rings to lift weights.”

“Weights?”

“Just little ones. But she hooks them onto the rings and stretches her labia out.”

“What’s the point?” Liz was a little confused. “Is she trying to have a big pussy?”

“No! Well, yes. She says that men really love to see a big, juicy, moist extended vagina. And it doesn’t make her pussy loose or anything. She’s as tight as ever, and—“

“Wait. You’re saying tight in one sentence, and then fisting in the next. Doesn’t fisting make your pussy get all big?”

“You would think, but…no.”

“You’re going to have to prove that.” Then Liz realize what she had said. “Scratch that. No proof needed.”

Sarah snickered. “Listen to you. Freudian slips all over the place.”

“Go on, ignore that and tell me about this fisting thing.”

“Okay. Well…one thing led to another and Jenny invited me over to her place.”

“Wait a minute! Is she a lesbian?”

“Not really. I mean, she’s a bi, but…it isn’t all romantic with her. It’s just slap and tickle and laugh and joke and have a good time.”

“Have a good time, with her fist up inside you.”

Sarah watched Liz for a second, and Liz waited.

“Listen. I was like you right now. I laughed, I made fun of it, I called her a sicko lezbo.”

“You did.” Flat and even.

“Oh, yes. Then, somehow, we were liplocked, and she was rolling me over on the bed. Lord, that lady can kiss. Much better than a man. Men just mash their mouths down and suck the soul out of you. Jennie takes her time, teases you, and finally you want it worse than anything, and then—“

“Not about the kissing. Tell me about the fisting.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, but this is all so new to me. And the experience…whew!” She waved a hand at her face as if to cool herself off.

“Go on.”

“Yes, well, you have to be slow and gentle. You need plenty of lube. You have to have patience. At first she was just holding my legs up and using a finger, then two. She was hooking right into my G spot, and it was driving me crazy. I was getting wetter and wetter. Then three fingers. And sometimes she would just stop, keep her fingers in me, and we’d talk. She was cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but just sitting there, her fingers lodged inside me, it was making me hotter and hotter. I tell ya, no motion can be more sexual than pumping motion. But you have to do it right.”

“And she did it right.”

“She certainly did. She pressed her knuckles into me. Four knuckles, her thumb extended to the side. Like she was offering to shake hands, but inside me.

Then she pulled that thumb in and moved her hand around, and suddenly she was snaking her hand into me. Lord, it filled me up, it stopped my mind, and then she began to move.”

Now Liz was fixated. It was obvious that Sarah had gone through an intense experience, and it was electrifying to hear about it.

“How far did she put her hand into you?”

“An inch or two above the bone on the side of your wrist.”

“Does she have a big fist?”

“It’s big enough, but I see what you’re asking. No. It’s a female fist. Small and dainty. Make a fist.”

“Right here?”

Sarah giggled. “I’m not asking you to fist yourself, not at this table and in front of God and everybody, just make a fist and look at it.

Liz made a fist and looked at it. It was about the side of a baseball. It wasn’t hard like a baseball, and it had a combination of curves and corners, but…she suddenly got the idea of something that big sliding into her.

She gasped. She looked up.

“You felt it!” Laughed Sarah. Tell me you didn’t just feel that.”

Liz placed her hand on Sarah’s wrist. “I did. I swear…I did.”

“Now you know what I experienced, and all that is left is for you to experience it.”

Liz stared at her friend, and her mind was spinning.

Liz and Sarah pushed aside their lunches and concentrated on drinking. They spoke of various things, and sex, and stuff, and sex, and…sex. Finally, a couple of hours later they headed out. They hugged in the parking lot, air kissed, and went their separate way.

Liz got behind the wheel of her Acura and started the car up. She backed up carefully, and drove down the street carefully. She had had too much to drink, and she didn’t want to pull in a ticket.

It was a couple of minutes after three before she pulled into the driveway. She parked the car, looked at her hair in the rear view mirror, and got out of the car. She sauntered up the drive, one foot in front of the other, and listened to the powerful click, click of her heels.

She opened the door and yelled out, “Honey! I’m home!”

No answer.

She giggled and headed down the hallway. All the way home she had been thinking about what Sarah had told her. Thought about the feel of being penetrated by somebody’s hand. And was horny.

Hell, she was so wet she was afraid the car seat would be soaked when she got out.

And she intended to do something about it.

She entered the bedroom, a little loopy, and bent at the knees and opened her bottom dresser drawer.

There it was. A sleek six inches of tube. A jar of lube. Heaven in a vibrator.

She pulled her skirt up, then her panties down.

She stroked herself a couple of times, imagined something as big as a fist battering at her slit.

It made her shiver in ecstasy.

She grabbed the dildo, jabbed it into the lube, then smoothed the lobe over the surface, and then over her surface.

She jumped, twisted, and landed on the bed on her back. She wielded the dildo like a samurai wields a sword. She twisted and writhed and dug deep. She scoured her insides and groaned loudly, and it wasn’t long until the heat inside her had erupted…and subsided.

She lay back on the bed and sighed.

God, that had been good!

And she wondered about something bigger. The black dildo had been wonderful for years, but now she was thinking of something bigger.

Something that would open her up and send her to heaven.

She smiled, closed her eyes, and…slept.

“What the fuck?” Bob was standing next to the bed and laughing.

Liz raised her head and blinked . Her eyesight was bleary and she couldn’t figure out why her husband was laughing.

Then she got it.

She was sprawled on her back, her legs spread and a dildo laying between them. Her pussy was open and glistening.

“I come home expected to get dinner, and instead I get a word class view of the Grand Canyon.”

Blushing, Liz jerked upright, then groaned and held her head and laid back. She did, however, have the presence of mind to close her legs.

“What’s the matter, babe? A little too much liquid in your lunch?”

He stepped up to the bed and picked up the dildo. He jabbed it in the air like he was poking somebody with a knife.

Liz managed to sit up. Her head was pounding. “Lunch with Sarah.”

“Sarah. Ha! I might have known it. That girl is a bad influence on you.” But he was insincere and laughing.

“She was telling me about fisting.”

Suddenly Bob was silent. Then: “Fisting?”

Liz stood up, wavered, then made her staggering way to the bathroom. Bob followed her.

“And that got you so hot and bothered you just had to exercise yourself?”

“It did,” she nodded. Then she stepped into the shower. She was still wearing a bra so she unhooked it and tossed it over the shower door and into the sink.

Bob looked at the bra, wrung it out and hung it up on a towel bar. He waited, then suddenly blurted. “Fisting? Really?”

“Oh, God!” Liz groaned. She stood under the shower and let the cold water beat on her head. Slowly, slowly her headache waned.

Finally, she got out of the shower and toweled herself off.

Bob was thinking about fisting and penetration and the relative size of dicks and body parts, but he grinned when he took in her naked body.

She pushed past him, walking naked towards the kitchen.

He followed her.

She opened the door to the fridge and took out a cold Pepsi. She rolled the metal can across her forehead, then popped the top and sucked it down.

“Oh, yes,” she murmured, then she leaned her butt back against the counter and looked at Bob.

“Exciting, eh?”

“What? You being sick or fisting?”

“Hush!” She snorted.

“I do have to admit that it makes my boner bone up.”

“That’s something I always wondered,” she said, pulling on his shirt and guiding him to her. “Do boners really have bones in them?”

“Only the really big ones,” he answer, then his lips were pasted against hers and his hands were feeling her breasts.

She enjoyed it, immensely, for a few seconds, then she pushed him away. “I’m done for the day. Go find yourself somebody who feels like it.”

He laughed, and followed her as she headed back to the bedroom. He watched her ass sway, and that boner built up bigger and bigger in his pants.

She headed for her dresser and pulled out a fresh bra and panties. She put them on, then slipped into some shorts and a boy beater.

Bob’s dick was surging now. She might have had her jollies, but he wanted to get some of his own jollies.

He moved up behind her and nuzzled her.

“Un uh,” she whispered, smiling. She liked his attention, and she truly loved him, but she was done for the day.

He sat on the bed and watched her clean her dildo and put it away, pick up her dirty clothes, and just look gorgeous.

“What if I offered to fist you?”

She turned with a smile, a light in her eyes, then she turned away. “Nah. Not for me. I don’t want my hole so big your little dick would fall out of it.”

“It’s big dick, and I don’t think you have to worry about me driving down the street without touching either curb.”

She blinked, did the math in her head and compared the analogy, then grinned. “Ha. I know what you meant.”

He said, “Well, honey, you ay think you’re smarter than me, but I’m not the one denying something that I want so badly.”

She stared at him.

He was a lech, he liked to be dirty and tease, and there was a laugh in his voice. But what he said had touched her.

“I don’t want to be fisted so badly.”

On some intuitive level he had her. “Maybe,” he shrugged.

“You think I want to be fisted?”

“Oh I don’t know. Who can tell what a woman wants.”

“You’re just being mean because I don’t want to fuck.”

“Oh, I understand why you don’t want to fuck.”

“Oh? And why is that?” She challenged.

“Because you have become convinced that big is better, and even though I have always satisfied you with the length and girth of my big Willy, you’re comparing it in your mind to this.”

He held up a fist and his grin was about as wry as wry could be.

She stared at him, tried to undo what was happening in her mind. Finally, she said, “What wold you like for dinner?”

They ate hamburgers and fries.

She rolled the hamburger in a ball, mashing in salt and pepper, bits of onion and garlic. Then she flattened the meat and cut out circles with the open end of a glass.

He cut a potato in longwise strips. Then he kept the strips in a stack and turned them on the side and sliced them again. When he was done he had perfect fries, better than a restaurant’s, and perfectly seasoned.

She fried the hamburgers in butter, adding a couple of squares of cheese, then a criss cross of oven cooked bacon.

He cooked the fries in butter, turning them to get them perfectly brown on all sides.

A couple of Cokes, a couple of tins of store bought salad, and they were feasting.

And she couldn’t stop thinking about what Sarah had said at Charley Coyote’s, and what Bob had said before dinner.

She tried to put it out of here mind. She tried to forget it.

She didn’t want to be fisted. She didn’t want something that big opening her up, stretching her out. She didn’t want to have a big, loose pussy.

Bob could tell what she was thinking about, and he just kept his smile on the inside and enjoyed his dinner.

He knew, correctly, that she was her own worst enemy in this internal argument.

And, he was actually surprised at himself for encouraging the situation.

After all, there was this idea of his wife getting so stretched out that she was loose and sloppy. Did he want to rattle around in a big old vagina?

But there was also the intoxicating idea of watching his wife take a fist. Lord, she moaned and groaned when they made love. She held on and shuddered and shook, and her orgasms were big, wet ones.

How would she be if the ‘cock’ was twice as big?

The head of his peeny was like a ping ping ball. A fist would be like a baseball.

Could she take it?

Lord, just thinking about it his cock was hard and stiff. He could feel himself throbbing down there, and he actually found himself licking his lips.

And he thought: Okay. I’m a pervert. So what?

After dinner and an evening of TV and joking and having fun it was time to go to bed.

Liz normally slept in jammies.

Bob slept in the nude.

When Liz didn’t sleep in jammies it signified that she wanted some.

Bob always wanted some.

And though Liz had gotten herself off that very day, just over eight hours earlier, she went to bed naked.

Bob, of course, took note. He smiled on the inside. He knew all he talk of sex had stimulated her.

They had, when they were younger, meaning having just met, they had done it more than once a day. But that was a half a dozen years previous. They hadn’t had one of those love sessions in years.

But as soon as Bob slid under the covers and spooned up against his wife he knew those days were back.

Not from the way she pushed her butt back, nor from the way he rubbed his weenie in her crack.

It was the feeling in the air. It was the electric sensation on their bodies, the hair on their flesh standing up.

“Well, well,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck. Her hair was on his face and he loved that.

She kept pushing her buttocks back and moving to that his dingus slid up and down between her buns.

He reached around and cupped her breasts.

“Oh,” he exclaimed in mock protest, “These are too big! How will they ever fit into my mouth?”

She twisted around, faced him. “Grow a bigger mouth?”

He took her breast, as much as he could, into his mouth. He tickled her nipple with his tongue, then said, “This from the woman who told me I should shut up.”

“I also told you you have a big mouth,. Now I’m telling you to use it.”

He did, and shortly she was gasping and writhing and moaning.

Bob grinned and moved a hand down to her mound.

She started humping his hand, and he pressed his fist against her pussy.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I don’t want that?”

“You’re dying for it, and you know it.”

She was hot, but not that hot. She pushed him away. “No means no.”

“I know,” he laughed.

They lay there, facing each other, breathing in each others breath.

He said, “I want to try it.”

“No way.”

“Why not? Who better than me? Who else is going to listen to you and knows you and…who else?”

She was in a quandary. She did want it. But she was scared of it.

“And what if I turn into ‘loose lip Sally?’ She challenged.

“I doubt if that could happen.”

She made a pshaw sound of dismissal.

“If it could so many people wouldn’t do it.”

“And how do you know so many people do it?”

“I’ve seen a porn video or two in my time.”

She knew he watched porn. Heck, what man doesn’t? But…then she had an idea. “Show me.”

He paused, then said, “Okay.”

She slid out from under the covers and he followed her. Naked, they padded through the house and into the computer room. He pulled up the swivel and she sat next to him in a folding chair.

“Okay, I’ve never done a search, so…” He typed ‘fisting’ into the google search window, then laughed and pointed at a line at the top left of the page.

About 737,000,000 results (0.43 seconds)

Liz blurted, “Holy cow patty!”

“But that’s a BS result. That’s actually probably Google advertising, they want to impress you with how fast they are.”

He pulled up Amazon and typed into the search window.

“Better make that cow patty a double,” he quipped as he pointed to a line on the top left of the window

1-48 of 536 results

Suddenly Liz wasn’t breathing. “Scroll down.”

Bob scrolled and she inspected the results.

lubricant for…

books about…

Lessons for…

Black latex gloves that went all the way to the armpit…

But mostly books. Gay books, tranny books, lesbian books.

And straight arrow, middle of the road Joe Normal types of people.

And the variety, and yet sameness, was incredible.

‘Elbow Deep’

‘Both Hands In’

A series of books: ‘Fisted by the Farm Hand,’ ‘Fistedby His Fiancee,’ ‘Fisted Sister,’ and so on.

A pair of tee shirts saying:

Will Fist on the First Date!

And the real crusher:

Nothing says I Love You Quite Like Fisting!

Now Liz was silent. Her eyes flickered over the books, the ads, the…testimonials.

“Now I’ll admit,” said Bob, “These are people making money, but there have been over 5,000 reviews on this stuff called ‘J Lube.’ That’s a lot of reviews, especially considering that probably only three out of a hundred people bother leaving a review.”

He moved the cursor up to the corner to shut the computer off, but Liz blurted, “Show me a video.”

“You really want to see porn?”

“I want to see somebody getting fisted. If it happens to be porn…” she left the sentence unfinished.

He shrugged. “It wouldn’t be anything other than porn, and he typed ‘porn search’ into the google box. The screen showed:

About 2,600,000,000 results (0.27 seconds)

He laughed, and selected ‘PornMD.’

“A doctor for what ails you,” he joked.

A google type screen popped up, only one box in the center of the page.

He typed in fisting and…bingo.

Fisting Videos - 56,501 Results

They scrolled down the page, and it was eureka time.

Fingers, fists, feet.

Lesbian, gay…and there had to be a couple of ‘normals’ in there.

Women squirting, screaming in ecstasy, all colors and shapes.

And now Liz’s mouth opened and stayed open.

Bob clicked on a video.

Two women laughing. Buttering up each others junctions. Then, down to work.

Liz stared in shock as the women went crazy with the action of having somebody’s fist, forearm, right down to the elbow, entering them.

It was like somebody was punching into he sex organ of another, and the result was frantic sexual activity.

“Oh. My. God!” Liz whispered.

She reached past Bob and took over the mouse.

Bob, smiling, stood up, and Liz took over the pilot’s chair.

She watched dozens of videos, and as she watched she got wetter and wetter.

“There’s going to be a wet spot here when I’m done,” she said, at one point.

She looked around. Bob was gone.

She didn’t care. She turned back to the screen.

A moment later Bob was back, but she only knew it because he put a cold can of Coke on the desk for her.

She moused out of the porn pages and began searching the net itself.

The very first entry in Wiki said:

Fisting, handballing, fist-fucking, brachiovaginal, or brachioproctic insertion[1] is a sexual activity that involves inserting a hand into the vagina or rectum.[2] Once insertion is complete, the fingers are either clenched into a fist or kept straight. Fisting may be performed without a partner, but it is most often a partnered activity.

She looked up at Bob and mouthed, ‘Rectum?’

He lifted his shoulders.

She turned back to the screen. She across such datum as:

Attributed to gays

Dates back thousands of years

A club called ‘The Catacombs’ operated in Frisco in the 70s and 80s.

If the hand was held with the fingers pointing together it was called ‘the silent duck.’

Or there was just the straight ‘punch.’

And while fisting is not illegal, one can be charged with obscenity. An odd way of saying something is legal but illegal.

But, whatever, a lot of people were doing it.

They went to bed at four in the morning.

Went to bed and made slow, gentle love.

Now Bob didn’t poke at her pussy with his knuckles. He knew she was thinking about it, and wanted to think some more. He wisely held back, loved her with his lips and fingers, then finally his penis.

Liz had never felt so hot. All those pictures of women—and men, men liked it up the anus!—and she was voracious.

She felt his penis inside her, and imagined it as something big and brutal.

Not that she wanted brutal, quite the contrary, but there was just a roughness associated with the idea of a fist that…she imagined it.

Afterwards, he slept. He hadn’t even squirted. He had left that up to her; this was her night of nights.

She had squirted, and the orgasm had been monumental! Her eyes had rolled and her toes had curled and the world had felt like it was coming to an end.

Her whole body locked up, every muscle tight and straining. She should have been tired from that alone.

But, muscular exertion notwithstanding, in spite of the late hour and the long day, she lay awake. Her eyes open and staring at the ceiling.

Fisting. Another way of making love. As the tee shirt said: ‘Nothing says I love you…’

She had just had the orgasm of her life, but her gut was clenched, knotted, and this with desire.

She looked at Bob, slumbering peacefully, and she, for the first time, understood a male’s horniness.

She had a driving force pushing her.

She turned to Bob and shook him awake.

“Wha…wha…is everything…what the…”

“Bob,” she whispered into his ear.

He didn’t talk. Now he was totally awake. He remembered the night before. Heck, his dick was still stiff from having not cum.

“What?”

“I’ll do it, but I don’t want to do it with you?”

“Oh?” Inherent in that one word was the thought, Why not?

“I’ll do it, but with that woman, or maybe Sarah. They have smaller hands. Then I’ll let you know if I want to do it with you.”

Bob was caught. Hoist on his own petard, whatever that was. He had encouraged this, even made it happen, and now it would happen, but not with him.

And, in addition, his wife was going to be sharing her pussy with somebody else. Outside of the marriage bed.

Was that cheating?

Not if he knew it. Not if he gave permission. Then it was just called ‘hotwife-ing,’ or something.

He knew Sarah. He didn’t know this other woman. But did that matter?

He really was conflicted, and for a minute he said nothing. Then, like a dog struggling to squeeze through a hole in a fence, he grudgingly gave in.

“Okay.”

Liz kissed him, dropped his dong, and giggled. “And I’m not going to let you know when. It will be up to you to figure it, and you’ll figure it out just from fucking me, from feeling whether my hole has suddenly grown bigger.

Bob stared at her in the darkness. The dawn wasn’t far away and there was a hint of light in the sky, but not in their bedroom.

“All right, honey. Go back to sleep.”

She rolled over and slept.

Bob turned back to his side and stared at the wall.

His wife was going to fuck somebody else. Not in the traditional manner, but…still.

And he had pushed her into it.

Now she slept, her eyes closed happily, and he lay awake.


Part Two

Three days later, nervous days with much apprehension and wondering, Liz was sitting with Sarah at Charley Coyote’s. Same lunches, BLT and a chicken salad, but this time the conversation was more direct, less joking.

“Tell me about fisting.”

Sarah studied her friend, then tentatively said, “Sounds like you already know what you want to know…sounds like you want to find out.”

Liz gulped.

Sarah grinned, it just burst out of her. “You’re going to really love this.”

“How do I do it.”

“So, first question…why not Bob?”

“I’m not sure, a dozen reasons come to mind, but I think it’s a weird thing where I’m afraid Bob might not like me once we do this. Add to that the idea that he hasn’t done anything like this, I would rather have somebody who is experienced for my first time.”

Sarah nodded, and waved for drinks. “I understand. So let’s have a drink and talk about it.”

Jose brought the drinks over, flirted shamelessly, and left.

The girls sipped and Sarah asked, “So who did you have in mind, if not Bob?”

“The only two people I know who know anything about this is this Jenny person and you.”

Liz tried to make her words even and without emphasis, but she failed.

Sarah sat back and pursed her lips and thought.

She picked up on the emphasis on her own name.

“You know we’ve been friends for ages.”

“Long time. Since college. You were my first drinking buddy.”

“You don’t want to ruin your relationship with Bob, but what about our relationship.”

“I thought about that, and it has been in my mind. But the alternative is Jenny, and I don’t even know her.”

Sarah nodded, sipped, and folded her arms under her chest. In that moment Liz felt a shot of lust shoot through her loins.

“I could do it, and I actually want to do it. But if we start kissing and making out, if we actually fuck each other, like a man would fuck us with a dick, but with a fist instead of a dick…that could easily change things between us.”

“I don’t want to be a lesbian,” blurted Liz.

“Nor I, but am I? I’ve already made love to a woman. Am I a lesbian now?”

They were both silent at that question.

Suddenly Sarah picked up her cell and poked a number. She waited while it rang, the cell next to her ear.

“Hello?” The voice came to Liz as a faint and tinny thing. She couldn’t hear it most of the time, but she picked up enough to follow the conversation.

Sarah explained about Liz’s situation and asked for advice.

Jenny didn’t hesitate. “Look, I’m willing. I love virgins. There is just something so pure about blowing somebody’s mind and changing their life. But the fact of the matter is that this is an activity that requires absolute and total trust. If your girl has doubts, before she’s even met me, she should probably go with you.”

“What about ruining our relationship?” blurted Liz.

Jenny heard the remark and she chuckled. “Hi, Liz. Good to meet you. And in answer to your question, how can you ruin something with love?”

That brought around a silence and realization.

“But, let me know. I’m willing to meet you in the flesh whatever your decision.”

A moment later Sarah hung up and put her phone in her purse.

The two friends stared at each other.

“We should probably just think about this and—“

“No.”

Sarah arched her eyebrows in question.

“I’m brave now. I might not be later.”

“So when do you want to do this?”

“Right now.”

Again, a. Long moment of silence. Then Sarah waved to Jose. “Check.”

Sarah lived in an apartment in Brentwood. OJ town. She parked her car under the eves and the two women walked into her apartment.

It was a cozy place. Not being married she had spent her money on nice furniture, good drapes, and expensive booze.

“You ever had Colonel E.H. Taylor Single Barrel Kentucky Straight Bourbon?”

“Say who?”

Sarah laughed and took a bottle down from atop the fridge. It was an impressive bottle with the signature of E. H. Taylor sideways on the label.

She poured a couple of drops into a couple of shot glasses.

“Try it. If you like it we’ll have some. If not then I don’t want to waste it on your uneducated tongue.

Liz sipped the little bit of bourbon. The instant taste was sweet and sort of buttery, then she perceived what tasted like orange, then the liquid hit her throat and she gasped. “Oh, fuck!”

“‘Nuff said,” giggled Sarah. She filled the little shot glass. “This should get a very pleasant buzz going.

The girls sipped delicately, and by the time Liz had finished her glass she was licking the insides with her tongue.

“Oh. My. God!”

Sarah smiled. She poured another couple of shots, then snagged Liz’s arms and walked her back to the bedroom.

Like the rest of the house, the bedroom was tastefully furnished and quite pleasant.

“Sit on the bed, I’ll get out the toys and we can talk about this.”

Liz sat, and Sarah laid out a selection of dildos. Big ones, small ones, twisty ones, crooked ones. Ones with vibrators in the tips, big balls to squeeze, and one looked like an actual horse’s dong. But it was bigger.

“What is that one?” Liz pointed at the giant.

“It’s called the ‘Bigfoot.’ I wouldn't suggest trying it out first time.”

“I’ve had a vibrator before.”

Sarah grunted. “There’s a difference between eating a slice of watermelon, and eating the whole thing. Why don’t you strip down and let’s get comfortable.”

Sarah led the way, taking off her skirt and blouse. She looked stunning in her nylons and skimpy undies and bra. Her nipples were quite rigid.

Liz began to follow suit.

Sarah left the room and came back with two glasses. “This is about the same amount of bourbon, but it’s cheap, and it’s mixed with Coke. You’re high now, right?”

Liz nodded. She suddenly realized that she was blushing.

“This will keep you going. If we drank more of the Taylor stuff we’d get bombed, and that’s not what that whiskey is for. It’s sipping whiskey. This cheap shit is for guzzling.”

“But we’re not going to guzzle.”

“Lord, no. We want to be happy, joyful, and able to enjoy the next couple of hours.

Liz was down to her underwear now. She had been wearing shorts without nylons, but her legs, even without nylons, were every bit as sexy as Sarah’s.

Sarah climbed onto he bed, tossed a couple of pillows around, and sat cross legged at the top of the bed.

“Climb aboard, matey,” she giggled.

Liz sat on the end of the bed. They were both sitting cross legged, their boobs protruding.

“Get closer,” Sarah edged down the bed, and Liz slid upward.

Soon they were about a foot apart, very crazy, on the edge of intimacy, and that intimacy would grow with whispers and bourbon.

“So, you’re about to have my fist up your little tinkle, and I’m going to wear a baseball glove.”

They laughed, and Liz said, “No, you’re not.”

“No, I am. I used to use latex, but now I need to protect my delicate hands from your big, rough, tough pussy.”

Laughing, sipping, they joked, and somewhere in the joking Sarah leaned forward.

Liz stared at her friend. Push had come to shove. It was time to put up or shut up.

Liz leaned forward and their lips brushed in the most delicate manner.

Then they both leaned back.

“Whoo,” whispered Liz, “that’s…intense.”

“Men mash, women hold back, draw you in, force you to commit.”

“You sound like you’ve been kissing a lot of women. Is there something I should know?”

“Only Jenny. Three times.”

“You’ve been with her three times?”

“Yep. But we’re not lovers, even though we love. We’re more like booty call buddies. It could end tomorrow and I could say good by without hurt feelings.

Liz found herself leaning forward.

Sarah leaned forward.

Now their lips were two inches apart. They were breathing into each other. It was intense, and Liz was feeling horny.

Sarah smiled. “Be careful, you might like it.”

Liz put her hand behind Sarah’s head and slowly pulled her closer.

And closer.

Again, their lips met. Liz could taste lipstick, and it was a surprise. It was sexy, and she knew she should always wear lipstick for Bob.

Bob.

She was kissing a woman and Bob was still in her thoughts.

In a way, she was glad. He was here anchor, her ballast. He would keep her from falling overboard.

Then she felt Sarah cupping her breasts, her thumbs rubbing her nipples, and the groan that erupted in the room was from her.

She felt Sarah’s breasts. She was dazed with lust now, and kissing harder.

Sarah leaned back. “Take off your panties.”

Sarah wiggled around, took off her panties, and resumed her cross legged position.

Liz took off her panties, then went back to her crossed legs.

They kissed again, taking their time, exploring the moment, exploring each other, then Liz felt Sarah’s hand slithering along her thigh.

For a moment she wanted to slam her thighs shut, but that moment was easily passed, and she felt a finger penetrate her.

A finger other than Bob’s.

For a minute They were connect by lips to lips, hand to boob, fingers to hole, then Sarah leaned back.

“I’m going to use a toy on you first. I’m going to warm you up. Are you ready?”

Liz couldn’t breath. She was almost swooning, but she managed to nod.

And Sarah moved in.

At three o’clock that afternoon Liz called an Uber.

Sarah was sleeping in the bed. She was exhausted. And a little drunk. And satisfied.

And Liz was…almost satisfied.

She had never felt anything like what she had just experienced. She had been right to go with her friend for her initial attempt at fisting. Sarah didn’t have big hands, and they were comfortable together, and they weren’t going to ruin their friendship.

But…almost satisfied. She had cum, harder than she had ever cum in her life. But she missed Bob. She couldn’t stop thinking about him. This was something she wanted to share with him.

She wished for more.

She stepped out of the Uber at three fifteen and walked up to the front door and in to the house.

And she smiled.

She wasn’t going to tell Bob. She had told him she wasn’t, and that he would have to figure out for himself whether she had gone ahead with her sexual adventuring.

She headed for the bathroom, stripped and hopped into the shower. She washed the smell of incredible, wild sex off her body, and she paid attention to her vagina.

She felt her mons, holding the entrance to her pleasure in her hand. It felt the same.

She fingered herself briefly.

It felt sort of the same.

But how much was her imagination? And how much was real?

She had been opened up, taken something much bigger than a cock inside her, did she just think she was bigger down there?

Or was she?

But, as she felt herself and attempts to analyze her anatomy, she thought she wasn’t bigger so much as just different.

It was like her skin had been stretched, on the inside, as it were. And it was more sensitive now.

And she was horny. Lord, she wanted more!

But she was determined not to act horny around Bob. She wanted to give her pussy a couple of days to ‘heal,’ then fuck him.

So she had to act normal, and not horny, even though everything wasn’t normal, and she was horny.

She grunted, dried herself off, dried her hair, and tried to make herself look…normal.

Bob arrived home at six o’clock. Liz was cooking dinner. She smiled, kissed him, and gave subtle signs that she didn’t want sex. Even though she did.

The night passed, and she was bursting with the desire to tell him, to share her incredible, mind blowing experience.

Somehow, God knows how, she managed to control herself.

The next day passed, and she was even hornier! Her pussy was literally burning with the desire to throw him down and ride him to a fare thee well.

And, somehow…she again controlled herself.

But she felt so hot she was afraid her pussy was steaming!

And, the day of reckoning.

“Hey, honey, what’s happening?”

She was wearing a blouse and no bra.

He was tired from a long day at work, but one look at her bare breasts under thin material and he was raring to go.

She took him by the hand and walked him down the hallway.

“Do you think you can satisfy me? Little man?”

He laughed. “Little? Ha! You’re making me big enough to satisfy a moose!”

“Oh, I could just see you, your dick where it shouldn’t be, holding on to a moose’s antlers and humping and pumping…”

They entered the bedroom and she turned around and ripped his shirt off. Buttons popped out across the room.

“Hey! That was my shirt!”

She grabbed for his pants, but he grabbed first. “I don’t want you breaking this zipper!”

“Then you better hurry up.”

He slipped out of his pants quickly, and she was on her knees.

Then she was up and pushing him back. Thirty seconds of sucking dick for foreplay, then just hopping on him. It wasn’t much for foreplay, but it was enough for a man.

She sat on him and he stared up at her amazing breasts.

She ground down on him, and he held her hips and groaned with pleasure.

Then she went wild.

Afterwards, they lay on the bed.

“How was it?” She asked.

“Lady,” he muttered, “what the hell got into you?”

“I just saw a sexy man and decided to rape him.”

“Well, you did good.”

“Was I tight and juicy?” She asked, playing with his balls.

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned. “You were…” he looked last her and stunned expression crossed his face.

“You didn’t!”

“I did. You could you feel a difference?”

He was honest. “Yes.”

She sat up and turned to him. “What? No! You acted normal! I was normal! You can’t say I was bigger!”

“I wasn’t going to say bigger. For one, you were so moist I couldn’t believe it. I slipped right in. But, two…you were, how do I say it, more ‘agile’ in there.”

“Agile?”

“Like your pussy was better at moving. Does that make sense?”

“Well, sorta, but not really.”

“When I put my dick in you there is a certain path that is well defined. Now the path was moving, shifting, curving. It was adapting better to me.”

“That is…interesting.”

He was on his elbow now, looking down at her. He cupped her breasts and twiddled her nipples.

“Oh, God. I’ll give you an hour to stop that.”

“Still horny?”

“Absolutely.”

“Are you going to do it again?”

Liz stared at him.

She thought.

He was silent and waiting.

“Do you think I should?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Maybe.”

Maybe meant yes. She knew it.

She turned to him, was on her elbow, and they faced each other, their faces inches apart. “Does it make you horny?”

He countered with, “How horny were you with…which woman was it?”

“Does it matter?”

“I don’t know. I guess not.”

“Sarah.”

“Are you horny now?”

She was.

And he was, too. His rigid tool proved it.

Yet she held back.

“I feel like if I do it again I’ll be a lesbian.”

“You don’t look like a lesbian.”

“Maybe I’m bi.”

“Maybe.” He was playing with her nipples.

She said, “What if I want to to it with other girls?”

“So do it,” he lowered his head and sucked her nipple. It was big, turgid, filled with blood and desire.

“Maybe I will.”

“Are you going to get fisted if you do it with another girl?”

“Yes,” she answered. No hesitation.

“Are you going to keep loving me?”

“Oh, honey!” She threw her arms around him and hugged him so hard he couldn’t have pried her loose if he wanted to.

She kissed him and kissed him. She reached down and felt him. She pulled him on top of her.

“Do me.” Her eyes were frantic with desire.

“I probably won’t be able to cum.”

She laughed. Who cares. Heck, I like you horny. The more horny you are the more women I can fuck.”

“Get to fist you.”

“Fuck, yeah!”

And they fell to their desires.

They were done for the second time in an hour. He had actually managed to squirt a measly bit of semen. Not much, just a drizzle, but he had experienced orgasm, and he was effectively drained.

They lay on their backs, breathing hard, and she whispered, “I wish you could feel it.”

“What?”

She looked at him. “Fisting.”

He smiled. “I’d be scared.”

Then she attacked him again. She was still horny, and he couldn’t get it up, so she had him use his fist.

The days passed, a week passed.

Liz went out. She met with Sarah and they did each other.

They felt close, but not too close.

They were still friends; they hadn’t hurt their relationship.

Another week passed, and on Tuesday Liz and Sarah had lunch, and got together.

Then, on Thursday, Sarah brought Jenny to Charley Coyote’s.

And Jenny went home with Liz.

This was the first time that Liz had fucked a woman in her marriage bed.

It didn’t bother her.

Bob and she were talking about her liaisons every day they happened. He asked questions. He loved her, sometimes twice. They were happy as they had ever been.

The next week, on Friday, Liz invited the girls over for dinner.

Bob was a bit overwhelmed. It was like he was being feted by his wife’s lovers.

They sipped bourbon and Coke, they ate small steaks and salads, and Bob tried to keep up with the rapid fire chatter between the girls.

He was not put off; he wanted to meet them. But he was a bit nervous.

Bourbon, however, cures nervousness, and Bob found himself coming out of the slight wheel he had built around himself.

“So, Bob,” Jenny turned to him. “I understand you know all about your wife’s lesbian tendencies.”

“Tendencies?”

Jenny tilted her head and waited.

Bob couldn’t hide from it. His wife was acting like a lesbian. And it was almost like she was flowering.

“As long as our relationship is secure, and I feel it is.” He shrugged.

Jenny moved closer to him. She placed her hand on his thigh and danced her fingers around. “Have you ever made love to a lesbian?”

“Uh…doesn’t that fall outside the lesbian book of rules? Making love to a man?”

“Nah. Women can love who they want. Women are built for love.”

“Well, then, if Liz is a lesbian then I guess I can say I have.”

This actually made Liz blink a bit. She hadn’t considered herself a lez, but…maybe she was.

But as long as she had her relationship intact with her husband’s what did it matter?

But Jenny, a little drunk, as were all of them, kept going. “Have you ever had a lesbian make love to you?”

“Well, my wife…”

“No, no. I mean…lesbians don’t have dicks. So have you ever experienced love the way we do it?”

“I fisted Liz,” he admitted.

Jenny laughed. “No, no. I mean…have you ever been fisted?”

“What?” His voice squeaked. “Been…had a woman put her…no!”

He seemed a bit peeved by the question, but Jenny had her sights on him now, and she was seeing right through him.

“You should.”

“I can’t. I don’t have a pussy.”

“You’ve got a man pussy,” she suggested, a combination of wry and innocent.

He stared at her.

Sarah piped up. “There’s lot of guys who like it up the chute.”

“I’m not gay.”

“Who said you are? We’re talking about anal sex, not a change of lifestyle.”

“This is ridiculous,” he blurted. “I’m not going to—“ he stopped in surprise. Jenny had grabbed his penis.

“Let go.”

Jenny asked Liz. “I’m holding the better part of your hubby. Should I let go?”

“Are you kidding? Hold on for all you can.”

“What kind of a lesbian are you?” He asked, trying to assume a bit of outrage.

“The kind that loves men and women. And right now I’d like to make love to you.”

“I’m sorry. I’m married.”

He wiggled, was going to try and get here hand off him, then Sarah moved up the other side of him. She reached into his shirt and began rubbing his nipples.

“I bet you say that to all the girls,” Jenny chuckled.

“He does,” agreed Sarah, leaning forward and placing her mouth on his nipple.

Bob jerked, but he was caught. Jenny was squeezing him tightly, no way to loosen her grip. And Sarah was sucking his nipple hard. He couldn’t’ get his hands in to push her away.

“Hey, honey?” Liz was watching him, a twisted grin on her lips. “We’ve been talking about this all week. I go out a couple of times a week and I get my rocks off. You sit at home and want to get off on my experiences. Maybe it’s time you had your own experiences.

“But…but…”

Jenny and Sarah were climbing on him, molesting him. Jenny managed to kiss him a good one before he could loosen his lips from hers.

“Now, Bob,” she said, stroking him. “We know you know all about fisting. And we know that you know that a man can be fisted. Heck, they are the original fisters. And now we want you to join the club.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

There hands were all over him. He tried to stand up, but they held him down and kept kissing him, grabbing him, teasing him.

“You can’t say no, Bobby.”

Liz stood up and walked around behind his chair.

He struggled, then she pulled the back of his chair and the chair tilted over.

The girls went with him, lowered him tot he ground, and now he had three beauties to contend with.

“Hey…” he said, gulping for air but going down for the third time.

“Kisses, groping hands, and his clothes were starting to disappear.

Finally he was naked, and his wife was kneeling above his head, kissing him passionately. She stopped and said, “It’s time, Bob. It’s time for you to join the club.”

He stared other, he withheld moans as the other two women worked his body over.

She said, “I want you to do this. I want you to try this.”

“But why?”

“For me.”

By now he had stopped struggling, and the girls helped him up. They walked him through the house and into the bedroom.

“Who do you want?” whispered Liz.

“You.”

“Can’t have me. Which of my friends do you want?”

It was a tough choice, but Jenny managed to snag the invite.

She lay on the bed and Bob crawled over her.

Actually, his balls were gripped and he was pulled over her.

He was pulled downwards and guided, and then he was in.

“God! I—HEY!”.

He felt a finger in his pucker. He turned his head to look over his shoulder, but Jenny grabbed his face and kissed him.

He was caught.

His wife grabbed his buns and lifted and lowered, Jenny was spread beneath him, and Sarah was fingering him.

“Wha…wha…”

But Bob was captured, and he was giving in. It felt too good not to.

He squirmed, bringing squeals of delight from Jenny, when his bunghole was lubricated. The fingers going round and round inside him, he thought he might not make it.

“I’m going to cum!”

“No you don’t!” Jenny grabbed him and squeezed.

More fingers.

More kisses.

More lube.

And it now felt too good to protest.

He felt his wife’s vibrator being used.

He felt his rear expand to take it, then he felt more than fingers.

More…more…and…

“OH! FUCK!”

He was reamed and spewing all at the same time.

An hour later the four people were laying on the bed, arms and legs entwined. Penis being stroked. Holes being fingered.

“What do you think, Bob?” asked Liz. “Are you a lesbian now?”

He smiled, gave a groan as a couple of digits played with him.

“If I’m not…I should be.”

And they all laughed.

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

The Feminization Games


Feminized by a Dominatrix!

Spanking and feminization,

and he thought he could take it!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I like feminization. That’s my bag.

But…feminization in the hands of a dominatrix becomes just one more tool to use.

Along with spanking, chastity, and all sorts of other things.

But, here’s the thing, why pay money for something any woman can deliver?

It just takes a little attention to detail, figuring out the methods and procedures and applying them correctly.

It’s simple.

I really don’t understand why more women aren’t into such things as feminization, spanking, and so on.

Those things, and you can believe me on this, keep a man under control.

Without those things a man will wander.

Make him wear panties and a bra and he’ll never get undressed around another woman.

Give him a little spanking every couple of weeks and he will be totally devoted to you.

So…why not?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It was the party to end all parties.

Oddly, it didn’t start out as a party.

It started as two couples meeting for beers at the Crow’s Nest.

The Crow’s Nest was a local sports bar. Twenty TVs running golf, football, soccer, anything and everything having to do with sports.

But it wasn’t just a watering hole for sports fanatics. It served the thickest, juiciest hamburgers around, French Fries and onion rings, steak sandwiches, and other tasty viands.

There was also a couple of pool tables, a card game in the back, and hotties with hooters bigger than the hooters at Hooters.

Friendly girls with big eyes and bigger body parts.

Smiling girls that were well protected by the regulars at the bar.

Add to that a rocking list of tunes, a little square in the middle of the floor for maybe a dozen dancers, and…you get the idea.

So on a Friday afternoon, work over, Bob and Janice and Tim and Laura sauntered in. They plopped down at a corner table, ordered a couple of pitchers, and the party was begun.

Sandy, the waitress, handled the table and they kept a small shot glass there for her to sip from when management wasn’t looking. Not that Rob the Knob would have carried. If he had seen he would have come over and stolen her bit of elicit beer.

The tune playing over the TV was ‘Hit me with your Best Shot.’ Pat the Benatar wailing away, challenging in the most sexual way.

Well you're the real tough cookie with a long history

Of breaking little hearts like the one in me…

Bob and Janice got up to dance a bit, and Tim and Laura watched their friends.

Somebody yelled that Connor McGregor was a pussy.

Tim whispered to Laura. “Man you ever noticed how stacked Janice is?”

Laura gave a mock sigh. “You horn dog.”

“I’m just sayin’…”

Tim was a slender fellow. Quite strong and flexible and wore his hair long. Laura was just as slender, but with her boobs she might have outweighed him by a few ounces.

“The trouble is you look at every girl in that same way.”

“What way?”

“Googly eyes. Wanna fuck eyes.”

“Baby, I’m true to you!”

“Only because you know I’d twist your weenie off if you stepped out on me.”

She giggled and slipped a hand onto his crotch.

He ‘yipped,’ and took a big glug of beer.

On the floor the music shifted into a slow ballad and Bob took Janice in his arms.

Bob was bigger than Tim. He was muscular, had a bristly, little mustache, and a smile that curved up at the slightest provocation.

Janice, like Laura, had large breasts, but she was larger in other ways, too. Her bottom was round and inviting. Her eyes were baby blue under blonde bangs. Her lips were plump and shaped in the classic M shape.

“What do you think Tim and Laura are talking about?”

“Oh, Tim is talking sex and Laura is teasing him.”

Bob laughed. “You know them well.”

“It’s their game.”

“And not a bad game, missy.”

She looked up at him, ground her hips into his groin, and grinned. “Not bad at all.”

At that moment a striking woman in black coat entered the bar. She was wearing the highest heels, had the curviest calves under the hem of her coat, and her legs went all he way up. Her rotund bottom was visible through the shape of the coat and her thin waist led up to boobs that would were easily the best breasts in the place.

In a lot of places.

In a lot of places in a lot of towns.

Every eye in the place took note, and it even sounded like the announcers on the TV faded just a wee bit.

She walked to the bar, her long black, shiny hair tied in a pony tail that reach to the small of her black.

“Beer,” she said, slapping a ten on the bar.

Bob the Knob stopped counting pennies and came out of the back room and gazed at her. Gazed like taking a picture and immortalizing it in the bank vault of his cranium.

Benny Johnson, notorious drunk and womanizer started moving down the bar towards her.

She picked up on him before her mug arrived, and she turned and pointed a long, red tipped fingernail at him and shook her head.

Benny Johnson, the man who never backed down, slunk back to his stool.

Her beer arrived and she sipped from it with the reddest lips this side of a sun burned cherry.

She turned and gazed over the bar.

She took in the peanut barrel. She looked at the high table with high stools in the corner near the door. She estimated the twenty or so guys and gals with a glance, taking them apart and putting them back together with a glance so knowing it saw their IQs.

And she noted the table in the corner.

She smiled a thin smile, picked up her beer and sashayed over to the table.

Bob and Janice were just sitting down, Bob first, Janice on the end.

The woman arrived and asked, “May I please sit down?”

Both girls blinked, but before they could voice any object Bob and Tim were smiling and saying, “Sure?”

The woman slid onto the padded bench, took a sip, and placed her beer in front of her.

“Thanks,” she said to the girls, though they both looked a little discomfited. “I need a place where the guys aren’t going to hit on me, and you guys looked solid. Is it okay if I stay for a beer or two?”

The girls looked at each other, then seemed to come to one of those weird female conclusions.

“Sure.”

The woman sighed, smiled a small smile, and said, “I’m Roxanne. People call me Roxie. And you are?”

Each person said their name around the table, and Roxanne repeated the names. “I’ll try not to call you by the wrong names, but I make no guarantee.”

Bob and Tim were trying to act nonchalant, but were failing miserably. It was in their eyes. They were looking on their girlfriends and grinning stupidly, and their real attention was on the gleam of bulging breast, the shadow of nipple through the dark dress, the pale blue of Roxanne’s almond-shaped eyes.

“So what do you do, Roxie?” asked Janice.

“Oh, a bit of dancing. Just enough to make a living. She smiled, sipped, and raised a hand for Sandy to bring another pitcher. She had a twenty on the end of the table before the pitcher arrived and said, “I’ll buy. I’ve got too much money.” She grunted a small smile, and the smile was sincere.

“What do you guys do?”

Laura did the rounds. “Bob manages a warehouse, Tim’s a salesman, Janice and I run a beauty salon downtown.”

“Pass me a card. I’ll send business your way.”

A card was passed, and Roxanne tucked it into a little pouch attached to the shiny, black belt surround her thin waist.

The boys were speechless during this. They wanted to talk, but neither of them knew what to say to break the ice, especially with their girlfriends present.

Laura was chuckling, looking at how the boys were trying to hide their intense fascination, to not stare at the newcomer’s large breasts, to figure out something to say. She had been nervous when Roxie showed up, her being such a raving beauty, but now she liked it. She liked seeing the boys cowed.

“Where do you dance?” asked Janice.

“Oh, a couple of places. Not around here.”

Laura put forth a direct question: “Are you an exotic dancer?”

For a long moment Roxie stared into her beer. She thought about leaving, but she had a good feel for these couples. Besides, she was out to have a little fun, and what did it matter if they knew?

“Well, in the interests of truth, I used to dance. I’m a consultant these days.”

The girls were sensing something, and they kept focused, but it was Tim who blurted, “What kind of consulting do you do?”

He thought he was being clever, had managed to say something that wouldn’t embarrass him. He should have known that it was too late, that anything he said would lead to embarrassment.

Roxanne took a deep breath. She poured beer around, topping off all glasses. “I’m a dominatrix.”

The two couples stopped breathing. In fact, it was like everybody in the place stopped breathing.

The TVs were blaring, people were talking over the music, but…there was just this feel emanating from the table.

“Really?” said Bob brightly. Just that one word made him look like a fool.

“Bob?” Laura’s voice was sweet and kind, “I think you have to visit the men’s room.”

He looked at her in confusion.

“Tim. Go with him. Don’t let him fall in.”

The two men opened their mouths to protest, they didn’t have to pee, they wanted to stay, but somehow the girls shot icy daggers with their eyes and the two men, not knowing what had hit them, got up and headed for the back.

The men gone, Laura and Janice relaxed, sipped beer, and the conversation started.

Bob and Tim stood at adjacent urinals. They held their weenies and splashed in the bowls hanging from the wall.

“Man, that is one smoking’ babe!”

“I’d leave home for that one!”

“Not before me.”

“She doesn’t want you. Your dick’s too short.”

“And yours is too long…you’re always stepping on it.

Back and forth they jibed each other. In their minds they were studs and Roxanne had come to the table just to talk to them.

Of course, that was just between them. The truth was they were both shy in the presence of the woman.

Especially one who was that…BEAUTIFUL!

At the table the girls were quizzing Roxanne mercilessly.

Fortunately, Roxanne needed quizzing.

“You know, I was nervous coming out here. It always looks like such a friendly place, but I deal with men all week and I just wanted a quiet sit down.”

Janice laughed, “You probably should have dressed down.”

Roxie nodded ruefully. “I know. I just wasn’t thinking. I wanted a break, and…I wasn’t thinking.”

“Well, not to worry,” said Laura. “We’ll chase the wolves away.”

At that moment the two biggest wolves in the place returned to the table. Tim and Bob slid into their seats. Now they had regrouped, and they had bragged to each other, and they were feeling a bit more confident.

“Isn’t it time for you two girls to pee?” Bob gave them a laughing look.

But before anybody could answer Johnny and Tricia showed up.

“Hey, guys, how’s it going and..who is this gorgeous dish?”

Tricia elbowed her boyfriend, and Janice, Laura and Roxie exchanged a humorous look.

“This is Roxanne. She’s a brain surgeon, since you don’t have a brain  you need not apply.”

More beer showed up.

More laughter showed up.

More couples showed up, and one of the girls, nobody was ever sure who, looked around and said, “Hey! Let’s get some real booze and head over to Marcia’s place.”

Marcia’s place was a warehouse behind a house. Some fellow had had a steel warehouse built so he could work on cars, then his business failed, and Marcia moved in.

The house was run down, the warehouse was great, so she lived in the warehouse until the house was renovated, then virtually abandoned the warehouse.

Except friends knew about it and often asked to use it for gatherings.

Like tonight.

Marcia came out, kegs of beer were brought in, and more people showed up. A music system was already in place and the joint was, as they say, ‘jumpin’.’

And, the good thing about the warehouse, it was past the city limits. No cops, and the sheriff was fifty miles away. Unless there was a murder, nobody cared.

So the party grew and everything was going hunky.

Except for Tim.

Tim was getting drunk.

Tim was a great guy, not violent or anything, but his mouth was his worst enemy.

At one point he found himself dancing with Roxie. “So what’s it like spanking bad boys?”

She laughed, and said, “It’s like spanking bad boys.”

Then, a little later, he was mouthing off to the girls.

“No bitch can take me down! I’ve got a high pain tolerance!”

Then, to his wife, “Baby, why don’t you spank me some time?

Then, while dancing with Roxanne, “You can dominate me any time, baby.”

And he tried to get a kiss.

Roxanne slapped him.

She wasn’t mad, in fact she seemed sort of bemused. After all, she handled men for a living.

But the party came to a stop.

Roxie looked around. She had been having such a good time, and the men, except for Tim, had been nice to her, but it looked like she had overstayed her welcome.

She walked away from Tim who was rubbing his cheek.

“I’m sorry,” she said to Janic, but Janice placed her hand on Roxie’s forearm. “You’re not leaving. Bob was just—“

“You bitch!”

A couple of guys moved forward, they knew that Tim couldn’t hold his liquor.

But Laura stepped forward.

“Hold up.” She stopped the two guys with a raised palm. The whole place was watching as she turned to Tim.

“Tim, I was watching and you were rude.”

It was slowly getting through to Tim that he had crossed a line. He wasn’t sure what he had done, but…Laura was mad at him.

Oh, fuck. He really liked Laura. Sure, he had a few flaws, but…man, what had he done?

“What’d I do?”

“You insulted Roxanne. You tried to kiss her, and you behaved like a boor.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but she comes in flaunting her boobs and—“

“There’s something wrong with her boobs?” Laura was speaking in a low tone of voice that was cutting and could be heard by everybody.

“No, they’re great, I mean…wait a minute!”

Now he was confused.

Laura turned back to Roxanne. “Roxie, how much do you charge for a night of your services?”

“I, uh…”

“Everybody! Roxie has been having fun with everybody, but we all know she’s a dominatrix, and we also know that Tim has been an idiot. I’d like to hire her for a night to administer a little discipline to Tim…if he can take it!”

Tim bristled. Drunks are usually arrogant, and to be slapped, then have his girlfriend treat him in such manner… “I can take anything! Especially from some bitch like her!” He spit the last words out.

A big ‘Oooh!’ Rose up in the warehouse.

Roxie moved up and whispered to Laura, “I don’t know if you want to do this.”

But Laura was pissed now. Her boyfriend had been a complete lout, and if he didn’t shape up he wasn’t going to be her boyfriend.

“I do want to do this. And I do apologize if I’ve put you on the spot. But…he needs to straighten up.”

“I need to straighten up? Who do you think you’re talking to?”

“An idiot. An idiot who’s mouth works faster than his brain. An idiot who insulted one of my friends and now is not man enough to take what’s coming to him!”

It’s difficult to know exactly what was going through Tim’s cranium at that particular moment. He loved Laura, but he was drunk. He had been a fool, but he wasn’t man enough to take responsibility. He was bragging and arrogant in front of all the people in the warehouse, which was not usually like him.

He said, and these words would be remembered and repeated by all for years to come: “No woman can tell me what to do! Women should know their places! I’m a man, damn it!”

The warehouse was so silent you could hear a mouse fart.

Mouths were open, giggles were stifled, shock was on faces.

Tim had gone far beyond the far beyond when it came to behavior.

And Roxanne had had enough.

She stepped into the center of the warehouse, into the small space that had surrounded Tim and Laura, and now she wasn’t just a girl looking for a fun time, now she was feeling a bit peevish.

“So you’re a man, are you?”

All eyes went to Roxanne. She was exuding a fierce pride, a strutting sexiness, that impacted on everybody in the warehouse.

This wasn’t a woman who took it, this was a woman who fought back!

“Yeah!” Tim blurted.

Roxanne turned to Laura. “If you’re serious, I’ll train him for you.”

Laura looked at her drunk boyfriend. She nodded, her lips set in anger. “I’m serious.”

“When I return him to you he’ll be a different man. He’ll be kind and considerate, and he’ll obey you.”

“Fine with me. He should obey somebody, the big lug!”

Roxanne turned to Tim who, though slow, was figuring things out.

Bob had come up and was trying to talk him down in whispers, but Tim had gone to far.

“Well, little man,” the way she said ‘little’ directly referred to his cock, “it seems that you and I will be friends.”

He muttered something, torn between listening to Bob try to control him, and listening to Roxie.

“So are you man enough to put your manliness to a test?”

“What kind of a test?”

“A test of your manliness. Or do you have any.” She looked down at his cock and sneered. “I don’t see much of a bulge down there.”

Maybe Tim could have extricated himself, maybe Bob could even have talked him out of the warehouse, but to have his sex insulted? No man takes that!

“I can do any test you got!” He stepped forward. They were two feet apart now. She was actually taller than him in her heels, and her breasts pointed right at him. He was wavering a little on his feet, and he poked a finger right onto her boob.

Everybody in the warehouse gasped, but Roxanne smiled.

“You want a little of this?” She asked? She hefted a boob at him.

Then she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “Or how about this.”

They were inches apart, her eyes fiery, his eyes pleading as his sex was excited beyond anything he had ever expected.

And she kept digging into him. “It doesn’t feel too big. Are you sure you want to play? Little man?”

“Oh…fuck.”

Roxanne let go and stepped back, an amused expression on her face, her red lips curved in humor. “Well, it’s up to you.”

And there the challenge sat.

The crowd began to talk then.

“Come on, Tim!”

“Do it, Tim!”

“Grow a pair, brother!”

It was that last remark that did it.

Tim stuck out his chest and growled, “You’re on!”

Roxie smiled a thin smile and her eyes half closed. She turned to Laura. “Okay, Laura. If you bring him by tomorrow when he sobers up…I’ll handle him for you.”

In a low tone Laura said, “How much is this going to cost?”

Roxanne was tempted to do it for free, but she had to make a living, and this was what she did for a living.

“I charge two hundred an hour.”

Laura sighed. She wanted this to happen. Tim needed a lesson, but she couldn’t afford this.

Across the room Tim was being moved out of the ring of people and talked to by Bob.

Roxie glanced at Bob. She really wanted to do this, but the look on Laura’s face…the girl didn’t have the money.

Then Janice, who had been standing nearby, asked, “Can you live stream this?”

“I can.”

Janice turned to the people around her. “Hey, guys. We need to come up with a thousand bucks if we want to watch Tim get his comeuppance. Who’s got some bucks?”

Laura blinked. Tim would be filmed?

Roxie grinned, but she saw the problem. She said, “We can watch it live, but any future copies I can blur his face out. Would that be good?”

It would, and the hat was passed.

The following day Tim slept until noon. When he woke up he was on the couch, he stank of beer, and he his head felt like somebody had been using it for a piñata.

“Oh, man…” he groaned, and sat up.

Laura was in the kitchen. She had tomato juice and a couple of aspirins at the ready, and she poured everything down his throat.

“Gah!” He said, blearily.

She gave him a small glass, half and half with bourbon and Coke.

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered, downing it quickly. “Hair of the dog.”

Then he looked at his girlfriend. “What’d I do last night? Was I bad?”

“You were an insufferable asshole who offended everybody, including all the girls, and especially Roxanne.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He was remembering bits and pieces of the night. “I didn’t.”

“You did. And you’ve got an appointment with Roxanne…when you think you can make it.”

He stared at her. “Oh, shit! She…you…I didn’t…”

“Yep to all of that. You’ve got an appointment with a dominatrix.”

“Honey, I can’t—“

“And if you don’t make it we’re through.”

He stared at her in horror. “No! I was drunk! Whatever I did or said…I was drunk!”

“Then you better learn to hold your liquor. Now, you go clean up, get ready. I’ll make some breakfast so you’ll be fortified.”

“But, honey…”

“Shut…and go. Or else!”

He shut and went to get himself ready for the battle.

They drove out to a two story house in the country. It was in good condition, everything painted and in good shape, and the lawn and bushes properly cared for.

“Are you sure thee’s nothing I can do to make up for what happened last night?”

Laura didn’t even hesitate. “Nope.”

They got out of Laura’s car and walked up the walk and up the stairs to the porch.

Roxanne was waiting for them.

She had been dressed too sexy the night before, but now she was in full dominatrix garb.

She had on mesh stockings, a tight corset that caused her boobs to bulge. Her ass was flared into a rotund delectability, and her face was stern. She had dark eyes and red lips, and a whip was coiled over her shoulder.

Tim gulped.

“Hey, I’m sorry for whatever I said last night. Is there any chance we could call this thing off?”

“Mealy mouthed to the end,” murmured Roxanne sweetly.

“Hey, I’m trying to get past this. I made a mistake and—“

Roxane stepped up to him. Inches away, her sex appeal washing over him, she said, “You’ll have to pay back all the people who donated for your session.”

“What?”

Laura chimed in, “You don’t remember that? Everybody thought you deserved it, so they pitched in to afford Roxanne.”

“And I don’t give refunds. So you’ll have to pay them back.”

“But we haven't done anything! Surely you can return—“

“Haven’t you heard the old joke?”

He blinked.

“Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. Nope, you’re on the hook buster. You can quit now, but it’ll cost you a couple of thousand dollars.”

Tim stared at her, aghast.

“I don’t have…”

“Maybe they’ll take payments. Or maybe you could just be a man and live up to your word.”

“But…you…I don’t…” and he faded out. He stood there, a bit slump shouldered.

“Now that that bit of unpleasantness is handled, why don’t you come in to my parlor?”

Laura patted his cheek. “Be good, honey. Do what Miss Roxanne asks, and I’ll be picking you up before you know it.”

Laura turned and walked down the stairs. She paused at the car, the door open and one foot in it, to smile and wave, then she drove away.

Just like that. Drove away and left Tim to the mercies of this…this…

“Come on in, honey,” said Roxanne. She turned and opened the door.

Tim moved reluctantly, but he moved.

It was quiet in the house. Nice and peaceful. Tim had thought there would be people screaming in the dungeons, but it wasn’t like that at all.

She led him through the house and he stared around and took it all in.

She had decorated it with a touch of age, a bit of Victorian here, older floor lamps, even a record player and speakers, a fifties sound system, against one wall.

“I’ve been told that you’ve never been with a dominatrix,” Roxie said, leading him into the kitchen.

“Uh, no.”

“Excellent.”

She took a bottle of bourbon down from a refrigerator. “Bourbon and Coke all right?” She asked.

“I guess.”

She put ice in a glass, added some bourbon and Coke, then swirled it with her index finger.

She took her finger out, licked it, then handed the drink to him.

He wasn’t put off by her finger in his glass, it was actually sort of exciting. He sipped, and it went down well.

“Have a seat,” Roxie said, indicating a wooden kitchen table.

He did, and she sat down next to him. She stretched, which showed off here magnificent breasts, and he tried not to be obvious in staring at them.

But she knew she had him. She knew a horn dog when she saw one.

She leaned forward, and all he could see was the bulge of her breasts on the table.

She placed a hand on his, very intimate, and she said, “When people think of dominatrixes they think of whips and chains,” she smiled.

“Uh huh,” he took a gulp of whiskey reflexively.

“While we do use whips, not so much the chains, we actually use a much softer approach.”

She was tapping not he back of his hand with one fingernail, and it was exciting him. He could feel the pulse of his blood, and his cock straightened up under the table.

“You see, if we could make a better man by just beating him, then we could take a belt to somebody and they would become a Mozart, or a Chopin. But people, while they get excited from the spankings and such, do not become smarter. They, however, become better behaved.”

“You’re going to spank me?”

“Eventually, but not until you ask for it.”

“I’m not going to ask to be spanked!”

“Nor whipped nor beaten,” she whispered, smoothing her finger on his forearm as if brushing his forearm hairs down, “except that you will.”

“I won’t! Why would I do that?”

“Because of the promise it holds. Because it will make you a man. Because of how exciting it will be to earn the feel of my touch upon your penis, my lips upon yours.”

“I’ve got a girlfriend!” He was nervous, gulping and even giving a bit of a shiver now and then.

“Oh, I don’t want to be your girlfriend, I just want to play with you. Would you like it if I played with you?”

“Well, uh…”

“You can speak honestly. There’s nobody here but you and me.”

“I don’t think…”

“Besides, we all know that men are dirty, nasty, horny little creatures.”

She was touching his chest now, and her palm ran over his nipple. He could feel his nipple standing up through the tee shirt. More important, he could feel the excitement coursing through his body.

“You’re here, with me. Your girlfriend arranged this, she knows what’s going to happen, she expects you to say you can take it, that you want the feel of my hand on your penis.”

She reached down below the table and Tim gasped.

“What we’re going to do today, she understands that you are powerless. You are in the grip of your desires. By you saying yes it will be like you are saying yes for all men, for all women…it is like the survival of the species. We must fuck, you know?”             

Tim was having trouble breathing. He was feeling light headed.

“So, I want you to say yes to me. I want you to agree to come down to my dungeon, to experience my love. I want you to agree because everybody, all those people at the party want it. And your girlfriend wants it. And, let’s face it,” she was whispering in a terrible sexy voice, “you want it.”

“I, uh…”

“You do want it, don’t you?”

She had leaned forward and her breasts were pressed against his arm. Her lips were lightly touching his ear.

“Don’t you want what I can give you? Tim?”

In truth, Tim didn’t stand a chance. He was hooked the night before, and she had just been reeling him in.

“Do you want me? Tim?”

Gulping, sweaty, shaking, he nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes.” His voice sounded like a frog gargling shit.

“Then come with me. Finish your drink and let’s go down and see what you’re made of.”

She stood up, her breasts were large and it was like they were towering over him.

He plugged his glass as he stood, took her hand, and she slapped his hand away and grabbed his groin.

He jerked upright and his eyes bulged.

“Let’s go, lover. I have a lot to show you.”

She led him across the kitchen and into a small hallway. On the side was a door, and it led down into a pitch darkness.

Tim, like a lamb to slaughter, her hand pulling his manhood along, went with her.


Part Two

Tim descended the stairs, led by Roxie’s hand gripping his manhood. It was dark and he couldn’t see, but he managed to keep up, and she snapped a light switch.

Tim stared with open eyes.

The light was not bright, just a yellow glow that made the place seem a bit gloomy and spooky. The basement was maybe thirty feet long and fifteen feet wide. The walls were cement painted black, and there were hooks and chains hanging from the hooks.

At the end of the basement was a St. Andrew’s cross. On the floor were a couple of machines and benches.

And there was an odor to the place. Not mildew, not something gross, just a sweaty feel of sex.

To one side were several cages. They were made of iron rods and they were either too small and would crumple a person up inside them, or weird shaped, causing a person to twist and contort.

They walked slowly down the length of the basement.

“What do you think, little man? Do you like my place of business?”

“Uh…” he was too stunned to offer an opinion. He had imagined such things, even fantasized about them, but to actually be in a place like this, where a woman wielded whips and men cried out for mercy…it was unreal.

“What would you like to do first?” Get stretched on the rack? Burned at the stake?”

He looked at her and giggled. There was no rack in the dungeon, and there certainly wasn’t a bonfire.

“You are so easy. Your mind is your worst enemy.”

“Hunh,” he gazed at the whips hanging from the walls, the box filled with dildos.

“Okay, let me choose. How about a little session on the cross?”

“Getting whipped?”

“Not really. I save that for when you beg for it. Just a little introductory course as to how to behave in a dungeon.”

He chuckled. “How to behave in a dungeon. I haven’t heard that one.”

She led him to the St. Andrew’s cross and had him place his arms alongside the thick beams.

He felt the wood. It was shiny, smooth, worn down.

“I’m going to put straps on your wrists, just so you can get used to them. I’ll let you loose if you get scared.”

Get scared. The way she said it scared him. The way she said it there was no inflection, and that left his mind open to interpretation, and, as she had said, his mind was his worst enemy.

She fastened leather straps, buckling them tight, but not too tight.

“How’s that?” She asked, leaning against him and speaking over his shoulder. He could feel her breasts touching his back.

“It’s good.” Yet he felt this extreme nervousness inside.

“Excellent.

She lay against his back, reached around and undid his fly.

“Hey!”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to play a bit.”

“My girlfriend…”

“Laura gave me cart blanche. She knows what I’m going to do. In fact, do you see that phone in the corner?

He looked to the right and saw a landline phone standing on the top of a counter.

“That’s the hotline. If Laura doesn’t want me to do something she can call me. Do you hear that phone ringing?

He shook his head. “She can see me?”

Roxie pointed to a light red dot in the corner above the phone.

This, more than anything, adjusted Tim’s mind. His girlfriend could see everything that happened. She had to be all right with it, or she would have called.

But…she was watching. It made him determined, in an odd way, to pass whatever ‘test’ Roxie was going to give him.

Unfortunately, Tim just assumed that only his girlfriend could watch. He didn’t consider the fact that all the people who had paid for his session would be watching.

Roxie moved in his silence and gripped his cock. She stroked him slowly, fondled his testicles, and kissed his neck.

He groaned, then managed to say, “I thought you were going to torture me.”

“This isn’t torture?”

“Well, I guess. It is, but…”

She slapped his ass, hard. “Would you rather have that?”

“No!” yelped Tim. She had a hard hand.

“Then I’ll give you this…”

She stroked him and pushed her hips against his backside in a fucking manner.

They had clothes on, and she didn’t have a penis, and…it was okay. It was just suggestive of something that couldn’t happen.

Then Roxie paused, with Tim right on the edge. She let go and said, “You have too many clothes on.”

“What? Wait?”

She walked to the counter and opened a drawer. She took out a pair of scissors. She faced him and held them up.

“This next part is tough. There is something so dangerous about a woman with scissors, but there is no danger, except whatever’s in your mind.”

She walked back towards him and he was fixated on the glint of light on the scissor’s edge.

She stood in front of him, her face inches from him. She cut his tee shirt up the center, reached his neck ring and paused. She leaned forward and did three things. She grabbed his super hard penis, she kissed him softly, and she snipped the neck ring.

She was right, it was threatening, dangerous and scary. And it made his dingus so hard he couldn’t believe it.

Scissors snipping.

Fuck!

She ended the kiss, pulled her soft lips from his, and lowered the scissors.

This is the scary part,” she whispered.

She trailed the point down his chest.

“Can you be brave? Can you trust me? You don’t know me at all, but can you trust me?”

He gulped…and nodded.

She touched his cock with the scissors and he almost fainted. He felt the hard touch of steel being dragged across his most sensitive part.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took the scissors away, retreated to the counter and replaced them. She turned to him and smiled. “Maybe you are a brave boy. Want to go on?”

His cock was throbbing, and he heard a splat. A tiny, little sound of a drop hitting the floor. He was pre-cumming. And shaking uncontrollably.

“Very well. I’m going to use a whip on you. Just a little one. My intent is not to bruise you, or cut you, it is to warm you up. Tell me if it becomes too much.”

She went to a wall and selected a short whip with many soft, leather strands. She circled it in the air and walked behind him.

She caressed his fanny.

He jerked.

She began whipping him.

The whip went in a small circle, again and again, and it struck his fanny.

“See? This dosn’t hurt. It’s just a soft, little get together. We get together. You learn that you can trust me, and I prove that you can trust me. Of course, you still have pants on, but…we can handle that later.”

He was listening to her words, and constantly being distracted by the wisss…wisss…wisss of the leather cutting through the air.

Yet she was gentle, and his fanny started to warm up.

It was the edge of pain, yet she never went too far. It caused his ass to feel like it was getting a sunburn.

He whimpered, but not from the pain, from the pleasure.

She stopped. She had been warming him up for a long time, and now she moved to him, leaned against him and let him feel her breasts. She humped his hot ass, and he whined.

He was surprised by the odd sounds coming out of his mouth.

“Honey, I love this, and you love this, but time’s wasting. Would you like me to go further?”

He nodded, his throat gulping convulsively.

“I’m going to have to cut the rest of your clothes off. Can you handle that?”

He nodded again.

She smiled, walked over to get the scissors and returned.

She sliced up his pant legs, and he groaned. The danger was threatening to overwhelm him.

She sliced down his pant legs. She cut through the material and removed it from his shaking torso.

He stood, naked, and he looked at the red light in the upper corner.

Laura was watching him.

He looked at the phone.

It didn’t ring.

Fuck. She was okay with this! She was okay with his clothes being cut off and his ass being whipped!

And, God help him, he wanted more. Girlfriend or not, no matter where it led, he wanted more.

Roxie came to his front. She had access to his nipples and she sucked them, then she twisted them as she kissed him.

She twisted harder, and he wanted to cry out, but he didn’t want her mouth to leave his.

He kissed harder, half sobbing, struggling to free his hands so he could grab her, hold her, make love to her.

But it was not to be.

She reached down and gripped him with one hand. She gently used her nails to rake his most tender flesh, to circle the knob, to drive him crazy.

Then, breathing into his mouth, him shaking and ready to cry, she whispered, “I can go further, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

Now he was beyond caring about his personal pain. He wanted her touch, her scratches, her bites.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind.” His voice sounded wheezy and he was choking as he said them.

She kissed him again. She placed her hands on his torso and dug her fingers in.

“UNH!” The sound coming out of his mouth was like nothing he had ever heard before. It was a cry for pain. Not against pain, but for pain.

More.

She walked around behind him. She hugged him again. “I was wrong. You’re so brave. Can you take it? Can you handle more?”

He nodded, and little tears seeped out of his eyes.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll only give you ten strokes, but they will be hard ones. They won’t be soft sand gentle and loving, they will be hard and savage. They will cut into you. Oh, not blood, but your soul will be exposed. Can you take ten strokes?”

She was humping his butt as she asked him this.

Again, he was confused by the idea of her screwing her hips against his butt. There was something so wrong about it…but it felt so right!

“Ten strokes? Without crying for mercy? Without giving up? Can you do it?”

He nodded, misery was on his face, but joy was in his heart.

“Ask me then. Beg for ten strokes, and promise me you won’t beg for me to stop.”

“Please,” he said, “Whip me, and I’ll never ask you to stop.”

This was even better than what she wanted out of him, and she smiled as she stepped back and uncoiled the whip she kept on her shoulder.

He heard the WISSS, and he wasn’t scared, then the pain hit and he leaped out of his mind.

“AIIeee….”

Tears came from him, and he had yelled like a little. Girl, but…he could do this.

WISSS…SNAP!

His body jerked and he twisted. It hurt, but his mind went back to when he was a child and his father took off the belt. He had stood that…so he could stand this.

WISSS…SNAP!

“Oh, God!” He murmured. His fists were clenched and the knuckles were white. He tried to relax.

WISSS…SNAP!

He tried to unclench his butt cheeks, but it was impossible, his whole body was shaking and struggling, but there was nowhere to go.

WISSS…SNAP!

Again and again, and somewhere along the line she stopped.

He hung, drenched in sweat, feeling like his buttocks had been cut to pieces.

She undid the leather straps and he sagged into her arms.

“Oh, God…oh, God…” he whimpered.

“I can’t believe you did it. You are incredible!”

She helped him to a bench and he started to sit, then. Realized he would never be able to sit. Maybe not again.

But it was over! He had done it! And his cock…he suddenly paid attention to the way his cock was pulsing. It was bouncing up and down and even flicking off bits of pre-cum.

“Here, lay on your belly.”

He lay, and slowly began to realize the shape of the bench he was laying on.

It was curved, convex, and his belly sagged into it and his butt lifted up. There was a little circle at the front, much like a toilet ring, but padded, and his face settled perfectly into this. His butt was raised slightly, and Roxie gently smoothed an ointment into his cheeks.

It felt soothing, cool, and he sighed and slowly stopped trembling.

“You’re a brave man,” Roxie said. She spoke gently and her voice was as soothing as the ointment on his butt. “Not many men can do what you just did. I’m going to reward you.”

He sniffed, and was glad.

She finished massaging his ass, it already felt better, and she walked over to the counter and opened a drawer. She took something out and came back to him. She sat in front of him, cross legged, and kissed him.

It was a long, soothing kiss, and his eyes were closed. He felt like he was in paradise.

Then she moved her face back. He lay, his eyes closed, recovering, and he felt her pushing something on his lips.

He opened his eyes.

She had a gold tube, the base was a bright red, and he realized: she’s putting lipstick on me!

He started to speak, to protest, but he was weakened by the whipping, and she placed her finger on his half painted lips and said, “Shh.”

He watched her, his eyes wide, falling in love, and she continued painting his mouth.

“Do you know why women paint their lips red?”

“No,” his voice was soft and even cowed.

“To make them more desirable. Now, I can’t spend all afternoon kissing you, but this makes me want to. This makes your lips desirable. I want your lips this way. Okay?”

It wasn’t. There was something wrong here, but there was no way he could say no. Not to somebody who had taken him so far and brought him back. Not to somebody who whipped his mouth with her lips and kissed his ass with her whip.

She finished, and screwed the base of the tube. The pillar of red disappeared and she put the tube aside.

For later? He wondered.

“There is much more to do, are you ready? Can your ass take it?”

He nodded. It was like he didn’t want to, but his head moved up and down regardless.

“Excellent. You’re going to like this next part.”

He hoped so.

She went to the counter and the drawer and reached in. She took out something small and silver. She came back to him, and he couldn’t stop staring at how amazing she was, how composed, how her body moved so rhythmically.

She walked behind him and massaged his ass again. She took her time, more ointment, and it began to feel like paradise. From pain to the ultimate pleasure in such a short time.

Then she was touching his brown spot, and all his senses perked up.

“Hey?” But he was only whispering.

He trusted her.

She could have hurt him, but she hadn’t. She had just shown him a more intense pleasure.

He could taste the lipstick on his lips.

She was running her finger in and out of him, and he could feel it get easier, nicer, downright intoxicating.

“I’m lubing you up for this.” She popped the little sliver thing into him, and he realized: butt plug!

He grunted, and he was panicked, and scared, and things were flip flopping in his mind.

Only gays took it up the butt.

But this wasn’t taking it up the butt, this was just a little butt plug, and it felt good. Really good.

She came around and sat in front of him. She pressed her lips to his, and it was weird kissing with lipstick on.

“I’m going to whip you again. Softly. Right now you might have a little fear, but I need to warm you up, make you soft enough to receive what I’m going to do to you.”

“Can I have a drink?”

“Of course you can. Would you like water? Something stronger?”

“Bourbon and Coke,” he whispered.

She had the makings at a wet bar under the stairs, and he could hear her mixing the drink, then she returned to him, held the glass and put the straw between his lips.

He sucked, and it was ambrosia. It exploded his head and made everything sort of tilt in his mind.

He was doing this. He had forgotten all his protests and resistances and he just wanted to do this.

She let him drink half the drink, then he nodded and she took the glass away.

“Okay, honey. We can do this right here. Are you ready?”

He nodded, and she began to whip him.

Again, the circling, caressing feel of leather. This time it was more intense, because his ass had been effectively tenderized by the ten strokes. The warm, good feeling came sooner, and it teetered on the edge of pain, but she was careful to keep him wanting.

Time passed and the only sound was the soft smack of the leather strips and Tim’s little mewling cries.

Then she was done.

He was hanging on the bench exhausted, and she sat in front of him and lifted his head.

Again, she kissed him.

At first his lips were slack, he was too dazed to understand what was happening, then he began to realize: She’s kissing me!

He responded.

Interestingly, whether being kissed, fondled, whipped or whatever, his dingus was big and dripping.

And he wanted to squirt. Badly. She had him on a constant edge, and he needed to relieve himself.

And…he wanted to relieve himself in her. He wanted to fuck her, to put his dick inside her, to love her until the end of time.

He wanted to place his seed in her and impregnate her.

There was no other woman in the world except Roxie.

Not even Laura.

But Roxie was prepared for that. She had a special surprise for Tim.             

She stood up and massaged his body. She rubbed ointment on him and stroked him down under. She kissed him and made him feel like the most special man in the universe.

She also tied straps to his wrists and ankles and even over his back so he couldn’t move.

Tim was in heaven. His life was changed forever. He didn’t struggle. He trusted, he loved, he wanted her.

Roxie turned on a boombox that was sitting on the counter. She had the sound turned low, but Tim heard a noise behind him. He tried to look over his shoulder, but Roxie had tied him effectively and he couldn’t see a thing.

“Now then, handsome,” Roxie sat down in front of him. “It’s time to whip you hard again. This is going to be a tough one, because even if you beg, the whipping won’t stop.”

“It won’t?” He looked up with little tear tracks down his cheeks.

She rubbed the tracks off his cheeks. “You’ve been a bad boy. The way you treat women…”

“I don’t treat women badly!”

“Oh, yes. You were rude to me last night, and today, this afternoon, have you even given a thought to your girlfriend?”

“But…but…” and suddenly he realized: Oh, fuck!

“Now your girlfriend has been sitting upstairs, watching the video. She knows how you have given yourself to me, how you have forgotten her in your pursuit of me and your own selfish pleasure.”

“But…I didn’t…I’m sorry!”

Roxanne shocker head. “Sorry doesn’t cut it. Now you have to pay the price. You have to make up for being an insincere, you shallow man. And Laura is going to help you. Laura?”

Click…click…click…heels sounded in the basement. Not the heels of Roxie, who was just standing and waiting, but the heels of Laurie.

She walked around him, stood in front of him, and his eyes widened.

She was wearing a dominatrix outfit. Her breasts were bulging, her legs were sleek with nylon, her waist was pinched by corset. Her face was made up, severe, and she didn’t look very happy.

“Laura! Wait! I didn’t mean anything!”

“You meant it all, sweetheart,” she spoke dryly, accusingly.

Roxanne said, “I’ve softened you up, made you mine. It is easy to own a man if you whip him regularly and rarely give him sex. But I don’t want you. I’ve got lots of men, too many men, and I can’t seem to get rid of them. I train somebody on how to be a proper man and how to treat women, and they won’t leave, and more show up. It’s almost like men have a sixth sense about this, and they want to be owned.”

“But, honey…”

“So Laura is going to take over. I’ll watch, and advise, but this punishment is from Laura as she takes you back.”

She turned to Laura. “Are you sure you want him?”

Laura looked a bit disgusted, but she said, “I suppose so. I still have some feelings for him. God knows why.”

“Very well, proceed.”

Laura stepped back, Roxie to the side, and Laura uncoiled her own whip.

There are significant events in a man’s life. His first birthday, his first real orgasm, winning events, being the winning quarterback in the Super Bowl, but none of these can compare to the feeling of giving up, of submitting, of giving yourself totally to a woman.

Tim tried to resist, but in the face of a real whipping he was helpless.

He realized that his earlier whippings, the way Roxanne had complimented him, were just to set him up for this. She could have dominated him, broken him, any time she wanted, but now she had turned it over to the woman who would own him.

Laura whipped, the basement an endless echo of cracks and snaps, and Tim began to break down.

It wouldn’t stop, and, he realized, he deserved it.

He had been untrue, in his mind, in his requests for Roxanne to keep whipping him. He had been unfaithful, and he deserved this, and, in a way, he understood.

This whipping would make him faithful again.

But having deserved such a whipping once, he would forever deserve them.

He had proven himself weak. Now he had to be made strong.

Laura’s arm grew tired, and Roxanne showed her how to use her body instead of her arm.

Hours passed.

Tim didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly he felt the leather straps being loosened.

He couldn’t move. He couldn’t get off the bench.

Laura lifted his head and he gazed up at her appreciatively.

She had a slight smile on her face, and…a strap on around her waist.

He looked at it. It was big and black and…it was right in front of him.

“It’s time to prove you love me, honey.”

She had no cruelty in her voice, just a matter of factness that could not be denied.

She moved her hips forward and he opened his mouth.

He could do this. He could do this for the woman who had shown him his weakness and corrected him.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“It’s okay,” she said, and she brushed his hair with one hand as he sucked her.

Roxanne came out of the darkness by the stairs. She was holding a little box. She reached in and took out a bra and panties and nylons.

“You’ll have to help him get dressed.”

Laura did so. She moved the panties up his legs and over his ass. They were string panties, just a thong, and he erected downwards, the patch in the front shoved aside, the string easily moved so his ass hole could be accessed.

She wrapped the bra around him and fastened it behind his back.

“What are you doing?” He asked, barely able to speak.

Roxanne sat down in front of him. She redid his lipstick, then started working on his eyes. She made him up quickly and efficiently, and she said, “In this society the man is in charge, but there is a simple way to change that. Just soften him up and treat him like a woman. Let him do the submitting, and let the woman in him take charge. We have accoutered you with female garments, enough to remind you of what we are doing, of how you are being transformed. In the future your wife will do more. She’ll have you wear lingerie under your male clothes, and sometimes she’ll have you completely transformed. Especially on the days when she does what she’s about to do to you right now.”

“I don’t understand!”

“You will when you submit.”

“But I give up! You’ve whipped me!”

“That’s just your body. We need to transform your mind, too.”

“But…please…”

“You need this, Tim. You’ve been a weak man, and now you have to learn your lesson.”

Roxanne nodded, and Laura moved up behind him.

She took out the plug, which had just softened up his bunghole. She began to move forward.

Tim’s heinie opened up, and he felt what it was like to give way, to submit, to hand the reins of control over.

For a man who had had the reins, who had been in control, and then failed…it was a blessing.

He spread his legs further apart and began to sob with gratitude.

If he couldn’t be in control, at least somebody could.

Behind him Laura smiled and felt the power pour into her.

END
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Part One

“Oh…yeah….come on, baby!”

“Wait…wait a minute!”

“No! I can’t! I’m almost…I’m almost…”

“No! I’m not there yet! Don’t!

“But…but…oh…FUCK!”

Rob’s squirt wasn’t a big one, he wasn’t a big cummer, but one would have thought it was the end of the world the way he carried on.

Linda lay under him, her arms flopped out to the side, releasing her hold on him, and she sighed.

Rob lay there, his weenie dribbling, going limp as fast as hit leaves a balloon. He was a handsome fellow, a bit slender, brown eyes and a soft smile and light blue eyes. “Heysoos, baby, that was good!”

Linda say under him, felt his weight relaxing on her. She could feel him starting to drain out of him. “You didn’t wait.”

“I couldn’t! You’re just too good! You have no idea how good you feel.”

“I might have an idea of how good I could feel if you could last a little longer.”

“Aw, don’t start that again.” He rolled off her and lay on his back. He breathed deeply and closed his eyes.

She rolled on to her side and reached for his weenie. “Rob,” she said, holding his slack worm in her hand, “You charge in with a log, but you whimper out with a…a…”

He smiled, his eyes still closed. “Yeah, but it is so good.”

“You’re right. I wouldn't know. You can’t get me off!”

He frowned, opened his eyes and slid out of bed. “Sorry, but I refuse to listen to your sour grapes just because you have a problem.”

“Rob!” She was sort of pissed. It wasn’t entirely her fault. She was doing what she had to do, and it felt good, but he didn’t last long enough!

“I’m going to work. Try and get over it, eh? I don’t want a bitch for a wife.”

He strode into the bathroom before she could answer, leaving her mouth open and feeling like shit.

She  flopped back down and lay there, her arms folded under her ample chest.

What was wrong with her? She had a great body and she worked to keep it in shape!

She had a good face, long blonde hair and really blue eyes. Her nose was pert, not a big honker. Her lips were a plump M.

And she thought: maybe I’m too good looking. Maybe that’s why he squirts so fast.

But even if that was true, that was no excuse for him to screw and then insult her and walk off!

She thought about making herself ugly so he wouldn’t be able to cum so fast. Maybe make a few scars on her face, break her nose so it pointed sideways, lose a tooth, right in the front. Then she’d be so ugly that he couldn’t’ cum fast, and then…she sighed. No, if she was ugly he just wouldn't fuck her. He’d just start making love to his hand, and maybe go out and find a few girlfriends.

Linda wasn’t being unreasonable, she was being realistic. That was the way guys were. She remembered boyfriends from high school and college, and she put out and loved it, but they all came too fast.

Premature ejaculators. That’s what they were.

She heard the sound of the shower. She sighed. What was she going to do? She couldn’t have a married life of sexual frustration. That was no kind of life at all.

Laying there, her mind thinking dire thoughts, hearing the shower, her hand crept down between her legs.

She smiled.

The shower was running.

Her hand was moving up and down. Her finger was rubbing her spot.

Oh, God! Why couldn’t Rob do this? Why couldn’t he stay hard?

She felt the warmth seeping outward from her pussy. Her body began to get that golden feeling. She was going to…she was going to…

“Oh, my God! You’re jacking off!”

Her head jerked to the side. She had been so into her own pleasure she hadn’t heard the shower turn off, the showers door open and close.

Rob stood there, half wet and half dry, a fluffy towel stopped in mud rub.

“I don’t believe it! You horny, little bitch!”

Linda turned away and bit back tears.

Rob kept chuckling as he got dressed.

Finally, he leaned over the bed and whispered, “Have fun, you horny, little rabbit.”

Then he was out the door, whistling down the hallway.

Linda lay there for a moment, totally out of the mood. Rob had not only left her high and dry, he had ruined her efforts to please herself.

She got out of bed and shuffled wearily towards the shower. It was going to be a long day.

“What’s wrong, girlfriend?” Rhonda nibbled at her Caesar’s Salad and stared at her girlfriend.

“Oh, nothing.” Linda muttered, picking at her chicken salad. Her eyes were downcast and she was not even looking at her friend.

They were having a brunch at Charley Coyote’s out on Santa Monica Boulevard. It was a slow morning for the restaurant/nightclub, and they were alone in the patio. A bird had found its way into the enclosed patio, and it was flying back and forth, smashing into the trellis with the roses decorating it.

Rhonda leaned forward and pulled Linda’s salad away from her.

“Hey!” Linda raised her blue eyes and blinked.

“Girlfriend! You haven't heard a word I’ve said. You are moping like a world class moper, and I asked you what the problem is. Now…talk!”

She shoved the salad back in front of Linda, folded her arms and sat back and waited.

Linda sighed, her lips in a little twisty frown. “Sorry.  I guess I have been preoccupied.”

“Well, un-preoccupy yourself. Now.”

Normally, Linda wouldn’t talk about such things. At least not without a drink or two. But now she was so sexually frustrated, and irritated with Rob, that she blurted. “Rob can’t get me off.”

It was Rhonda’s turn to blink. She smiled. “That’s all?”

“Isn’t that enough?”

“Linda, you silly goose, you simply don’t understand.”

“What? What don’t I understand? I make him delicious dinners, I work out and keep myself fit for him, and he squirts and rolls over and I’m left laying there like a piece of laundry that missed the hamper!”

Rhonda grinned. “Missed the hamper. That’s a good one.”

“And I don’t see what I can do!”

“Don’t fuck him.”

Blink.

Seconds ticked by.

Linda stared.

“What?”

“Look he’s an inconsiderate doofus, but what man isn’t? And all men, I say ALL-L-L men…squirt too fast. They don’t take the time to get to know you, to get to know your body. Heck, they never even ask what your body is like. Then they get all excited and their little weenies squirt and…”

“But how can not screwing solve that? If I don’t screw him then he doesn’t cum, but then I’ll really not cum! Earth to Rhonda, I need dick.”

“We all need dick, honey, but men don’t need pussy.”

“Hunh?”

“Look, you’ve been raised up to believe that a woman should be sweet and complacent, that there is only one way to fuck. You lay down and spread, he does all the work, and you get bupkis.”

Linda stared at her friend. She really didn’t understand.

“Have you ever tried sex on your head?”

“What?”

“I’ve been a yoga nut for years, and I’ve tried sex in every posture there is.”

“What good does that do me?”

“If you don’t let him cum he will always be horny, and that means he will always have a hard dick for you. Then you have the time—and the inclination, I might add—to do sex in a wheelbarrow, behind the woodshed, in the men’s room at the theater, while taking a swim in a creek. You can have sex in every position you want! Cowboy, reverse cowboy, the amazon position, upside down, inside out, every which way but loose.

Slowly, every so slowly, possibilities burst on Linda. Of course she was mostly intrigued by the idea of Rhonda practicing some of her yoga positions while stuffed with a peter, but…but… “How do you stop him from cumming?”

“Oh, there’s lots of ways. You can put extra rubbers on him. Make it like he’s wearing a few raincoats on his Willy. You can spray him with numbing sprays. You can put a cock ring on him—but don’t forget to take it off when you’re done. You don’t want your favorite part falling off and getting lost.”

Linda giggled.

“Sometimes you can just pay attention yourself. Edge him, back off, edge him, back off. After a while his weenie sort of gives up and you’ve got all he time in the world to sate your desires.”

“I never…”

“And then there’s my favorite.”

“What’s that?”

“Draining him. Tickling his prostate till the semen drains out of him. He’s still hard, but he can’t cum. He’s empty. And he’ll be hard as a rock and desperate to cum, but he’s already been there.”

Linda waved a hand to the waiter, Jose. She made a motion for two Margaritas.

“So, have I given you any ideas?”

“A lot of ideas. And I’ll have to try them all out.”

“Excellent. But if I could suggest?”

“Yes?”

“Get on the net. Do a little research. There’s a zillion ideas out there, and the more you know the better off you’ll be.”

Jose arrived and placed the two drinks on the table.

The girls smiled, toasted one another, and downed their drinks.

Linda hit the computer when she arrived home. It was surprisingly helpful. She typed in ‘How do you cure premature ejaculation?’

First there were the ads, usually for drugs. She put them for later and continued down the page. The first real advice came in a simple list.

Dietary changes. In addition to zinc, magnesium also plays a role in your sexual health and may play a role in premature ejaculation, according to research. ...

Pause-squeeze technique. ...

Stop-start technique. ...

Pelvic floor exercises. ...

Masturbation. ...

Avoid intercourse for a period of time.

She smiled and started making plans.

That night, at dinner, Rob blurted, “What’s this?”

He was looking at a large bowl with spinach, avocado, bananas and walnuts.

“I’ve decided we need to go on a diet,” Linda answered pleasantly. “Would you like some soy sauce on that?”

Rob ate, but was grumbling the whole time.

“Why can’t we have steak? A big, old juicy steak with tons of red meat and…”
“This is for your health, honey. You do want to be healthy, don’t you.”

Grumble, grumble.

It would be a while before Linda figured out that she had chosen foods that would aid in the production of estrogen.

Later, as they got ready for bed, Linda dropped the next bombshell.

“Honey? We’re going to try a numbing spray tonight when we have sex.”

Rob frowned. “Numbing spray? What’s that?”

“We spray it on your dick and you last longer.”

“Wait a minute, hold up, you’re telling me you want to numb my dick? Like make it feel less sensation?”

She smiled. “I suppose it does that.”

“The answer is no. I’m not going to mess with my anatomy just because you can’t get off.”

Linda’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, you are.”

“Nope.”

Linda figured she could get him excited and it wouldn’t be a problem. She could talk him into anything when he was horny, but when they were intwined and she tried to bring up the subject again he just laughed and kept pumping.

Now Linda was pissed. Such a small thing to ask, and she was frustrated, and the anger boiled out of her.

“Oh…yes…yes…UGH!”

Just as he was starting to spurt she punched him in the belly.

It was a good punch, sunk right into his slack belly, and he couldn’t breath for a moment.

That, of course, ruined his orgasm. He lay there and held his belly and tried to breath and his semen just drained out.

“What the fuck!” He groused when he was recovered. “That was going to be a great orgasm, and you—“

“That’s the way I always feel. I’m about to have a great orgasm, then you ruin it.” With that Linda turned on her side, put her back to Rob, and went to sleep. And she was still pissed.

Rob lay on his back and sighed. Women. Hunh! You couldn’t live with them, and you couldn’t kill them. And he guessed he was going to have to try that numbing stuff on his pecker. Hopefully it wouldn’t be too bad.

At Charley Coyote’s a few days later Linda and Rhonda were sipping a wine cooler and eating their salads. Rhonda kept chuckling as she thought about what he refrained had done.

“You really hit him in the belly?”

“Oh, yes. And if our positions had been different I would have hit him in the balls. I have totally had it with his selfishness.

“I wish I could have been there.” Then, realizing what she had said, Rhonda hurriedly added, “As an observer, of course.”

Linda smiled. “I understand.”

“So have you had a chance to use the numbing spray?”

“Oh, yes. The very next night.”

“Well, tell me! What happened?”

Linda breathed out and said, “Nothing. Same old same old. He was numb, I even flicked his pecker to make sure. He was numb all right, but he still squirted almost as soon as he was in me. It was a great orgasm for him, but it was nothing for me.”

“Heysoos,” said Rhonda. “I thought for sure a simple spray would work. Rob must really be excited by you.”

“I’d like to think so, but the sad fact of the matter is that Rob is the most easily excitable man I have ever known. He sees a fifty year old fat woman and he gets a boner.”

Rhonda giggled. “That’s bad.”

“Well, tonight we try another method. I’ll let you know how it goes.”

“What method?”

Linda smiled.

Rob was horny. They hadn’t screwed but one time since Linda had socked him in the belly, and he was still a little nervous about that. After all, a woman who punches him in the middle of an orgasm…she had to be off her rocker.

Still, as Linda had told Rhonda, he was a horn dog, and when bed time came around he was jutting out and ready to rock.

As usual, he tried to get away with a minimum of foreplay, but Linda stopped him.

“Put this on.” She held out a condom.

“A rubber?” He held the tinfoil package up and groaned. “What is this for?”

“For me. So you don’t get me pregnant.”

“But…is it your time of month?”

“I might be ovulating.”

Sighing, he hated wearing rain coats, Rob tore the package and donned the little balloon thing.

It made his dick look curiously pale and fake. It looked like a dildo.

Linda handed him another rubber.

“What? Two! No! Why would you want me to wear two of these things?”

“I want to be doubly sure I won’t get pregnant.”

“Hold on. This is more of that premature ejaculation stuff.”

She said nothing and he nodded.

“I knew it. Well, I’m not going to wear these.

Linda frowned, but accepted it and crawled into bed.

Once again Rob was excited. He pumped for a scant minute, then, as he started to arch and spew, Linda punched him in the nuts. She had angled for this, and she got him a good one, really rang his bells.

Rob turned white and the orgasm dwindled, but his semen poured out.

“Oh, no,” he moaned, holding himself.

“Next time,” Linda suggested pleasantly, “I hope you’ll follow directions.”

“Yeah…yeah…” he wheezed.

Rob managed to crawl out of bed. He almost feel to his knees, and he walked around and tried to recover. By the time he did Linda was sound asleep.

A few days later Linda again met Rhonda at Charley Coyote’s. They had BLT sandwiches this time, and Margaritas. Sipping and licking the salt on the rim of the glasses, they chatted about Rob and his stubbornness.

“I would think he would learn his lesson,” murmured Rhonda.

“I think he has, but it’s not doing any good.”

“He’s still squirting too soon?”

“I put him in three rubbers a couple of nights later. His poor peeny was strangled. You couldn’t even see the veins on the thing, but he still let loose his load in about thirty seconds.”

“Thirty seconds! Man, that is fast.”

“Tell me about it. He’s faster than a chihuahua humping an ankle.”

They giggled.

“So what’s next?”

“Actually, there’s something else I’ve had to do.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, he doesn’t like it when I hit him in the marbles, and he’s getting a little gun shy about going to bed.”

“Oh, lord, lady. He’s got problems.”

“His problems are my problems.”

“So how are you going to get him to screw you?”

“Make him hornier.”

“Really? You’re going to make a horn dog hornier? This I gotta hear!”

Linda smiled.

The next morning Linda rolled over and kissed Rob.

Rob, of course, flinched. He put his hands over his testicles. A frightened look came into his eyes. “You’re not going to hit me, are you?”

“Oh, lord, no. I just want a little nice sex.”

He smiled.

She grabbed him and held him tight and said, “There is one little thing I would like you to promise to do.”

He tried to move back a little, “What’s that?”

“I’ve got some panties I want you to wear.”

“I’m not going to wear panties!”

“Oh, well, okay.” She turned away from him.

He lay there, his horn dog brain working over time. He needed sex. Nice sex, without the punch in the balls. But…panties?

He couldn’t make himself do it.

That day at work he was out of his mind with sexual thoughts. He always looked at the secretaries, or customers, and thought about their bosoms, or studied the way their asses walked, but this day it was ten times worse.

And he knew why.

Linda had grabbed him, stroked him, got him primed, then refused him.

How could she do that to him?

But she had, and when he got home he went straight to her. “Gimme those panties and let’s fuck.”

“Oh, I’m not in the mood now,” she said airily.

“But I need to!”

“I’m more of a morning person these days.”

“But we screwed just the other night at night!”

“I know, and it was so-o-o inadequate. I think mornings will be better.”

“But I could screw you , sleep in the panties, and go to work like a regular guy! Not wearing panties!”

“But I want you to go to work wearing panties.”

“But why!” He was almost crying he was so frustrated.

She looked at him, moved into him, slipped her hands down the front of his pants and jacked him. “Because it turns me on. Imagining you in pink panties, your big cock pushing at that stretchy material, your balls constantly falling out of the center panel…it makes me Horny.”

“But—“

“And you do want me horny, don’t you? You do want me sexed up and begging for it, don’t you?”

“Well, I…uh…”

“So…see you in the morning. If you’re up for it.”

She snickered and walked away.

He stood there, his penis pressing his pants out, and felt hornier than a rabbit on Viagra.

The next morning Rob was awake early. He lay on his back, his dick sprouting, and stared at the ceiling. His eyes were wide and his mind was trying to figure things out.

Linda rolled over and yawned and stretched. Her boobs thrust up against her peignoir and she smiled at him. “Well, honey? Will you wear panties for me today?”

Gulping, he nodded.

“Then let’s let you get your squirt over with.”

She rolled on top of him. She pulled her peignoir to the side and squatted over him.

Lord, she was horny. She had been so intent on getting him to slow down that she hadn’t taken care of herself for a couple of weeks.

She sank down and sighed, and he squirted.

“Oh, fuck,” she whined, miserable to the core.

Rob smiled. “Oh, man, was it good for you?”

“Yes, honey,” she lied. She was so frustrated she wanted to kick him in the balls. Instead, she knee walked up him and squatted over his face.

“Hey!” No! Don’t!”

But it was too late. Big drops slipped out of her pussy and landed on his face. He spluttered and gagged, then managed to get out from underneath her.

Linda, smiling at last, got out of bed and tossed him some panties.

He tossed them back.

“Hey!”

“I don’t need them anymore.” He was grinning. He’d had his jollies and his desire no longer pushed him.

“Better put them on,” she warned.

But he just got dressed—wore his bad, old tighty whiteys—and went to work.

“He what?”

He used me like a rag and tossed me aside.

Linda was livid. Rhonda had never seen such red rage coming out of her friend.

Rhonda waved for Jose and ordered the good stuff. It was ten in the morning, and she ordered bourbon and Coke, hold the Coke.

Well, she didn’t say hold the Coke, but she wanted to.

But even that slight bit of humor would have been inappropriate for Linda’s mood.

“So what are you going to do?”

Linda heaved a long, slow sigh. Her usually sexy, plump lips were drawn in a. Tight line. Her eyes were squinched worse than Dirty Harry’s.

“No sex. I’m cutting him off until he wears panties. And he has to wear them before, not after, we fuck.”

“I guess that would do it, but that’s a dangerous course you’re on.”

“I know! It’s okay to tease and deny a little, but to cut him off completely? That’s the thing divorce are made of. But what can I do? I can’t live a life as a victim to premature ejaculation!”

She was right, and they both knew it, but…that was the way it was going to have to work.

The days passed, and a chill developed between Linda and Rob. It was not a good chill.

She still made him dinners, and the dinners were not to his liking.

He still saw her marvelous, naked form getting dressed and undressed, and he still slept next to her, but his frustration felt like it was causing his eyeballs to turn to steam.

Linda was fine. She waited until he went to work and got out the old vibrator. But she wasn’t really happy.

But she wasn’t going to give up.

And, after six weeks, six weeks of unhappiness and misery, Rob gave in.

One day, staring at her with flat eyes, he asked for the pink panties.

She handed them to him, and he went to work.

All day long she felt vindicated, happy, and horny. She was finally going to get some real, live dick!

When Rob got home she was waiting at the door in her peignoir. Her breasts were thrust out and her nipples were stiff and sensitive.

He picked her up, so desperate that he didn’t think of the six weeks of denial that had brought him to this sad state, and walked back to the bedroom.

Now he was smiling. Now he couldn’t hold a grudge.

And even though she made him put on a cock ring—he squirted in a few seconds.

Linda was disappointed, but she had expected it. Six weeks of denial? Poor Rob had a gallon stuffed into his little balls, and he shot it out like he was wielding a firehose.

He lay back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a great orgasm, a superior cum, and he was drained.

But he was also thinking.

He wore panties now. The numb spray and the wearing of condoms  was officially considered as weird.

But what could he do?

“”Was it good for you, honey?”

“Uh huh,” he said. And it had been. But…something had changed.

The six weeks of denial had broken something in him. He had realized just who was in control, and it was a humbling experience.

In essence, he had submitted.

Oh, it was on a low level, but it would lead to more and more submission.

He was still the man in their relationship, but…only by her permission.

He had had to beg, to…to wear pink panties.

Was he really man after that?

He wasn’t sure.

She said, “I want you to wear a bra.”

“What?” Yet his protest didn’t hold the vim and vigor and fire of his old protests. He had been beaten down, and he knew he would end up giving in. After all, he didn’t want to go through another six weeks of denial, just to give in and do whatever it was that she wanted him to do.

“I want you to wear a bra. I got you one that doesn’t have cups, but it’s cute, and it matches your panties. You can wear it under your jacket.”

And he mumbled, “I guess is better not get in an accident.”

“Oh, no,” she agreed blithely. “Don’t get in an accident!”

He got up and she handed him the bra.

It was a different experience for Rob, wearing a bra. He felt the straps on his shoulders all day. Fortunately, he didn’t have boobs to put weight not he straps, but…it was weird.

His balls kept slipping out the side of his panty ‘pouch,’ which was actually more of a panty bouche-less.

He was reminded of his chest, all feminized.

He began to speak in a softer tone, more befitting with his inner embarrassment from dressing like a woman.

But the weirdest thing was that when he put on the bra he felt like he had a little extra fat on his pectorals.

He looked down, and it looked like pecs were bigger. And not just bigger, but differently shaped. Normally his pectorals were more flattish, but now they were a bit roundish.

He felt them with his hand, and they felt rounder. More like the start of tiny, weenie boobs.

He snorted, and a thought coursed through his cranium: maybe I need to wear bras.

But, whatever, he went to work.

“How’s Rob doing with the bra and panties?” asked Rhonda.

“He’s doing fine.”

Jose brought them their bourbon and Cokes and retreated.

The funny thing is…I’ve been feeding him certain foods, and I think they’re making his boobs bigger.”

“Boobs? Rob doesn’t have boobs.”

Linda said wryly, “He does now.”

Rhonda started laughing. It was a deep, rich laugh, and it made Linda chuckle.

“You gave your husband boobs?”

“I think I did. Apparently the food I’ve been giving him has been rich in estrogen, or it makes the body produce more estrogen, or something.”

“Are they big?”

“Barely noticeable, at least to me. But it’s driving Rob crazy. He’s always feeling his chest, rubbing his nipples. If I didn’t know better I would think that he likes have boobs.”

“Some men do.”

“I know.” The ladies sat quietly, sipped their drinks, and thought of what had happened.

“Maybe if you turned him into a woman he wouldn't cum so fast.

It was an electric moment. The thought burst through Linda’s mind and she started.

Make her husband into a woman. Change his body. If she could do it and leave his penis big…the idea appealed to her.

In her mind’s eye should could imagine him with big boobs, wearing a real bra, not a training bra.

She could see him with an hourglass figure, wearing a svelte dress that really showed him off.

Rhonda saw it happen in Linda’s mind.

“No. You’re not.”

Linda stared at her friend.

“But I was just joking! I didn’t mean for you to really…”

Rhonda was sitting with wide eyes as she realized what she had started.

Well, it had already been started, but she had given it a boot in the ass that would cause some real motion.

“I could get some hormones. I wouldn’t get any testosterone blocker so he could still get boners.”

“Linda…”

He’d look like a little girl. All cute and sweet. He’d have boobs. Would that interfere with his work? No. If anything, boobs make women money. So why shouldn't they make him money?

She was rattling on, and Rhonda picked up her glass and drained it.

Make Rob into a girl. Transform him.

There was a part of her that thought it was wrong, but there was a bigger part of her that was fascinated by the idea.

Make him into a man, teach him how to wear dresses and put make up on.

She could see him strutting down the street.

Slowly, ever so slowly, Linda began to smile.


Part Two

There’s hormones, and then there’s hormones. If you look at porn videos on the internet you can easily see the difference.

When some men transition they get tiny, weenie little weenies. No bigger than a thumb, and stiff and rigid is more like soft and pliable.

When other men transition they end up with monster cocks that spew tones of semen.

The difference is in the testosterone blockers.

Estrogen reduces weight, redistributes fat, enhances feminine features.

Testosterone builds the erections, and if you don’t give a transitioning man a testosterone blocker then, even though his body gets slender and sexy, his dick keeps boning up, and it looks even bigger on the smaller frame.

This was the aim of Linda. She didn’t want to do without dick. This whole thing started because she wanted dick!

But in changing Rob’s mind and attitude, in making him submit, she had realized the joys of a more feminine man.

Instead of presenting an imposing, thicker bulk comparatively, a man would become slender, rounder in the hips and bosom, and that appearance would enhance the female presence.

Men would rather stare at two sexy women instead of one, especially if they didn’t know that one of the women was a man.

In researching the various hormone therapies Linda chad chosen a couple of drugs that only increased estrogen and, if anything, Rob’s testosterone levels also rose.

A month after starting him on a regimen of special smoothies Rob could see the difference in his body. His chest was actually shrinking as he lost a little muscle mass, but it was expanding in the very important area of fat in the pectoral area.

Day after day he would look at himself in the mirror, and day after day he would observe that the flat material of his ‘training bra’ was being pushed out.

One morning he was getting dressed, looking at himself in the mirror, and Linda came up behind him one night, hugged him, reached around and placed her hands on his boobs.

“Mmm. Nice.”

“Nice?” He was pleased by her compliment, but confused. How could it be nice for a man to have some form of gynecomastia?

“Sure. You have such a wonderful shape. And I love it when you hold me and I feel your chest against mine.

She turned him and hugged him, and it was nice. It was nice because he was feeling so sexual and he wanted to hug his wife so much.

Let alone bone her.

“But you know,” she stepped back and pondered, “There’s something missing.”

“What?”

He looked down at his body. It seemed softer, less muscular.

“I think…you know…we could control your appearance if we…” she suddenly darted to a dresser, dug into a drawer, and pulled out a corset!

“Wait!”

He eyed the thing. It had strings and fasteners, and when he felt it it felt stiff and unyielding.

“Wait for what?” responded Linda, arching her eyebrows. “You’ve got the body for it, we can make it so you don’t look fat…this is just what the doctor ordered.”

Rob tried to object, but she pushed him over to the bed and wrapped the corset around him. She began fastening the snaps in the front and he stood helplessly.

One thing he had realized, as he had lost weight, was that Linda was now stronger than him. He had lost muscle mass, and she was always working out at the gym, and now she could push him around.

Oh, he still had enough male muscle to punch her in the nose and dissuade her, but what kind of a man punches a woman?

So she fastened the hooks, then turned him around, pushed him face down on the bed, and started pulling the ties and tying them.

She placed a knee on his back and pulled with all her might, and Rob gasped as his ability to breath was reduced.

“Hu…hu…hey!”

“What, honey?”

“I cu…cu…can’t…brea…eath!”

“Oh, nonsense. Just take small breaths, high in your chest. It’ll help your boobs,” she chuckled.

He found he could breath that way, but, like she had said, the effort made his lungs expand at the top, and his boobs which barely looked like boobs, now looked more like boobs than anything else.

And, in addition to his boobs suddenly expanding, the corset caused his growing hips to flare and round out.

He looked in the mirror and he certainly didn’t look fat, but he didn’t look manly either. In fact, he looked…womanly. He had a wasp waist, big tits, and…he looked feminine.

“I can’t look like this!” he protested.

“Why not? I love the way you look. You’re pretty.”

“Take it off!”

Linda smiled and walked around him. “No, I don’t think I will. In fact, walk down the hall and back.”

In spite of his anger, maybe thinking if he appeased her she would get him out of the corset, he walked down the hall.

Linda stared at his rotund bottom, the way it almost swayed.

Why didn’t it sway?

What was wrong with him?

Then she had it.

“Come here.”

He came and stood.

She maneuvered him so he was facing the bed and she said, “Wait a minute.”

He stood, trying to breath, and she rummaged in her dresser drawer. She got out a big jar of lube and a silver butt plug. She stepped up behind him and pushed him.

Rob lay across the bed on his front. He could feel his now oversized chest under him, giving him even more problems in breathing.

Linda placed a hand on his back and held him down.

He struggled, but she had her weight on him, and he was awkward and constricted in the corset and couldn’t move.

She used one hand and applied lube between his cheeks. She slathered it in there, making sure he was quite slick.

“What are you doing?” He cried, feeling her hand open up his brown button and press goop into him.

“Just be patient, honey. You’re going to love this.”

She popped the plug into him easily. He wasn’t prepared for it, wasn’t tight, and she was so fast…it popped right in.

He made a squeaking sound and his eyes opened up.

Something was in him, and it felt…good.

“What’s that?” He cried.

She pulled on him, helped him get upright.

He stood and turned and tried to see what was in him, but the corset was so tight he couldn’t see a thing.

“It’s a butt plug, honey.”

“Well, take it out!”

“Not until you walk down the hall and back.”

He was gasping from the corset, a little light headed, and he couldn’t fight back. He walked down the hallway and Linda watched him.

That was it. Now his ass swayed like a woman’s.

“Oh, honey! This is perfect!”

“Take it out!”

“Not yet…not for a while. I need you to get used to it.”

“Used…why?”

“Because you have to look your best when we go out. And this helps you look your best.”

“I’m not going out like this!”

“Oh, give it a chance.”

“I won’t! I’m a man! I—“

She pushed him, and he fell back on the bed.

He was stiff, like a board, leaning at a forty-five degree angle.

She grabbed his legs and lifted and threw the bottom of him across the bed.

He was in shock, the feel of the plug in him, being jammed in him by his body laying the way it was, all his weight on his ass, and he lay there and tried to breath and figure out what was happening and how to undo it.

While he figured, however, Linda was moving.

She ripped her clothes off, literally ripping her panties in her hurry. She climbed up on the bed and squatted over him.

Then she looked at him…and stopped.

She jumped off the bed and ran into the bathroom, then came running out.

“What…what…are you…”

She had an Ace bandage and she wrapped it around his tool. She worked slowly, shoving him back on the bed whenever he tried to wiggle off.

She tucked the bandage in and his weenie was a big, fat sausage.

She unrolled a condom on it.

He could raise his head and he stared at what she was doing.

“What are…doing? St…st…stop!

She put another condom on him, then a third.

His penis was totally deadened.

Not a nerve was excited, couldn’t feel a thing, was just a big meat and bandage and rubber dildo.

Linda jumped back up on the bed and squatted over him.

She lowered herself. It was difficult, because he was so much fatter down there.

She sighed and smiled lovingly at him.

He was fat in the dinger, but slender with big boobs pushing out over the top of the corset.

She reached down and massaged his chest.

“Oh, no!” he whispered. He couldn’t feel a thing between his legs, but his chest was stimulated and his nipples were rock hard and…and Linda began to rise and fall.

She moaned and her eyes were closed. She reached up and grabbed her own breasts. She pulled and sucked and slapped her nipples.

She groaned, making a sound Rob had never heard. It was the sound of satisfaction at last.

She was filled.

She was complete.

She was a woman.

And Rob became fascinated.

He watched her, studied the way she was so happy, so pleased.

He couldn’t feel anything, but he was getting off on her.

Rob, at heart, like all men, was a horn dog.

A horn dog is a strange critter. You can slap him, kick him, stick needles in him, and as long as he was sexually stimulated he was okay.

Manly, he objected to the stuffing of anything up his butt, even though it felt good.

But…here’s the thing…he did like it. Even though he felt nothing in his dick, the sex centers in his brain were going crazy.

He watched as Linda turned crazy. As she humped and pumped and lowered her rump, as she plopped down with all her body weight, making the huge construct that had once been a little weenie slide around inside her.

Then, he couldn’t believe it, she began to cum.

Her hips jerked back and forth frantically, pulling on his weenie and bending it.

Her eyes were rolled all the way back, nothing but whites.

Her boobs were blushing a furious red color and her nipples were hard enough to poke an eye out.

Her back was arched like she was doing a high dive, and the sensations rolled through her.

For a long minute she crested, gave little wailing sounds, jerked and twitched like she was on a roller coaster while an earthquake hit.

Then she sort of slumped forward, turning into jello and bending down and laying on his chest.

Now he couldn’t really breath. His face turned white and he gasped, and probably would have expired, except that Linda saw what was happening.

She smiled and rolled off him.

He lay there, as if in shock, and she went to sleep.

“I thought the world ended!” Linda exclaimed. “I thought I had died and gone to heaven! I thought the baby Jesus had finally opened his arms and taken me home.

Rhonda stared at her friend, and she felt such envy.

She had never had much trouble cumming. But she had never cum like this, like Linda was describing.

“And his penis was wrapped and rubbered and he was in a corset.”

Linda giggled. “He was like a mummy, all wrapped up for the sarcophagus. He could move a little, but not enough to get me off him.”

“And his dick is all right?”

“Oh, Lord, yes. You couldn’t hurt his dick with a chisel.”

“Did he get off?”

Linda smiled again, quite happy, and shook her head.

“Wow! No wet spot afterwards. No dripping goo. The ideal man!”

Linda nodded, quite proud of her achievement.

“I wish I could try him out. I’ve always dreamed of something like this.”

“Why don’t you?”

“What? Me? Fuck your husband?”

“But it wouldn’t be like fucking. Your vagina would never touch his flesh, and his dick would never really touch your vagina, so…it’s not really fucking.

Rhonda sat for a long moment. The idea of having a cum like Linda had just described…but…even though it wasn’t fucking…

Linda knew what was going through her friend’s mind. She smiled and waved a hand to Jose.

“Jose! We would like a half a dozen Coke Highs. And an Uber.”

Jose smiled, these crazy Norteamericanos. He went to get the drinks.

Rob was working at home. He had that option and since Linda had started making him dress up like a woman he had opted for that.

It was a little awkward, with the corset on, but he had tilted his swivel chair and was managing to bend just a little, and it was working out.

Of course he was distracted, but that was okay. He was, after all, a horn dog. He was used to being distracted by sex.

BANG! The door slammed.

“Honey! I’m home!”

He smiled. Ever since Linda had gone overboard he had stopped protesting having to wear women’s clothes. After all, the sight of his wife having her sexual mind blown was totally worth it. It was better even than one of his own cums.

His cums were strong, but nothing like Linda’s blockbusters!

“Back here!” he yelled. He tapped on the keys for a second, then realized: she’s not alone!

He could hear two sets of heels on the wood floor of the hallway!

Two sets of CKICK…CLICK…CLICK!

Two sets of high heels.

He jerked around, tried to get up, but it was too late.

“Hi, Rob.”

“Uh…” his face blushing brighter than a stop sign, “Hi. Rhonda.”

“I told Rhonda about the new way we’ve been making love and she thought she would like to try it.”

“I…but…oh!”

He was frozen, laying half back in the chair and stiff like a board.

“So come on!”

Linda and Rhonda each took a side and lifted him to his feet.

“Wow. He’s grown skinner.”

“He’s gotten more feminine,” agreed Linda.

“And his boobs! Those are nice! They’re almost as big as mine!”

“When we’ve finished he’ll be bigger than you.”

“I think I’m going to be jealous!”

They walked him down the hallway, and if Rob couldn’t fight back against Linda, he doubly couldn’t fight back against both of the women.

“Just stand there, honey, while I get out the Ace bandage and the rubbers.”

Rob stood, trying to figure a way out of the mess, and realizing that he didn’t want to. A horn dog will always appreciate two women over one.

“Wait,” blurted Rhonda.

“What?” Linda had the makings of his artificial boner in her hands and she faced her friend.

“Why not go all the way?”

“What do you mean?”

“Let’s put some make up on him, dress him up.”

Linda grinned. “Now that’s what I call foreplay!”

So the girls laid Rob on the bed and began working on him. They cleansed his face and primed it. They put on foundation and blush and worked on his eyes. They painted his lips and put on eyeliner, and Rhonda, who had once worked aa a hair salon, brushed his hair and trimmed it in a feminine fashion.

They sat him up, lifted him up, and he stood, a woman.

“Oh, my God!” Linda breathed.

“He’s beautiful, whispered Rhonda.

“She’s beautiful,” agreed Linda.

Ron asked, “are we going to fuck?”

“Heysoos,” pointed out Rhonda, “that would be like messing up a masterpiece.”

“But we have to do it.”

“Oh, yes.”

They laid him on the bed again, and Rhonda eyed his massive tool. “It looks so big all bandaged and rubberized.”

“I know. If you’re afraid I can do it.”

“Not on your life. You offered, and I need this!”

So she climbed up and squatted over Rob and…and…

“FU…CK! Oh…oh…God!”

Rob was just too horny, and he began to squirt.

In spite of the Ace bandage wrapped around him, regardless of the three condoms rolled over him, he was a horn dog, and horn dogs can’t stop themselves. Just the idea of fucking somebody other than his wife…and inside the condoms the bandage became soggy, and his dick collapsed, and the big tool sort of bent over.

Rhonda tried to get down in time to get some of the fuck, but now the big tool was too soft, and it squashed down and she couldn’t get her pussy over it.

“Yes…yes…” whimpered Rob. “Oh, thank God!”

The girls stared at him in shock.

“He came!”

“What a son of a bitch!”

“Rob!”

Rob looked up at his wife and he had the goofiest, most pleased, dazed expression on his face.

“I came.”

Simultaneously, the two women blurted, “Fuck!”

Rhonda and Linda sat at Charley Coyote’s three days later. They had asked for a bottle and it sat on their table. They took turns sipping directly from the bottle.

“I can’t believe he came,” mumbled Rhonda. “I really thought I was going to get…” she shook her head.

“I didn’t think he could.”

“Not your fault, girlfriend.”

“No, it’s my stupid husband’s fault.”

They sat and drank their lunch and pondered their sad state of affairs.

“We could try it again. He’s all ready. He dresses like a woman, complete with make up, and…we could go do it.”

“Oh, you know these horn dogs,” pointed out Rhonda. “Once they cum it gets easier and easier.”

“Well, there is one thing we haven’t tried yet.”

“What’s that?” asked Rhonda, looking up.

And Linda smiled.

Rob was a happy camper. He had just had the most incredible orgasm he had ever had in his whole, entire, life. It had been monumental. A blast equal to the creation of a new sun. A realigning of his universe that made the idea of being a horn dog the only reasonable alternative in the galaxy.

He was laying back on his swivel, all corseted up and waiting for his wife to get home. Maybe he could have another session like the last one. Maybe—

BANG!

“Honey! I’m home!”

He grinned. “Back here!”

Then, the answer to his dreams, he heard the sound of two pairs of high heels.

Click..click…click over imposed with click…click…click.

He smiled and swiveled to face the door.

Yep. It was Linda and Rhonda. They looked a little grin, a little intent, but that was okay. They were probably just intent on getting him off again.

“Okay, honey, we’ve got some things to do.”

“Oh?”

“They each took a side and helped him up.

He stood in his high heels and wavered. He wasn’t completely used to them, but he was doing all right. And they made him feel so sexy. And he knew that with the plug in him he was extra sexy. His walk was the bomb! His ass swayed and… “Hey! Aren’t we going to bed room?”

“Not yet, honey,” cooed Linda.

They walked him into the living room and helped him onto the coffee table.

“What are you doing?”

Linda loosened the bottom strings on his corset so he could be on all fours.

“Honey, your days of cumming too fast, of leaving us womenfolk high and dry, are over.”

“But I can’t help that!”

“We can.”

He looked at each of the woman standing over him. Suddenly he got a very nervous feeling.

“What are you going to do?”

Linda smiled, and Rhonda reached into her purse. She pulled out something that looked sort of like a plug, but was bent over.

“What’s that?”

“This is a prostate massager. We’re going to massage your prostate until you’re drained of all your squirt.

“You are?” He was looking back and forth, worrying.

Linda gently extracted his plug.

“Oh…!”Rob grunted and felt empty back there, but he didn’t feel empty for long.

Rhonda applied some grease, then put the prostate massager into his rectum.

Rob felt it, and it felt even better. It touched things inside him, and…and then Rhonda began to move it around.

She moved it so it rubbed on his prostate, and he felt her push on the little walnut thing that controlled his penis.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. “You’re going to make me pee!”

“That’s okay, honey,” said Linda, putting a cup under his weenie.

A minute later he couldn’t help it, pee started to pour out of him. It was strange pee, though. It felt thicker, and it sort of came out in clumps.

But it made him feel really good. It made him feel golden, like after he had cum.

Of course he wasn’t cumming, so…what was this all about?

After a couple of minutes Rhonda pulled the massager out of him, and he almost collapsed with his warm, wonderful feeling.

“Come on, honey,” said Linda.

The girls each took a side and walked him back towards the bedroom.

He felt downright goody. “Where are we going?”

“We’re going to have some fun now.”

“Are we?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And do I get to cum?”

“Honey, you can cum all you want.”

Rob grinned and went with them.

He was already made up, so they just helped him up on the bed and he laid back and waited.

He was so happy.

Rhonda went first. After the previous fiasco Linda felt that she deserved first fuck, so she got up and squatted, and lowered.

Her face opened up in delight as she was filled up, and she began to move and jerk and squeeze her breasts.

Rob came awake watching the strange woman ride him. He couldn’t feel much, but he expected to squirt anyway.

After all, he was a horn dog. He was a premature ejaculator. He never had any trouble squirting.

And, grinning, willing to help him, Linda had her hands between his legs and was fondling his testicles.

He felt it. He felt the excitement building. He knew it wouldn’t be long now.

But after a few minutes he wasn’t any closer.

“YES!” screamed Rhonda!

It turned him on even more, watching her orgasm on him. Surely he could squirt now!

He watched Rhonda arch her back, thrust her breasts way out, then she collapsed on him and he received a big boob right in the mouth.

He sucked happily, and his balls felt like they were going to explode.

Then Rhonda was pulled off him and Linda was on him.

He had never screwed two woman in a row! He didn’t think he was capable. After all, once he squirted, he was done.

But now he wasn’t squirting, and he became frantic.

“Come on! Come on!” he yelled.

He tried to arch his back and drive up, and he felt more in his peeny, but he still couldn’t orgasm. The semen stayed in his balls, roiling and boiling and trying to get out.

He became desperate. He tried harder. He yelled his frustration.

“Shush, darling,” his wife said softly from her position atop him. “You’ve been drained. You won’t be able to squirt for some time now.

She turned to her friend. “Rhonda, you want to do him again?”

Rhonda grinned, “Does the Pope shit in the woods?”             

“Okay, I’m almost done.”

Grunting, slapping her pussy, pulling her tits, Linda finally, for the first time in her life, experienced total, sexual satisfaction.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 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


We Feminized a Burglar!

Crime pays off…big time!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time.

Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time.

The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade.

He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence.

There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be.

He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him.

He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris.

Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse.

Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights.

He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up.

Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here!

He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor.

Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor.

He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left.

He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.

Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack.

He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office.

At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in.

He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances.

The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a batteered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets.

A safe against the back wall.

The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it.

He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed.

It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it.

A fucking chastity tube.

He picked it up and examined it.

GONO

GO NOwhere!

The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube.

Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?

Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself.

But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that!

He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe.

He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube.

So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh?

Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks.

He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one.

He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it.

His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him.

A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube.

GONO. Huh. What a weird name.

Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs.

They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh.

Another tumbler, and another.

The safe door swung open.

Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack.

He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world.

He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube.

Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it.

His cock twitched.

Fuck, he thought. Why not.

He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot.

CLICK! Whirrr.

Whirrr? What the fuck?

He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight!

He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come.

What the fuck?

He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls.

What the fuck?

He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught.

Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks.

What a laugh, eh?

He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift.

There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight.

He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home.

So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through.

ZAP!

“AIIIE!”

His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do.

He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself.

Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door.

He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground.

He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good.

The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape.

He opened the door and stepped—

ZAP!

“AAIIEEEE!”

He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded.

Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth!

In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow.

The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out.

His mind started to race.

Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that.

Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos!

He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use.

He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover.

Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart.

He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer.

He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up.

Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.

Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs.

He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube.

He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor.

He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching.

He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings.

He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet.

Nothing.

Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO.

He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was.

But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option.

He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon.

He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in.

Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature.

Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking?

Slowly, he began to run down.

Dawn was coming. He was caught.

He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms.

And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side.

He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess.

And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept.

“What the fuck!”

What a mess!”

Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him.

He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock.

“Get up, you son of a bitch!”

Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now…

There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces.

One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him.

The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look.

The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.”

He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run.

“Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette.

The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?”

“Can you…can you take it off?”

“Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.”

“No! I mean…please…can’t you…”

“Shut up.”

“Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?”

The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob.

Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake.

She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!”

He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…”

“We’re calling the police.”

“No! Please don’t!”

The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.”

The brunette looked at her friend. “What?”

“Call Rod.”

“Instead of the police?”

“He is the police.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?”

The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number.

Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“

“Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down.

They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow.

Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it.

He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out!

He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway!

He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it.

He heard footsteps pursuing him.

He reached the door, he opened it, he—

ZAP!

“AAAIIIIEEEE!”

He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed.

“Crap, look. It’s smoking!”

Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected.

Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge.

He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.”

“Well, it looked like smoke.”

“Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.”

The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!”

He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off.

“You want me to take him in?”

“No,” mumbled Jerome.

“Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…”

“I’ll never do it again.”

They looked at him, then ignored him.

“Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?”

“No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused.

“We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!”

“I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.”

They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“

“His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.”

Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him?

“We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.”

“I…but…you…”

Jerome blathered.

The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?”

The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.”

“The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.”

Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence.

“You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.”

“Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal.

“Shut up,” the girls chimed together.

Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.”

“Sure. If he wanted to.”

Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.”

Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?”

“Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for.

The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out?

Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.”

“Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?”

Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?”

“Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?”

“I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.”

“Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.”

Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.”

The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.”

“Video? What for?”

“To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.”

“You’re not abusing me!”

“Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.”

The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around.

“Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked.

Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.”

The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment.

Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls.

“Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!”

The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.”

Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay.

“Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.”

Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.”

They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.”

“Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?”

Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.”

Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud.

Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.”

“Oh, shut up,” both girls said.

“But I thought I was your favoritist!”

“You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.”

Heck, let’s spank him anyway.”

Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention.

“But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy.

“Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…”

She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

“I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.”

“But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?”

She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door.

Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him.

It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom.

And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something.

All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny.

As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more.

“I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point.

“So pee,” snapped Linda.

“But…don’t I have to take it off?”

“Nope.”

He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him.

“What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?”

He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet.

“Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing.

“Sit down, numbnuts.”

He spun and sat, and felt the relief.

“And make sure you clean up the mess.”

He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for?


PART TWO

Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?”

“Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?”

He did’t.

Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face.

Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it.

For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again.

Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair.

A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat.

He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table.

Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.”

“Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face.

“Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?”

“Level it?”

“Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other.

The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail.

And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent.

Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.”

Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry.

“Come on, numbnuts. You, too.”

He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese.

“What is this stuff?”

The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.”

“But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda.

Tammy snickered.

Linda said, “What a numbnuts.”

Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care.

“My name is Jerome.”

Linda and Tammy glanced at one another.

“After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’

Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.”

“Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly.

“How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked.

Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood.

The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves.

“Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?”

“That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked.

Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?”

“I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…”

“You can’t what?”

“I can’t get a hard on.”

Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.”

“What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening.

“We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?”

The girls grinned.

Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny.

At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away.

Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted.

He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right?

First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO.

Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof.

He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn!

Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn.

Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over.

He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit.

Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs.

Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’

On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated.

Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep.

He was too horny to sleep.

He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it.

But what could he do?

He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do?

Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor.

He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom.

“Ahhh!”

He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do?

He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one.

So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart.

Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard.

He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good.

Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them.

They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something.

Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock.

“Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich.

Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work.

In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.”

Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse.

Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around.

“Do you believe this guy?”

“The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.”

“Hunh.”

Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage.

That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight.

Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker.

They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock.

That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient.

Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts.

The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse.

Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing.

That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt.

He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do.

Finally, he decided to repaint the office.

He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting.

The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway.

Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table.

“Jerome? Are you all right?”

He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried.

“You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled.

She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.”

The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done.

“What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.”

Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder.

“I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.”

The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off.

“Okay,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” murmured Tammy.

Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks.

Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office.

Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever.

“Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right.

Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office.

Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves.

“Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs.

His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter.

Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either.

Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned.

“What?” she asked.

“It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive.

Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips.

“Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations.

Linda laughed.

“What’s so funny?” asked Tammy.

“Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled.

Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?”

“Might just as well.”

Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open.

“Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor.

Linda and Tammy began laughing.

“Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.”

“You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.”

Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.”

For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything.

The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip.

Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?”

“Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.”

Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand.

“No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.”

“Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.”

“And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this.

“I…I can…”

“You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.”

“You can untie my hands.”

“And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.”

“I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.”

Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.”

“Why can’t you trust me?”

“You are a thief, after all.”

There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that.

“However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped.

“However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.”

“But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?”

His eyes were pleading.

“You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.”

“Why?”

“How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?”

Linda frowned.

“Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!”

Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.”

“You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered.

Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit.

“We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.”

“Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!”

“So…make him clean your hands.”

That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome.

“How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off?

“Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…”

Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?”

“But I don’t…you…I can’t…”

“Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.”

Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod.

Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity.

“All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up.

Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat.

He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done.

“See? That wasn’t bad, was it?”

Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth.

“Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him.

Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again.

“Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.”

The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr.

They untied him.

“What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.”

“Why not?”

“Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.”

Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.”

“So give him some of the clothes he ruined.”

Tammy smiled.

“Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?”

“We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.”

“Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse.

“You can walk around naked if you want.”

“Okay,” he took a defiant stand.

“Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.”

“What? Why not?”

“You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.”

“But you’re the only girls here!”

“I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.”

“But…I can’t…you…”

Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.”

“I won’t do it!”

“You will, or you will never leave here.”

“You can’t! That’s human trafficking.”

Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?”

Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.”

“And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?”

“Nope.”

Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl?

Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up.

“Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.”

He folded his arms. “Nope.”

Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.”

“Fake modest—“

“So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.”

Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could.

“No…”

“Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?”

“No! No!”

Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him.

Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure.

Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him.

“Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.”

Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts.

“Aren’t these a bit large?”

“He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work.

Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.”

Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…”

“Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.”

Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse.

“Sure,” Tammy agreed.

Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.

“No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.”

“How about the locking heels?”

“What?” blurted Jerome.

“He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed.

Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels.

Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF?

Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.

Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison.

“I like it. He needs make up.”

“Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.”

“Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed.

“Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.”

“Males aren’t stupid!”

“They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.”

Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Well, time to get to work.”

Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool.

The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved.

The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes.

“Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.

Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.”

“Can’t you take them off for the night?”

“Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.”

“I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.”

“No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll.

“Oh…no!”

“Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.”

Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll.

“Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.”

He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse.

But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin.

All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage.

He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’

He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off.

RING RING RING!

He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument.

“Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?”

“Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.”

“She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so…

Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped.

“Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.”

Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again.

Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid.

Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?”

“Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now.

Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill.

She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval.

“I guess you did okay.”

He sighed in relief.

“Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.”

Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on.

Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?”

Linda just shook her head.

For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.

“I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.”

“Seems that way.”

“If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.”

“I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.”

“You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?”

“Yes.”

In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face.

Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around.

He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up.

He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.”

“Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high.

He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled.

His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails.

“Okay, you have the prices memorized?”

“Yep.”

“And you know about the specials for large orders.”

Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day.

“He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed.

“You want to try and hire him?”

Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.”

They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse.

It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life.

His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being.

“Well, let’s go.”

The two girls descended to the warehouse floor.


EPILOGUE

The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office.

“Hi girls, what can I do for you.”

Linda held out the fob and pressed it.

Whirrr! CLICK!

Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it.

Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?”

Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew.

Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder.

Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away.

“Too bad,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” agreed Tammy.

They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome.

Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door.

They pushed open the big door and walked in.

Down the center of the warehouse.

Up the stairs, and they stopped.

A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor.

A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty.

Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO.

Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls.

“I guess I went back to burglary.”

Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.”

Jerome nodded, “I hope so.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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