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PART ONE

“Now?”

Rhonda smiled. “Now.

“But…right now?”

“Let’s dance, lover.”

Rhonda was his wife, and she was a knock out. Soft, wavy hair, light blue eyes, red lips, and her body was the classic 36 by 24 by 36. D cups, of course.

“But this is the middle of the dance floor!”

“You’re horny, right?”

“Well, uh…” Dave was always horny. That was no secret. But…in the middle of the dance floor?

Rhonda pulled him out onto the parquet square. It was close contact because it was a frenetic Friday night. All of LA was trying to push into Charley Coyote’s, and onto the dance floor in the bar area.

Rhonda maneuvered him into the center of the floor and they wiggled their bodies, jumped around a little, shuffled when they could, and then it was a slow number.

That was what Rhonda was waiting for. She entered his arms, her jacket was draped over one arm, and she snuggled against him.

It looked like he was holding her, and she was holding him, but one of her arms was extended down into his pants.

“Fuck,” he whispered and she throttled his snake.

She grinned, put her head into the curve of his neck, and began rubbing underneath the head of his dick.

Now Dave was in trouble. His whole lower body was reacting to the intense sensations running through his groin. He almost tripped, and Rhonda giggled and held him up.

“Come on, babe, we shouldn’t…oh!”

She pinched his head, then wrapped her hands around his right testicle. Men always have one big nut and one small, and she had the big one.

“Come on, lover. We’re going to dance until you give it up.”

She went back to his head and ran her soft hands over it, rubbed the underside with a fingernail.

The song was ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ Five minutes and two seconds long, and a minute had already passed.

“Ahhh,” he moaned and her finger, like velvet on a chalk board, slithered along his most sensitive part.

She giggled into his neck and circled the underbelly.

He was breathing harder now, the song was passing, and he was in a haze of try…but…try…but…

“Come on, honey. this is what you want and you know it.”

She kissed him as she spoke. that was one of her favorite tricks. Speak as you kiss. Speak a sentence right into his mouth. Slur it into him in the most sexual manner possible.

He felt his hips jerk involuntarily.

The song was half done now. If he was going to do it…he had to hurry. If he didn’t make it there was no telling what Rhonda would do to him.

She tugged on the head, let her hand slip, his cock felt like it was being pulled out of the socket in the most delicious way.

His hips were moving back and forth now. In time to the music, but in time to her hands, too. He was losing control, and that was something he was going to have to do if he was going to climax.

She ran her free hand over his throat, she kissed him. If people were watching he didn’t know it. He was lost in the strive to summate.

“Come on, honey.”

Sade singing.

Her hand working.

Four minutes.

Then he felt it, the golden clunk down at the base of his dick, back where the prostate lived.

He was going to do it.

“That’s right, honey. That’s my boy.”

Her hand jerked quickly now, hidden by their bodies and her hanging coat.

“Unh.”

She kissed him as he ejaculated, and the world seemed to fade, to go away, then he was trying to breath, to come back to life.

She withdrew her hand and the music came to a close. He had made it, but only by a handful of seconds.

He gulped and she laughed and helped support him. His knees were shaking as they left the dance floor, and a girl was staring at him.

Had she seen him?

Probably.

They walked into the shadows, to one of the tables surrounding the parquet, and Rhonda snagged a few napkins from a table and wiped her hand off.

He had a spot on his pants, but that was no big deal.

“Sit here, babe. I’ll get the drinks.”

He sat, extended his legs, and gave a shiver, then slumped a bit and relaxed.

Two minutes later Rhonda was back with two drinks. She was drinking some fruity froth of a drink. She handed him his bourbon and Coke and sat next to him.

For a long minute they watched the dancers on the parquet. They were alone in the crowded bar, hidden in the shadows.

“Heysoos,” he wheezed.

She laughed. “That was a good one. I didn’t think you were going to make it for a minute.”

“I almost didn’t.”

“Ha. You’re old faithful. I can always rely on your squirting your brains out.”

“Yeah, well…uh, yeah.”

She giggled as he sipped a big slurp. He felt the bourbon slide down his pipes and splash.

He yawned.

“Aw, is he all tired now?”

Dave grinned. “He is all tired out. Let’s go home and sleep.”

“Let’s go, lover,” she stood up, gathered her purse and jacket, and laughed at the cum spot on his trousers.

They walked around the dance floor and out into the LA night. They passed the long line of people waiting to get into Charley Coyote’s, turned into the parking lot and headed for their car.

Dave’s legs were feeling weak, and Rhonda leaned against him.

“You do that to me all the time,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m not complaining, mind you.”

“With that statement it automatically becomes a complaint. So what am I doing?”

They arrived at his car, a convertible Mustang, and he unlocked and held the door for her. When they were both in and the car was warming up he said, “You get me off in odd ways, times and places. But it seems like we’re actually fucking less and less.”

This was the point where the woman was supposed to say, ‘Oh, no, honey. That’s your imagination.’

But Rhonda fooled him. “I know.”

He looked her. He knew he could start a conversation and dig in right then, but it was better if he just relaxed and let her ‘confession,’ if that’s what it was, come out naturally.

He checked his mirrors, looked over his shoulder, and backed out. The rumble of the Mustang rode over the Friday night sounds, and he wheeled through the parking lot.

“Remember the cop.”

“I know,” he answered. When one turned right on Santa Monica there was always a cop waiting. Didn’t use to be, but that’s cops for you. Wait until a guy is feeling good, then put the downer on him.

He turned right, then, before he could get picked up by the cop he turned into an alley, zipped quickly down to the end, then turned behind a furniture store. He waited, and the cop zipped by, looking for the wise guy who had dodged him. Then, the cop passed, he turned onto the backstreet and wove his way home.

Rhonda turned the music on and they listened to Jim Morrison preach the benefits of a Moonlight Drive.

“You came hard,” she said.

“You came me hard.”

She snickered. “I thought you were going to fall down.”

“Fuck, lady.” He spoke almost in a whisper. They were both grinning.

Up into Hollywood Hills.

“Head for Mulholland.”

He turned the wheel, made a few turns, then got onto the freeway. In a half a minute they were crossing the overpass and heading up into the dark and hot LA night.

Mullholland was a lover’s spot…before it was a tourist’s wet dream.

Where lover’s in the fifty five Chevies used to bruise the backseat with a tangle of limbs and a bouncy up and down…now vans full of foreigners poured out in the parking lot and ruined the ambience.

He parked, and they got out sand walked up the path to the big, cement table. There was a gaggle of Italians, or something, along the rail, oohing and ahhing at the night lights of the city.

They waited for the tourists to head back to the parking lot, then Rhonda turned to him. “I’m changing.”

“Okay.”

“I don’t know how I’m changing, but it’s giving me more pleasure to kink you out, to do things to you. I don’t care about myself so much anymore.”

Dave considered, then began asking the obvious questions.

“Do you love me?”

“With all my heart.”

“Do you want to fuck other people?”

“Nope. Although I am looking more, wondering more…but I really only get hot by you.

Is there something I should be doing? Have I failed you in some way?”

“Oh, God! No! You’re perfect. Look at tonight. How many men could let themselves be jacked off on a dance floor? I want to do more stuff like that. And I want to do it with you.”

“Okay.”

They were silent then, and the warm breeze rushed up the mountain. A van left the parking lot below them. Another van pulled up.

“Okay,” he said, having no idea what he was agreeing to.

She leaned into him, hugged him, burred her head in him.

He kissed her hair and loved the balmy, sultry night.

Nothing more was said for a couple of days, but Dave could see that Rhonda was thinking. She would do some chores, and her face was twisted in thought.

Going shopping she pushed the basket and took items off shelves, and her eyes were far away.

Laying in bed she lay and stared at the ceiling.

When he spoke to her, just made some innocuous remark, she would turn and smile wanly, and might or might not respond.

By the next Friday night he was getting pretty horny. They usually did it three of four times a week, but now she was just thinking.

On Saturday morning she awoke, jumped out of bed, and threw the covers off him. “Okay, Mr. Big Dick. It’s time we had a talk.”

Dave rolled onto his back, got on his elbows and asked, “A talk about what?”

For answer Rhonda bent to the top drawer of the dresser. She slid the drawer open and took out a pair of lavender panties. They had little white ribbons around the hem. They were stretchy and clingy. She tossed them to him and said, “Put them on.”

He caught them handily, held them up and barked a laugh. “Why?”

“Because I said to. Want to argue?”

He eyed her, tilted his head. “And what happens if I put these on?”

“You become a sissy boy and everybody will know and they will all point and laugh and you will die of fucking embarrassment.”

He blinked.

She sat down next to him, grabbed his weenie and stroked. “I don’t know what will happen. I just know that I’ve been reading books, cruising the internet, and when I type in the way I feel people suggest things like this.”

“Things like making your husband wear your underwear.”

She smiled.

“And what things are bothering you?”

She frowned. “That’s…interesting. I used to love sex, now…I’m sort of ambivalent. It still gives ma a thrill, but…I feel like there’s a bigger thrill out there. I feel like I should be…could be…having a lot more fun.

“And making me wear panties is going to make you have more fun.”

He wasn’t asking questions, he was just restating statements and pondering.

“Right now it is. I’m sort of feeling my way through this. Now put them on.”

Dave had turned sideways on the bed. Now he leaned back, lifted his legs and pulled the purple panties over his legs. He pushed his waist up and snugged them tight.

He lay down and Rhonda smiled and put a hand on his package.

“You probably need a bigger pouch,” she murmured as she ran her hand over the sleek bump of him. But…this is hot.”

His dick was growing rapidly and she reached under the material and arranged it so he would be pointed up. Then she began running her fingernails over the underside of his dick.

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

She laughed and stood up, pulled him up. They stood, and she embraced him and kissed his mouth soundly.

“Whew,” he said. “That’s hot.”

“Makes you hot, too?”

“Yeah, but…aren’t you getting short changed?

“That’s the odd thing, I’m not.”

“What are some of these books and things you’ve been reading?”

“Just some stuff on femdom.” She paused, then, “And some of the stuff might be considered extreme femdom.

He looked at her, “So, excuse my male brain, but what the fuck is femdom, let alone extreme femdom?

She bit her lip. “You should probably look it up.”

They stared at each other, then he acknowledged, “Okay. I’ll go do that now.”

“I’ll fix breakfast.”

She headed for the kitchen and he, clad in purple panties with a big dick outlined in the stretchy material, headed for the computer room.

She made sausage and tater tots, and a stiff bourbon and Coke. She had a feeling he was going to need a good drink after he read the definition for femdom.

He sat down and powered up the computer. While he was waiting for the electrons to wake up he looked at his pokin’ peeny and smiled. It did feel sort of cool. He was erect, and there was something to be said for just being a little horny.

He googled Femdom and the answer came up in the Urban Dictionary.

Female Domination: A woman (or action in which a woman) dominates sexual interaction with her mate. See also dominatrix. This frequently (but not exclusively or absolutely) includes:

-) Humiliation of the sub. (submissive, slave)

-) Penetration of the sub. (incl. strap-ons, toys, etc).

-) Bondage / restraint of the sub.

-) "Water Sports"

He stared at the definition. Humiliation? Penetration? Bondage?

Water sports?

He had to look up water sports and he did a big blink when he found out it meant urinating on your partner.

He sat back and pondered. Big time.

His wife wanted to get kinky.

But where was the big thrill in pissing on somebody? And he didn’t even think about the penetration thing.

He leaned forward and went exploring. He found all sorts of articles, and he found all sorts of sites. He normally didn’t look at porn, but Rhonda had pointed in this direction, so…

After a few minutes Rhonda came in to call him for breakfast. When she saw what he was looking at she said nothing, just watched over his shoulder..

Dave was turned on. Seeing big boobs was enough, but then to add a bit of slap and tickle, to see Deauxma peeing at the edge of her swimming pool. To see somebody actually peeing in her mouth…it blew him away.

Then he found kink.com and was enraptured by women getting spanked, spanked on the pussy, penetrated by dildos on sticks, sitting on machines called ‘Sybians.’

Rhonda cleared her throat. “That’s the male version of Femdom. Men are in charge. Men do the spanking and the fucking. Femdom is the other way around.”

He pushed back and swiveled to her. “So women are spanking and fucking men.”

She nodded.

“And this turns you on how?”

“I can’t explain it. I just know that for me the sexual thrill has been replaced. I don’t care so much about getting fucked. Oh, maybe every once in a while, but mostly I want to do things to you.

“Things like pissing on me, making me wear a chastity device.”

She suddenly looked defiant. “And doing the dishes and the laundry, with your only reward a spanking, or an edging.”

For a moment he said nothing, then: “And what is edging?”

“Better to show than tell.”

“Okay. Show me.”

“Turn your chair towards the computer, find something that will last a while.”

He did so, selected a compilation, spelled ‘cumpilation,’ of MILFs getting double bonered, whatever that meant.

The screen up and he watched Richelle get porked front and back. Was was being ‘spitted,’ and she seemed to grunt and squeal and thoroughly enjoy herself.

Then Brandi was laying on a bed. A guy with a big duck fucking her head against the headboard, and a guy with small hands fisting her.

Then Rhonda slithered down in front of him. She pulled his purple panties down and began sucking on his hog.

Dave was overloaded within a minute. The visual stimulation of gorgeous women being fucked front and back, or ass and pussy, or ass and mouth was too much. His wife’s sweet lips sliding up and down his over sensitive flesh, and he felt the first surges of sex down in his groin.

Oh, this is going to be good! he thought.

He felt the semen starting to travel, then Rhonda took her mouth off him, pushed him away, and grinned at him.

He grabbed for his groin to finish himself off, but Rhonda grabbed his wrist and shook her head.

“Don’t. Enjoy it.”

His cock was bouncing up and down, a single drop of fluid, might have been pre cum or cum itself, formed at the top of his dick.

“I…but…let me finish!”

“No.”

They were locked in place, him desperate, right on the edge, her smiling, enjoying his frustration.

For a long minute he tried to pump his hips, his face turned red with exasperation, and his cock bounced and bounced…then slowly the sensations receded.

“What the fuck!” He gasped.

“That is edging. I do it to you a few times and you’ll be going out of your mind.”

“But I want to cum.”

She was still kneeling between his legs, and she put her arms on his legs and leaned a bit closer. She was wearing a robe and here large breasts were obvious.

He gulped at the sight of them, and she grinned.

“Honey, you cum too much. You waste your energy, and it is up to me to help you conserve.”

“”Doing that to me helps me?”

According to what I’ve read, yes. Within a short time you’ll be horny all the time, and all the delicious horny energy can be redirected as I see fit.”

“As you see fit?”

“That’s the kick. I’m in charge. You turn control of your cock over to me, you just sit back and go out of your mind with love, and I’ll take you for a ride that will truly blow your mind.”

“I…I…”

She patted his cheek. “Shut up and enjoy, honey. And come eat your breakfast before it gets cold.”

In the kitchen he ate, and could hardly think. By sheer force of will he managed to relax.

“So you want to do this ‘edging’ thing, drive me crazy, and never let me cum.”

“Not never. Just…sometimes. When you least expect it.”

“And what you get out of it is the ability to control me.”

“If you think about it, I already control you.”

“What?”

She just looked at him. “I arrange our schedule, we go to parties I select, you ask permission before you join a baseball league, and…” she shrugged. “I’m in charge.”

The sad thing was that Dave couldn’t argue the point. She not only did all that, but arranged the meals, she could even control what he wore, if not by suggestion, then by simply being selective in doing the laundry.

“Now then, I want you to finish your breakfast, then go put on your brown shorts and a black tee shirt. You may wear tennis shoes, but not the old ones. They’re too ugly. And don’t wear socks.”

“What are we doing?”

“I think I’d like you to take me around to a few garage sales.”

She stood up and headed down the hallway.

He was completely bamboozled. Her attitude, being commanded instead of asked, the way his cock was still throbbing from the almost cum… “What are you going to be doing?”

She turned, pulled her robe open to reveal one, plump, beautiful breast. Struck. saucy pose.

“I’m going to do what women do. Maybe I’ll get out the vibrator and get myself off. I mean, if you’re not going to be having orgasms…somebody should, right?”

He had no answer to that.

She drove, which was a mind fuck in itself. It was his car, his pride and joy. He loved driving the convertible Mustang, hearing the throb of the motor when he took off at stop lights.

“And I can’t drive why?” he asked.

“Because I’m in charge. Now shut up and be a good boy and maybe I’ll play with you later.”

She laughed and he just looked out the side.

They stopped at a garage, and it had a lot of children’s clothes, a few rusty tools, lots of bric a brac. A couple of minutes and they were on the road again.

They hit a couple of more yard sales, but there wasn’t much. Just a lot of worn out stuff of marginal value. Then they hit the bonanza. They pulled up in front of a ranch style house with people going in and out. It was an estate sale, and everything was for sale.

Rhonda parked the car and they went into the house and began perusing the lives of the departed.

Old rocking chair. Furniture. Clothes up the yin yang. Dishes, pots and pans. Board games and shelves filled with books.

And, in the last room in the house, in the last closet, to the left scrunched on the pole behind the last door…underwear.

Dave was looking at baskets of knitting supplies when Rhonda called him. “Dave. Get that box and let’s fill it up.”

He handed her the box, was puzzled, then his eyes opened as she pulled the bras and panties and tummy shapers and even corsets off the pole.

“What do you need these for?”

She just smiled. “A girl always needs good underwear.”

He carried the box up to the table in the foyer where a young girl was taking money.

“This the underwear from the back closet. You have a deal for me?”

The girl made a moue, then said, “Five bucks.”

“Sold.”

She passed the girl a five dollar bill, then said to Dave. “Come on, Davey boy. Put your new underwear in the trunk.”

Dave turned a bright red, and several people waiting in line grinned openly at him. He almost fell over the threshold he was in such a hurry to get out of the house.

“Why’d you say that?” he hissed, putting the box of underwear into the trunk of the Mustang.

“Don’t you remember those four words?”

“What four words?”

“Humiliation, penetration, bondage and water sports.”

“Yeah, but…”

“You just got embarrassed. Are you hard?”

“I’m mortified!”

Yet, his penis was hard.

She looked down, then reached out and bumped his cock with the back of her hand. “At least somebody tells the truth around here.”

He growled and headed for the driver’s seat.

“Ahem.”

He turned to see her holding the key to the car on one finger.

He reached for it, but she drew it back, and walked around him. As she opened the door to the driver’s side she said, “Hop in, little girl.”

He wanted to yell, ‘I’m not a girl!’ But there were people all around. If he yelled such a thing it would almost be like admitting he was. In high dudgeon he walked around to the passenger side.

“My, my. We really made out like champs.”

Rhonda had upended the box and spread the contents all over the bed.

Half a dozen panties, half a dozen bras. The bras were of an assortment: half bra, sturdy bra, running bra, and so on. There was even a 1950s bullet bra.

Four tummy shapers. Two corsets, one short and one long.

And in a little bag that we hadn’t even known was in the closet was a collection of nylons.

Dave looked on dourly. He had a boner, seems he had had a boner ever since she had edged him.

“What do you think?” She held up a corset in front of his body and admired it. “I love the fact that you’re slender, the corset will push your boobs up, we can brush your hair out, and…and this is really giving me the shivers.

It was obvious that she was excited. Her eyes were sparkling and she was talking a quick rhythm.

“Uh…”

She looked at him, then laughed. “Uh, oh. Davey’s got the grumpies.”

“Don’t you think we’re moving a little too fast?”

“What if you got in a car accident tomorrow. Dead as a doornail. And all the fun things in life never done.”

He shook his head in disbelief. “You aren’t going to use that argument on me?”

“Nah,” she said, “I’ll use this one.” She grabbed his cock and started jerking.

Immediately he was brought to the point of almost cumming. Just a little more work, just a few more strokes, and…and Rhonda let go.

“Hey!”

“Hey what?” she asked innocently.

“I don’t think I can take this! You’re going to need to finish me.”

She sat on the bed and considered him. “This might be a problem.”

“You’re darned tootin’ it’s a problem!”

“I mean, I can’t let you squirt, but you’re so out of control…I didn’t want to use a chastity tube on you, but maybe it’s the only way this is going to work. At least until you get some self control.”

“Self control?” he blurted. “I don’t need self control! I need to shove my dick in you until it squirts!”

“Now don’t be crude, Davey Boy. You’ll get to have your cum some day. Just not for a while.”

“How long a while?”

“Shall we dice for it?”

“What do you mean?” he asked suspiciously.

“We roll a pair of dice. Whatever comes up, that’s how long until you cum. Of course I could make you cum sooner, but I would have to let you cum by the date on the die.”

“Well, uh…”

He started thinking. What if he got a pair of ones. Two days and he would get to cum.

But if he got box cars it would be two weeks.

But what were the chances he’d get a twelve? Probably the same as if he got a two. But he’d probably get a seven. That was the most likely. Could he last a week?

He was so desperate, and this at least offered a little hope, so he nodded.

Rhonda got a pair of dice, poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and said, “So it’s agreed.” She rattled the dice in one hand. “Whatever comes up is how many weeks.”

He nodded, then it penetrated. Weeks?

“Wait a minute!”

But it was two late. The dice rolled across the table and…five and five.

Ten.

“I thought it was days!”

“I said weeks before I rolled, and you agreed.”

“But…no! I didn’t hear the weeks!”

“Then you shouldn’t have nodded.” Ten weeks, honey. That’s not so bad. Two and a half months, or maybe sooner, if you please me, and then you can have a cum.”

“No! I can’t do that.”

She frowned. “You’ve never been one to go back on your word.”

“I’m not! I really thought…”

“Okay, I’ll make you a deal.”

What kind of a deal?” Dave was frantic now. Two and a half months without squirting? It was humanly impossible!

“If you agree not to touch your dick, especially not to masturbate…then I’ll let you off with one month.”

“One month?” he squeaked.

“Or I’ll buy a chastity tube and make you do the whole two and a half months.”

Once again Dave thought, and while he hated it, one month was about a hundred times better than two and a half.

He could do it. He had to.

“And if you do jack off then you’ll agree to a chastity tube for one year.”

His eyes went wide. “A…a…one year?”

“Take it or leave it.” She put on a firm face and stared him down.

Dave lowered his head, looked at his drink, and mumbled, “I’m going to need a lot of alcohol.”

She placed a hand on his. “And you can have it, as long as you don’t squirt for one month.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

Rhonda smiled. “Okay. I’m glad you’re still a man of your word. But be warned, I’m going to tease the hell out of you. I’m going to edge you every day, multiple times during the day, for a whole month. And you’re just going to have to deal with it.”

He looked up at her. “Okay. I’ll do it. I’ll…I won’t…I’ll…”

run out of words, he grabbed his drink and poured it down his throat.

And Rhonda sat back and smiled. Right at that moment she was about as horny as she had ever been. She was not just moist, she was dripping wet, and she was so glad he had not asked for her to not masturbate.

Seeing him, so dismal, so controlled, so horny…she almost came on the spot.


PART TWO

Life had changed for Dave.

He could have refused, he could have put his foot down, but something stopped him from doing that.

And, to be honest, the something that stopped him was the relative rigidity of his penis.

For his whole life he had been a swinging dick. He whipped it out when appropriate and made love with a variety of wholesome beauties. When he met his wife he whipped it out only of her use.

‘For her use,’ that was the key.

When he met Rhonda he stopped fucking indiscriminately and started screwing at her pleasure.

If she said ‘no,’ he went with it. If she was too tired, then he put it off. And with that simple, little consideration he had lost control of his dick.

It was no longer his to swing like a lariat and lasso any doggy he felt like. Now it was reserved for only one doggy, one pasture, and…he was suddenly prone to a whole raft of rules.

The rest of the day he wore pink panties, and Rhonda kept looking at him and licking her lips and imagining him in bras and corsets.

For dinner she insisted he attend in purple panties, but with no hair.

So she handed him the Nair, gave him instructions, and he followed those instructions.

Grunting and groaning, but he did it. And when he watched his hairs swirl down the drain he felt a curious thrill. An almost electrical lurch.

He had just done a thing that wasn’t considered manly.

It was feminine, and he had no hair. Not under his arms, not in his groin, not anywhere!

And what was worse was when she considered his scalp, and whether he should Nair that, too, and wear a wig…he actually thought about it!

Not in a pleasant light, but, still, it was in his universe, and he thought about it.

What would he look like with no head hair? What would it be like to wear a skull cap and a wig. Or maybe she would glue the wig right to his skin.

He didn’t know that much about wigs to be intelligent about it, but…still, he was thinking.

So he sat down, purple panties, and sipped his drink and ate his salad.

“I thought we were going to have steaks?”

“Maybe tomorrow. Tomorrow is a good day for a barbecue.”

She was fully dressed. She was wearing nylons and heels, full make up, looked a million dollars. She picked at her salad and mused.

“Maybe we could invite Chuck and Carly over.”

“I think I’d need to wear a bit more than this.”

A blank crossed her face. “Why?”

At the resulting look on his face she burst into laughter. “Of course you’d have to wear more. Maybe a bra, nylons…and we simply have to see how you look in high heels.”

“Honey!”

She patted his hand, didn’t say anything about the hurt look on his face.

After dinner, however, she sat on his lap and made him kiss her breasts, and she moaned, and made remarks like: ‘Oh, baby, your underwear makes me so hot.’ Then she used her hands to massage his balls and stroke his penis until he was shaking and shivering and ready to bust…and smiled and stood up and said, “Well, I have to do the dishes.”

She reached the door before he croaked, “I could do them.”

It wasn’t something he usually did, but it just bubbled out of him. He just wanted to do the dishes for her.

“Thank you, honey. I appreciate that.”

She turned around and headed for the den. “Come watch some TV when you’re done.”

He sat there and wondered what had happened.

Then he stood up and went to do the dishes. He listened to the TV from afar, and water splashed on him and his dick in his purples panties got all wet. He realized that he should be wearing an apron, so he tied her pink one around his waist.

Doing the dishes had never been a sexual act before, but it sure was now.

He giggled at one point, and thought about how his mother could have gotten him to do the dishes if she’d made him wear purple underwear. then he sobered and felt foolish.

But under the apron his cock throbbed and bucked.

When he was done he took off the apron and went to the den.

“Hi, honey, have a…oh, you’ve got your panties all wet.”

“I know. I put on an apron, but it was too late.”

She reached out and grabbed his cock through the stretchy material. “Are you sure this isn’t pre-cum?”

He looked down. “No!”

“Well, whatever it is, you need to change your panties. And if you are leaking then we’ll have to have you wear a panty liner.”

He was distressed, and it showed on his face.

With no expression she said, “Or maybe a Tampon.”

His head jerked up to her face, “What?”

It made no sense. If his dick was dripping why would he have to…to plug up his butt?

She laughed. “You are so easy.”

He looked a bit abashed, and she said, “Now go put on some fresh panties.

He turned and, with lowered head, went to the bedroom.

He picked out a pair of white panties. They weren’t as stretchy, and his balls sagged out the sides. He didn’t really realize it, though, until he went back to the den and sat down next to Rhonda.

“Ooh, I like.”

She put her hand in his lap and felt his balls.

They felt hard, full, and were very sensitive.

The movie they watched was ‘My Tomorrow, Your Yesterday.’ It was a Japanese love story, and Dave would have stood up and run, except that Rhonda had him by the balls.

He was forced to sit and listen to the Japanese language, and keep up in subtitles, and he realized that Japanese women liked…Japanese women.

The male lead looked like a Japanese girl, but with slightly shorter hair.

In America his hair would have been considered ‘girl long.’

They watched the movie, and she played with his dick and balls until he was almost crying. She was keeping him right on the edge, and it was driving him crazy.

“Sit in front of me, I’ll gave you a back rub.”

He did, and she rubbed him, and it felt good and he started to calm down from being so close. Then she jumped up and ran to the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a spray bottle and a hair brush.

He felt electric as she sprayed his hair and teased it, curled it, shaped it.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Making you beautiful. Now shut up and read the movie.”

He read, and it felt like his hair was standing on end.

When the movie was over she got up and led him to the bathroom.

His hair was fashioned with a slight under curl. It needed a few snips, but it was as Japanese and the same ‘girl longish’ that the hero of the chick flick had worn.

“I don’t…I can’t…”

She kissed him. She went to town on his mouth. She held his balls and pulled them apart, one each out of the let holes of his panties. His dick was throbbing, and she just kept sucking on his mouth, kissing him, and his dick had never felt so hard.

Him, with hair like a Japanese girl…but a little short, and…              She led him to bed. She put him in one of her chemises and said, “Climb in, honey. And feel free to get me off.”

His dick was no longer his own, and it wasn’t even being used.

Whenever he tried to wedge in between her legs she closed up, turned away, and refocused on his mouth, his balls, his nipples.

Finally, he found himself down below, kissing her pussy, lapping at the labia, sucking on the clit. The smell of her was overpowering, and he had never smelled anything so sweet in his life.

When Dave woke up he felt totally different. He felt like the world was moving in slow motion, and that existence was sort of pebbly.

His cock was hard, but…it didn’t feel so insistent on fucking. It was. content to just be hard.

Which didn’t mean he didn’t rub his body against her, and look at her with begging eyes. He did. But when she pushed him away he was content to just sit back, like a hound hit on the head with a hammer, and stare at her.

His thought process was changed. Yes, he wanted to fuck her, but the feeling in his cock and balls was now so delicious that he was enjoying that.

His urge to merge was reduced. His desire to just be in her presence was increased.

She rolled out of bed, and he came with her.

She laughed at the look on his face.

“Yes,” she said. “This is what feels good. We need more of this.”

He could hardly think, let alone think what ‘more of this’ meant.

She handed him pink panties. Stretchy ones, thank God. They were still tight, but they gave him at least the feel of a pouch, and he didn’t hang over the edges of the panties.

She put him in a bra, matching pink, and she pulled everything tight. the cups were A cups, and they stretched over his pectorals with only a little loose material.

She felt his boob, his nipples, and touched her lips to his approvingly.

“Nylons, honey.”

He sat and rolled the nylons up his legs. He felt like he was wearing a second skin, and it felt very sexy, especially when she ran her hand down his legs and felt his sleekness.

She handed him a pair of high heels.

He looked at them blankly. Then he jerked and realized that he was supposed to put them on.

He slipped them over his feet and the nylons suddenly gave a new sensation. No socks, a second skin, and it was so sensual.

“Uh, oh,” she said.

“What?”

“Your toe nails. They aren’t red.”

“Oh, honey, no!”

But she wouldn’t hear of it. “Women have to have red nails.”

“But I’m not a woman!”

“Are you sure? Your body looks female. Your hair is definitely beautiful. You’re wearing women’s underwear.”

“Rhonda, you have to stop this…” he was almost crying.

“No, I have to get to work and make this happen. Take off your nylons.”

He did, and he sat on the side of the bed and looked entirely miserable.

Even though his cock was hard as an ax handle.

She got him a drink. She knew he needed to soften up his mind a bit. Then she got out her nail kit.

Dave sat on the bed, leaning against the headboard, and Rhonda had his feet on a towel and prepared them. she trimmed his nails, pushed the cuticles back, and began stroking red polish on.

Carefully, she stroked down, from cuticle to tip, three or four strokes and his nails were red.

She set up a hair drier on the bed so it would blow on his nails, and she continued.

After all the nails were done she brought out the lacquer. Now the nails became glossy, glistening even, and she had him keep his feet extended so that he wouldn’t mess up her work.

Then, while the toes dried, she went after his finger nails.

“Honey, I wont’ be able to go outside.”

“Maybe, maybe not. Let’s see where this goes, first.”

Again, she prepared, but instead of painting she glued on false nails. As she pressed on the nails, using real glue and not the lame glue under the peel off, she said, “Wow. Your dick really is hard. And it’s dripping.”

He looked at his. groin. His whole world was his groin, and she was right. He was dripping. Dripping like a faucet.

She pushed a small rag under his cock and went back to painting his nails.

When she was done she rolled his nylons on for him, she was afraid he might run them, then put his high heels on.

Standing up, he felt taller, and his cock felt like it might explode. He was actually dizzy from the sensations running through him.

“God, are you beautiful!”

She put the short corset on him, and it made it look like he actually had boobs. His flesh pushed up by the corset, actually filled the A cups of his bra.

“It makes you look like you’ve got a waist,” she murmured, pulling on his panties, adjusting his bra.

She stood him in front of the mirror and he was shocked by how he looked.

He no longer looked like a man.

He wasn't totally like a woman, but it was happening. He was getting close.

“We need to put you in a dress before I do your make up.”

“Make up?”

He was stunned, but the liquor she had been feeding him was doing its job.

“Sure. But first a dress. How about…I’ve got it.”

She went into her closet and came out with a black dress. It was sleeveless, a shimmery sort of brown, and had a semi-pleated skirt.

She helped him put it on, and he had never felt so weird in his life. Now he really was going to look like a woman.

She zipped it up the back, and now his corset couldn’t be seen. Now he looked like he had a female body.

“Oh, honey, this is the best,” she cooed, sitting him down at her vanity table.

He stared at himself Thank God he still had a male face.

She sat on his lap and shaved him with a tiny, pink razor. And shaved him again. And when she was done there was no trace of a beard.

She rubbed his face with little sponges and cleansed his pores. He was astonished by how black the little sponges became.

Then she primed him, foundationed him, blushed him…everything. The whole nine yards.

She spent an hour on his eyes alone. Elongating lashes, curling them, making his lids look like dusky, little caves.

He stared at her mouth as she used pencils and fingernails and made him into something sweeter, softer.

She gave him another drink.

He was feeling pretty loose now, so loose that he didn’t are that he looked more female than male.

She applied a plumping agent to his lips, let them get big and fat, then she covered them with lip stain. Long lasting lip stain. None of that short lived lipstick, she wanted him to look this way for good.

Her heart was pounding. She felt short of breath. Excitement was swelling her chest.

This felt so right.

She had woken up this morning and planned to get him in underwear, but they had gone long past that.

They had gone all the way, and she was wondering what had happened to her.

She had been excited by the idea of making him a little more feminine, but now he was a lot more feminine, and she was so excited she thought she might explode.

She made more drinks, let him watch TV—he seemed a little out of it now—and made a phone call.

“Hi, Carly. You and Chuck want to come over? Have some dogs and burgers? Actually, scratch that. Could you come over?
“No Chuck?”

“Uh, no. I’ve got something to show you.”

“But no Chuck.”

“Just you.”

“This is weird, girlfriend.”

“It’s gonna get weirder. I did something.”

“Well, with such an intriguing invitation, I’ll be over in fifteen.”

Ten minutes later Carly drove her Lexus into the driveway, got out of the car and strode up to the house.

Rhonda opened the door and pulled her in.

“Hey, girlfriend.”

They were standing in the foyer, and Rhonda called out, “Dave, could you come here?”

Carly frowned and waited, then her eyes opened wide and her jaw dropped.

Dave stood in the archway. He looked like a woman. A little short in the hair, but…he seemed to even have little boobs. And the high heels, and his face…it was all so perfectly feminine.

“Oh, my God!”

Rhonda placed a drink in her hand and Carly downed half of it in a second.

“Holy moley, Batgirl! What have you done?”

“Hi, Carly,” he was blotto. He was dazed and…

“Does he know what you’ve done to him?”

“He does, but he’ll be sober tomorrow, and…I used long lasting make up on him and everything.

“But…why?”

“I wanted to have a more femdom relationship.”

“Femdom? Like make him into a girl?”

“I guess. Yeah. It…you’re going to think I’m weird…it turns me on.”

Carly looked at her friend, then she looked back at Dave. Then she giggled. “It is sort of hot.”

“But now I don’t know what to do.”

“What did you start out to do? Aside from changing your manly man into a simpering sissy?”

“Well, Dave looked at the definition of femdom earlier, and it had four things.”

“Yes?”

“Humiliation, bondage, penetration, and water sports.”

“Water sports?”

“Like, uh…pissing.”

“Rhonda’s gonna pee on me,” muttered Dave. He was reeling a bit, but he still had a ways to go. He wasn’t a hopeless drunk, more like a helpless drunk.

Carly stepped up to Dave, inspected him minutely, and asked, “Dave, how are you liking this?”

“Man, it’s making me horny.”

Carly went back to Rhonda, who was biting her lip and realizing that she might have gone too far.

“Well, girl friend, it seems that you are horny, and he’s liking it, so there’s really only one thing to do.”

“What’s that?”

“Go the rest of the way.”

Rhonda stared at her friend.

“Hey, you brought him this far, you’ve only got a little ways to go…you really want to jump into this femdom stuff, so…why not?”

And, at heart, Rhonda realized a truth. Her friend was a believer in femdom. Which was probably why she called her in the first place. She knew, intuitively, where to go when she wanted help.

“So have you humiliated him?”

Rhonda told her about the garage sale, and the way she had treated him, and Carly nodded. “Yep. That’s a good start. You’ll have to keep humiliating him, of course, but…good start. How about the bondage.”

Rhonda shook her head.

“And that means you haven’t penetrated him, yet. Right?”

Again, Rhonda shook her head.

“Well, the pissing is easy. I can help you do that when you’re ready. But…right now we have to tie him up and screw him.”

“Screw him?”

“Do or die, girl. You’ve got to go all the way. But, little secret, men like it when you screw them.”

“They do? Have you screwed Chuck?”

“All the time. Not a week goes by that he doesn’t walk bowlegged out of the bedroom.”

“Really?”

“And truly. Cross my heart and hope to fly.”

They giggled, and Rhonda turned to Dave. “Honey, would you mind if we fucked you?”

His head wobbled a bit, and his eyes were glassy, but he said, “Sure.”

Man, was he going to have some memories when he woke up.

“Okay, do you have some rope?”

Rhonda went to the laundry room and came back with a long length of thin rope.

They took Dave into the bedroom and cut the rope in lengths and tied his wrists and ankles to the bed.

“Put a pillow under him. A couple of pillows. We want his butt flying high.”

Rhonda shoved the pillows under him.

“What are we going to do about his panties?”

“We can rip them off, or cut them, or just push them to the side and screw him anyway.”

“What are we going to screw him with?”

“You’ve got a vibrator, don’t you?”

“Yes. But it’s awful big. Do you think he can take it?”

“Show me?”

Rhonda brought out the big vibrator. It was as thick as her wrist and a foot long. It had flutes on the sides and the tip was smooth.

“Oh, sure. Men have big assholes. Plug it in. Oh, and we should probably use a lot of lube.

Rhonda got out the lube and handed it to Carly.

Carly moved onto the bed and began reaming Dave’s ass.

“Oh, fuck…” Dave moaned.

Rhonda plugged in the vibrator and tried it out. An industrial strength groan issued from the thing and Carly grinned.

“Baby, you’re going to shake the shit out of his prostate. in fact, using something like this you might even empty him out.”

“Empty him out?”

“Press on the prostate and it forces the semen out of him. All the semen. This is liable to get messy.”

“Oh.”

“Now, technically, you should be using a dildo. But considering the extra size of your vibrator, and the general conditions…this should be fine. You can always get a strap on later and show him a good time.”

“And he’s really going to like this?”

“All men do. This is what they live for. Men are all pussies at heart.

Which statement made Rhonda smile. It really sounded right.

“Okay, are you ready, Dave?”

“Ready, Freddy.”

Carly had been pushing lube into his asshole the whole time, and now she was using three fingers to spread the lube around.

“Okay, Rhonda. Start screwing.”

Rhonda held the vibrator with two hands and turned it on. It was a powerful buzz that shook her forearms, and she lowered it to his bunghole.

“Holy fuck!” Dave yelped as the vibrating point hit his asshole. Yet he didn’t resist, and Rhonda pushed the whole thing into him.

“Yeah!” yelled Carly.

Rhonda felt the vibrator shaking away. She place a hand on his butt and felt the vibrations.

Dave opened his legs further, tilted his ass up, and gave them as much butt as he could.

For long minutes Rhonda screwed her husband. She turned the thing, corkscrewed it, pushed it in and pulled it out. She could feel the vibrator touching his walls, and she couldn’t believe how Dave was reacting.

He was moaning and mumbling and pushing his ass up and back.

Her arms were getting tired, and she stopped moving for a second. She was stunned to realized that Dave was doing most of the screwing. He really wanted that thing in his ass!

“Can I take over?” Carly asked.

Rhonda relinquished, and washed in awe as her friend went to work.

Carly was strong, did a. lot of crossfit, and she jammed that vibrator in to the base. She lifted up and circled the base and Dave lifted off the bed. His ass was gaping, but he didn’t seem to mind. He just wanted to screw that vibrator.

“Okay, Rhonda, are you ready for the dam to bust?”

Rhonda was amazed, and she nodded. “Yes.”

Carly angled the vibrator down. “I’m pressing directly onto his prostate, he’ll start leaking in a sec. Watch his weenie.”

It did only take a couple of seconds, then Rhonda, who was looking under his belly at this dick, saw the semen erupt.

It wasn’t a splurt, like usual, it was just a big flow. Just a thick flow of sperm.

“Wow!”

“Really pouring out of him, isn’t it.”

“But he’s not groaning and acting all orgasmic!”

“He feels like he’s pissing. No orgasm. And you know what the big benefit is?”

“What?”

“Tomorrow he’ll be even hornier. His body is being drained, but his mind doesn’t understand it. His mind thinks he still has to come, and he’ll feel more and more hornier. I guarantee, you do this to him for a couple of months, drain him this way instead of letting him squirt, and he’ll be a perfect man.”

“A perfect man being?”

“One who waits on you hand and foot. A perfect femdom husband.”

After a minute the semen slowed down, then stopped.

“Do you want me to leave the vibrator in him?”

“Should we?”

“Sure. It helps with the humiliation. Come on, let’s go have a drink and wait for him to wake up.”

They left Dave with the vibrator sticking out of his fanny and adjourned to the kitchen where they poured some wine spritzers.

They chatted away, Carly told Rhonda of some of the perks of being a believer in femdom, and congratulated her on taking it this far.

“Now many women can do what you’ve done, and to think that it only took you a couple of days…” she shook her head. “That is impressive.”

“It’s sort of scary when you fist contemplate it. Taking charge of your husband, making him over into a better person.”

“It can be scary. But…it’s well worth it. Every woman should convert their man. The world would be a better place.

The afternoon passed, and finally they heard Dave making sounds.

“Hey! Hey! What’s going on? How did I…what is…”

They giggled and headed back to the bedroom.

Dave was struggling when they entered, then he stopped. His face, through the make up, turned bright red. “What are you…Carly…what…what have I got in my ass?”

“Hi, Dave. Welcome to femdom. You’ll make a perfect husband, if you follow your wife’s commands.” She took the vibrator out of him and he wiggled his ass, almost like he missed it.

“My wife’s…but…what did you do to me?”

“We tied you up and fucked you, Dave.”

“But…why?”

“Because it felt good. Do you remember how good it felt?”

Dave was now into purple.

Carly: “You got off, Dave, did you enjoy it?”

“I did? Oh, yeah, that!”

He remembered, but…it was all sort of hazy.

“Now, we need to untie you, then wash you off. Can you handle that?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“But you’re too messy to take in the bathroom. We’re going to wash you off outside, on the back lawn.”

“But the garden hose is going to be too cold.”

“No, we’ll wash you in warm water.” They untied him and helped him off the bed. “Come along now, Dave.”

They took him outside, and he wobbled in his high heels and caught glimpses of his made up face, his feminized form, in the reflection of windows.

He was more than humiliated. He was mortified to the bone, and Carly noticed this and gave a thumbs up to Rhonda.

They took him out to the patio, then the lawn.

“Just lay down here, Dave.”

He was glad to get off his high heels, it was hard walking in them, and he sat down.

Carly shoved his body back and he laid down. “Hey!”

Carly pulled Rhonda around so she was standing over his face. She motioned, and Rhonda squatted.

Carly reached under her dress and pulled her panties to the side. Watching her, Rhonda did the same.

And they peed.

Long, thick, streams of pee watched over Dave’s face and his groin.

“Fu—wha—hey—!”

The girls had been drinking bourbon and Coke, then wine coolers all afternoon. They had a lot of liquid stored up, and they let it all go.

Dave spluttered and brushed the pee off his face.

“Wha…stop…Hey!”

After a minute the streams of pee lessened. The girls slapped their pussies and stood up and rearranged their panties.

Dave looked up. He was dazed and stupid and didn’t understand what had happened.

Carly said, “Welcome to femdom, sweetheart.”

Then the girls linked arms and headed, laughing, back into the house.

END
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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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Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

This has been the first part of
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