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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Why do guys like MILFs?  
 
    Because they are mature women with fully developed charms. 
 
    Because their breasts are big, but not saggy. 
 
    Because they have a butt that’s round, but not overly large. 
 
    And, most of all, because they don’t carry the baggage a younger woman does. None of this life is a romantic charade…they just want to get to the goods. They want their men to be open and pliable. And some women want their men to be…women. 
 
    Okay, guys and gals, here is the ultimate play by play as a real MILF goes to work on a sweet, young lad. He’s home for the summer, but he’s going to get the experience of a lifetime! 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    “This is the last box,” Chuck made it up the stairs and placed the box on the floor. He was breathing hard and his legs were weak. 
 
    “Chuckie! I can’t thank you enough. Helping an old lady like myself.” Lannie smiled at him and held out a glass. 
 
    He figured it was Coke, and it was, but with a little additive. 
 
    He grinned, “You aren’t so old.”  
 
    Lannie was 30, a fine figure of a woman if there ever was one. She had more curves than a mountain road, and he would have loved to have driven those curves with his rock hard dingus. 
 
    “Well, thank you. Drink up.” She watched him, and felt her heart pound. He was younger than her, sure, and he wasn’t a big man. He was slender, wore his hair long, and had a gentle manner. 
 
    And that was the way she liked her men. Gentle. Not the muscle-y brutes who wanted to bully her into bed and have their way with her and…wham, bam, see ya later, bitch. 
 
    She had had enough of those types. 
 
    Chuck raised the glass and sipped, and his eyes went wide. He had thought it was a cold drink after moving all her stuff into her new apartment. It was cold, all right, but the fire of bourbon laced down his throat and caused his belly to burn. 
 
    “Whoa!” He rasped, staring at the glass. 
 
    Lannie laughed. “Hey, you’re old enough. Don’t say you don’t like a little alcohol every once in awhile!” 
 
    “It took me by surprise, that’s all. I’m not a big drinker.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to learn if you’re going to hang with me.” 
 
    He met her grin and his heart suddenly gave a few extra thumps. 
 
    Hang with her? The stone cold fox? The babe of all babes? The object of his lustful dreams and a few midnight faps?  
 
    He sipped again, this time for courage, and he felt the liquid burn all the way down. 
 
    “I’d love to hang with you,” he blurted. He was young, inexperienced, and he was delightfully innocent of the slick lies of the horny older man. 
 
    Lannie stepped closer to him. Her beautiful face filled his vision, her large breasts touched his tee shirt. “I’d like that, too. It was nice of you to help me move in. Thank you.” 
 
    She leaned forward and touched her lips to his.  
 
    He was so inexperienced he didn’t even close his eyes. He just felt here lips, and his cock sprang up in his pants, and the world just seemed to fade away. 
 
    There was nothing but her delicious, beautiful, warm, plump lips. 
 
    Then she moved back, a slight curve of a smile on her mouth. “Would you like to help me unpack?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She turned took a step back, picked up her own drink and sipped. A big sip. The sip of a woman with appetites. She lowered the glass, leaving a red lip print on the rim. “Why don’t you empty the boxes on my bed. Put the stuff inside in the dresser. I’ll be in in a minute.” 
 
    “Okay.” He grinned, couldn’t stop grinning, and she almost laughed, but held it in. 
 
    Chuck went into her bedroom, drank a little more, and opened a box. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Panties! 
 
    Dazed by the sight of her dainty underthings, he picked up a thong and held it loosely eyed it, and almost fell down as he rounded the bed. 
 
    As if hypnotized, feeling the silky softness in his hands, he opened the dresser drawer and careful folded the panties, then placed them in the drawer. 
 
    His erection was pushing against his pants so hard it hurt. 
 
    He turned back to the box and took out a bra. The cups were large, with a gentle rim of tiny flowers. He felt the bulge of the cups. It wasn’t padded, but then it didn’t need to be. She was built. 
 
    He placed the bra on the panties. They were a matching set, and he could hardly breath. 
 
    Holding her bra was like holding her tits themselves. 
 
    “How you doing in there?” Lannie called from the kitchen. 
 
    “I’m doing good,” he answered, his voice shaking a little, but hopefully she didn't notice it. 
 
    He reached into the box and took out more panties, more bras. He felt them, and his hands felt like they were handling her very private parts. 
 
    He took his time, folding the underthings and placing them in a very neat arrangement in the drawer. 
 
    Back and forth, from box to dresser, his boner insistent, and he kept pressing down on it, and gave a moan every once in a while. 
 
    In the kitchen Lannie smirked. She knew what he was going through. She had seen what a horny, young man he was. She had seen how he stared at her breasts, at her camel toe. 
 
    She had seen how his pants bulged and a wet spot grew. 
 
    And that set off her own wet spot. Just thinking about how horny Chuckie must be getting was making her wet. Very wet. 
 
    Inside the bedroom Chuck opened the second drawer and began placing tummy shapers, nylons, garters, and even corsets in the drawer. 
 
    But why would she need a tummy shaper? Let alone a corset? Lannie had a waist that would make a wasp envious. And her round ass and her large mammary glands made her waist appear even smaller than it was! 
 
    He felt the corset, ran his hands along the ribs. It was a tight thing, and he could imagine it on her, pushing her tits up and out, causing the blood to rush into her nipples. 
 
    Her large, honey tasting nipples. Oh…fuck! 
 
    “I brought you another drink.” 
 
    He spun, surprised, jerked out of that lustful, mesmerized world of imagining her private parts pressed against him. “Oh, uh…thanks.” 
 
    He took the drink and gulped. 
 
    As his eyes raised up she glanced down. Damn! What a bulge! He was bigger than she had even thought! 
 
    He looked down as she looked up and they both smiled. 
 
    His face was flushed, and it wasn’t just the alcohol. 
 
    “I can’t thank you enough for helping me out.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” A rictus of a grin as he hid his thoughts, or at least, he thought he hid his thoughts. 
 
    He was thinking if she knew what he was thinking she’d slap his face. 
 
    But he couldn’t help himself. She was a woman in the ripe of life. She was mature, filled out, knowledgable. 
 
    And he was just a 19 year old, summer vacation from college, very inexperienced when it came to women. 
 
    “You can put the things in that box in the bottom drawer,” she smiled at him. She had placed the boxes on the bed so he would go from one to another, and the third box would be in the lowest drawer. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She patted his cheek, caused him to blush some more, and headed back into the living room. 
 
    She sat down in a chair and watched the door to her bedroom. She couldn’t see him, but she could hear him. She could hear the rasp of the bottom drawer opening. The shift on bedsprings as he moved the box closer, and she imagined him opening the flaps…then the gasp of his breath. 
 
    Chuck stared inside the box. 
 
    Kinky stuff. Really kinky. 
 
    He had never seen stuff like this, except on the internet. 
 
    A selection of butt plugs. A variety of dildos. A harness for holding dildos. 
 
    Vibrators and handcuffs. A thick leather belt. A paddle with holes in it.  
 
    A leather collar, a few chains, other things. 
 
    He realized he wasn’t breathing, and forced himself to reach I, pick up a couple of things, and turn to the drawer. 
 
    In the living room Lannie was feeling the heat. Down in her groin. Heat that was wet and dripping. 
 
    She listened to the sounds of things put into a thin-bottomed dresser drawer. The rattle of handcuffs, the click, click, click as chains were laid down, link by link. 
 
    She wanted to reach a hand down the front of here shorts and run a finger along her labia. She wanted to insert her finger. She wanted to close her eyes and scratch that itch that was eating her pussy alive. 
 
    In the bedroom Chuck was having trouble breathing. He arranged the items neatly in a nice grid. He slid the drawer shut, and knew that he was dripping in his pants. He saw a small wet spot, and knew that he had leaked pre-cum. 
 
    His mind was filled with imagined images of Lannie. Wearing the fine lingerie, her breasts peeking over the top of a half bra, her pussy captured by thin material which revealed her slit, her asshole stimulated by the thin cord of her thong. 
 
    He could see her in his mind’s eye, laying on her bed, her legs spread, pushing beads into herself. Moaning and tickling herself. 
 
    A butt plug, one with a fox’s tail on it, tightly inserted, rubbing all her pleasure points. 
 
    He made a small whimpering sound, then realized that it was him. 
 
    “How you doing in there, Chuckie?” 
 
    “I’m fine!” But now his voice was a croak. But he wasn’t sure he was even breathing. His mind was muddled with sexual images and his cock wouldn't stop battering at the inside of his jeans. 
 
    “Good. I’m coming with another drink.” 
 
    She stepped into the room and held out a drink. 
 
    He took it, sipped, and felt dizzy. Two drinks, and all the nasty things he had seen…no wonder he was dizzy. 
 
    Lannie sat down on the bed and looked up at him. She patted the bed next to herself and whispered, “Have a seat.” 
 
    He sat, his mind going crazy with possible scenarios. Was she going to take him? Was she going to make love to him? 
 
    In his mind he could see that lush body crouching over him, sucking, fondling, doing the dirty to him in a thousand different ways. 
 
    “So, did you like handling my laundry?” 
 
    Now, in spite of the liquid he was imbibing, his throat was dry. Dry like he had been gargling desert sand. He nodded and gulped, trying to move his throat, to say something, but he was stunned into silence. 
 
    She placed a hand on his leg. She had long, red fingernails, matched her lipstick, and she rubbed his thigh gently. 
 
    “I know that feminine underthings excite young men. Are you excited?” 
 
    He nodded, his face red, his voice cracking as he managed to mutter “Uh huh.” 
 
    She smiled and trailed her red fingernails up his thigh, feeling the texture of his genes, moving over the flesh underneath to the bulge in his pants. 
 
    He said nothing as she traced her sharpened digits over the shape of his testicles, ran her finger down the length of his shaft. 
 
    “My. You are excited. Does it bother you that I’m doing this?” She traced her finger over the little ridge of the head of his cock. 
 
    His cock was pressed so hard against the material, it was perfectly outlined. 
 
    She placed her glass on the side table and reached up to his chest. She placed her hand over his pectoral on his left side. 
 
    “I can feel your heart beating. Your blood is pulsing.” 
 
    She touched the edge of her fingernail to his nipple and gently scraped it. “Do you like that?” 
 
    He nodded, helpless in her fingers. Literally. 
 
    She smiled and said, “Don’t move.” 
 
    He couldn’t have moved if his life depended on it. He was frozen. 
 
    She leaned forward and touched her lips to his, just a soft brushing of her flesh against his. 
 
    A promise. 
 
    If he was a good boy. 
 
    She sighed and leaned back, her arms behind to support her, which made her breasts thrust p and out. Her own nipples looked just as excited as his own. 
 
    They were bigger, and they pushed through the material of…she wasn’t wearing a bra! 
 
    But she had been! She had been wearing short shorts, so tight he could see her monkey knuckle when he had been bringing boxes up to her apartment, but now…now she wasn’t! 
 
    She had taken off her bra, but when? When he had been in this room, touching and feeling her empty cups and dreaming of her body? 
 
    She noticed how he gazed at her nipples, and licked his lips, and tried to act nonchalant. 
 
    She liked young, innocent boys best of all. 
 
    Though any man would serve her purposes. But the young ones…ah, yes. 
 
    “I need to change clothes. I need to shower. Would you like to help me?” 
 
    His mouth hung open and he found his head going up and down.  
 
    “Of course, we hardly know each other, and I wouldn't want you to take advantage of me. You wouldn’t be rude, would you?” 
 
    Yet the breathy way she had of laying down this condition made it like she was asking for him to be rude. 
 
    “I’m a very private person, I have to know somebody before I get involved. I hardly know you at all.” Her tongue licked her lips, telling him that not only did she know him, but she wanted to know him more. And more and more. 
 
    “I mean, you’ll have to touch my bare flesh, but you’ll have to be respectful and control yourself. Only touch me where and how I want to be touched.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Can you do that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” and it sighed out of him like air out of a balloon. 
 
    She smiled. Help me out of my shirt. She leaned forward and her breasts hung in her tee. 
 
    “Just reach over and grab the bottom of my shirt. Pull it up, but be careful. My breasts are big and I don’t want the material catching and pulling on them, hurting them.” 
 
    She ran her hands to the back of her neck and lifted and pulled her hair over her head. 
 
    He moved as if in a dream, aware of the moment so intensely, aware that it was temporary and that he better enjoy it. 
 
    He gripped the bottom of her tee shirt, his knuckles brushing against her flesh above her hips. 
 
    She sighed, and wiggled a bit, and he pulled, softly, slowly. 
 
    Images of her trapped in her shirt, being able to hold the shirt, and thus hold her arms, and being able to mash his lips against hers endlessly. 
 
    But he just pulled the shirt up. 
 
    Over her rib cage, past her head and down her arms. Her breasts falling free, bigger now that they were unencumbered, then her hair was loosed and she straightened up. 
 
    He held her tee and stared at her breasts. 
 
    She placed her hands under her breasts and lifted them. “They get sore after being confined in a bra all day. Would you massage them for me.” 
 
    Now he didn’t nod. There was nothing in the world except his hands and the soft cones with the nipple tips pointing at him. 
 
    She reached forward and took his hands, pulled them to her chest. “Yes, like this. Hold them. Fondle them. Run your hands around them. 
 
    He finally began to move. He felt like he was out of his body, yet he could feel the delicious heat of them. 
 
    “Oh, please rub my nipples.” 
 
    His thumbs emerged from the mess of his hands and began sliding over her pink nips, bending them slightly. 
 
    She shivered. “Oh, that’s good. Can you kiss my nipples? Gently? Can you control yourself and only kiss my nipples…and do nothing else? Can you? I need to know. I need to trust you if I’m going to get to know you.” 
 
    He leaned forward and heard a light sob. That was him, a sigh that turned into a sob.  
 
    His mouth went over her turgid nipple. He closed his lips on the areola and gently licked the thing in his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whined. “That’s so good. Please, keep going. Do both of them.” 
 
    She could have leaned back, laid down, and he would have been given implied consent to ravage her body. 
 
    But she stayed upright, her holding one breast for him to lick, his hand still under the other one. 
 
    He tasted her excitement, he pulled with suction, she groaned. 
 
    Then she gently pushed his head back, pushed him away from her. The nipple left his mouth and he felt so desperate. 
 
    Then she leaned forward and placed her hand on his crotch. “Oh, look what I’ve done. Can you stand it?” 
 
    He felt like his whole world was pulsing under the heaven of her hand. 
 
    A hint of a smile on her face, she stood up. Her breasts pointed at him.  
 
    “I’ve got to take a shower. Help me take my shorts off. They are so tight and they squeeze me.” 
 
    She took his hands and placed them on the sides of her shorts. She unbuckled, then unzipped, and he stared at the zipper as it slowly descended.  
 
    He watched the line of teeth come apart and reveal her flesh. No hair. The top of her slit. 
 
    Her twat was tight, like another zipper, but he could see the bulge and the tip of her clitoris as she moved. 
 
    He pulled, her hands on his wrists, her shorts down. 
 
    Naked. Bare. The labia large and the flaps opening slightly as the material of her shorts ceased compression on them. 
 
    Then her shorts were at her ankles, hung up by her shoes, and he was face to face with that cavern of sexuality, her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, silly me. I should have taken off my shoes and socks first. Can you help me?” 
 
    He knelt, aware of the heat of her junction, and worked her shorts over her shoes.  
 
    She placed a hand on his shoulder, and it felt like it would burn right through him. 
 
    He managed to get her shorts off first one foot, then the other. 
 
    “My shoes, while you’re down there.” 
 
    She had lifted her feet for him to get her shorts off, and she lifted them again as he held her ankle, as she balanced on him, her crotch moving against his head. 
 
    He pulled the shoes off, white athletic shoes with pink laces. 
 
    “And the socks?” 
 
    She was wearing little nylons that were cut off at the top of her shoe, and he unrolled them down her feet, feeling her flesh, no calluses, studying the beautiful, shiny, hard redness of her toenails. 
 
    “Do my feet smell?” she asked. “I’ve been on them all day.” 
 
    He shook his head in the negative. 
 
    “Make sure.” She pushed his head and he lowered it to within an inch. He sniffed, and there was no discernible odor. Maybe a hint of the shoes, but no sweaty odor. 
 
    “No,” he croaked. 
 
    “Oh, good. But I still need to take a shower. What do you think” She wrapped her hand in his long hair and lifted. 
 
    He came up, was drawn to his feet. 
 
    “Do I still need to take a shower?” 
 
    He nodded, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. “Yes.” 
 
    Was that really him speaking? 
 
    “Oh, goodie. I love showers. But I have nobody to scrub my back. Can you scrub my back.” 
 
    “I…yes.” Who was that speaking words through his throat?” 
 
    “Of course you’ll have to take your clothes off. Can you do that? Can you take your clothes off for me?” 
 
    “I…yes…I…” 
 
    “But you won’t be able to touch me. Well, you’ll have to touch me, you’ll have to rub soap into all my pores. But…can you do that and control yourself? I still don’t know you very well. Can you scrub my body and not get…rude?” 
 
    He nodded, his head a puppet on a string. 
 
    “Let me help you get undressed,” she said. 
 
    She stepped closer to him, her breasts touched hi chest, and she gripped the bottom of his tee shirt. She lifted and giggled. “Bend over a little.” 
 
    He bent, and she tugged and wormed, and his shirt came off. 
 
    He wasn’t muscular, but he was solid. 
 
    She tossed his shirt, all the way into her hamper, and placed her hands on his chest.  
 
    “You’re strong.” 
 
    He wasn’t, not now. Now he was a linkage of noodles. 
 
    She felt his pectorals, closing her hands and moving over his pecs like they were breasts. 
 
    “You know what I wish?” she said softly. 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I wish you had breasts. Like a woman.” 
 
    She pinched his nipples, made him groan as she looked at him. “Would you like that? To have large breasts? To feel me pinching the nipples and kissing them like this?” 
 
    She put her red mouth on his nipple and sucked, she played with his other nipple with her other hand. 
 
    He felt like she was pulling his balls, the connection went right through his body, and his penis thrust against his pants so hard he pooched his butt back a bit to relieve the pressure. 
 
    She took her mouth off his nipple and rubbed it with her finger. “Oh, look, now I’ve gotten lipstick all over your nipple. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Oh, please say it’s okay. I like to see the print of my lips around your nipples. It’s so sexy.” 
 
    More gulping, more nodding. 
 
    “You know,” she said slyly, mocking innocence, “I think the sexiest thing in the world would be for you to have me kiss your nipple, leave a red lip print, then have a tattoo, the same color, using my very lips as the template. Wouldn't that be sexy?” 
 
    She stared up at him. 
 
    “And then maybe a piercing. Silver. A dumb bell, or maybe a little silver dangle. Would you like that?” 
 
    He had no idea what he would like, he just knew she was in charge, and he had to go along. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “You’re so sweet. Let’s take down your panties.” 
 
    Panties? 
 
    But he didn’t question. He just stood there as she unbuckled, unzipped, and tugged his shorts down. He kicked his shoes off so she could get his shorts off easily. He wasn’t wearing socks. 
 
    She hadn’t been wearing panties, but he was wearing underpants. 
 
    She frowned. “Oh, too much clothing.” Then she grinned. “You’re making me work too hard.” 
 
    He stood as she pulled his underwear down his thighs, and his cock sprang up and almost hit her face. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    She grinned, and bent her head, and his penis rubbed through her hair. 
 
    Then his underpants were off and she was standing up. 
 
    She gripped his cock and looked him in the eyes, “I had no idea you were this excited. I mean, a little excited, yes, but you’re a lot excited!” 
 
    She stroked him, but kept a grip on him so he couldn’t cum. 
 
    And he was close, real close. 
 
    She pressed up against him and stroked him and whispered in his ear. “Don’t cum. I don’t know you well enough for you to cum on me. Or in me.” 
 
    His legs were shaking, and he almost fell when she placed a hand around his balls. 
 
    “And you feel so full. You must not have cum for a long time. Has it been a long time?” 
 
    “Uh…I…” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve embarrassed you. Can you control yourself? Can you not squirt your beautiful white semen all over the place if I let go of you?” 
 
    “Yu…yes.” 
 
    “You’re sure? Because I don’t want you to loose your sperm…yet.” 
 
    “I’m…sure.” His teeth actually chattered. 
 
    She slowly let go. His cock bobbed violently between them. 
 
    She looked down and sighed. “That is so beautiful. Makes me wish I had one.” 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be wonderful? If I had the cock and you had the tits?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 
 
    He would have agreed to have his eyelashes pulled out by the roots at that moment. 
 
    “Well, come along.” She turned and headed into the bathroom. He followed her, dumbstruck, unable to do anything else. 
 
    Humming, she reached into the shower and turned on the hot water. While it warmed up she turned to him. She she stepped into him. Hugged him. And his cock bent between their bodies and he had to lean forward a bit. 
 
    “Is this okay? You’re not going to cum, are you?” 
 
    “Nu…no.” He gritted his teeth. 
 
    He might not cum, not with just an extra ounce of sensation, but he sure felt close. He was dripping, and she looked down. 
 
    “Oh, my! Am I doing that? Am I making you drip?” 
 
    She reached down, held a finger under the head of his cock, under the slit, and a big drop of pre-cum oozed out. 
 
    She caught it on her finger, she brought it up to her lips and tasted it. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    She caught another drop and brought it up to his lips.  
 
    He was caught. He would do anything. She placed the pre-cum on his lips and he opened his mouth and licked. 
 
    It was slick, tasted salty, and he was stunned to find that he liked it. 
 
    Of course he did. Who wouldn’t like the taste of themselves. 
 
    She giggled at the expression of wonder in his eyes, then opened the shower door and pulled him in. 
 
    She soaped him first, soaping everything, his underarms, his chest, his nipples. 
 
    She soaped his balls, rolling them in her slippery hands, letting them squeeze out between her fingers. 
 
    She clutched him to her. “Don’t cum,” she said, and she wormed a soapy finger between his crack. 
 
    He gasped as she inserted her finger  and wiggled it. 
 
    She laughed and loved the look of astonishment on his face. “Oh, baby boy likes a little penetration up his keyhole.” 
 
    Water was sluicing down his body, his cock was literally leaping up and down, and he felt her pulling her fingers out. Then she lowered herself. She was on her knees and she said, “Don’t you dare cum now.” 
 
    She took him in her mouth and pushed fingers into him. 
 
    He was caught between her mouth and her fingers. 
 
    He wanted to cum, but the finger up his rectum stopped him. 
 
    She didn’t move her mouth, just kept control of his cock, felt him so she could draw back if he started to surge. 
 
    If she had slapped his balls he would have exploded. As it was, he was on edge, and yet, his cock was very slowly getting softer. 
 
    Then he felt like he was going to cum, but…not quite, and the sensation of having to cum was replaced by the need to pee.” 
 
    “I’m going to pee! I’m sorry!” 
 
    He tried to dislodge her, but she wouldn't let him, and she nodded and grunted over her mouthful of his cock, “Un huh!” Go ahead. Pee in my mouth. It’s okay. 
 
    He couldn’t have stopped himself if he wanted to. A stream of fluid poured out of his cock, but it wasn’t pee! 
 
    It was thicker, and it oozed. It was semen! Her rubbing on his prostate had caused the sperm to come up the tube and fill her mouth! 
 
    He stared in wonder, and a curious, warm, wonderful lassitude came over him. 
 
    He didn’t have the bang of orgasm, but he was getting the relief. 
 
    And, more, he was still feeling horny! In fact, he was hornier!  
 
    After a long minute she stood up, her mouth half full, and she smiled and gripped the back of his head. Wrapped her finger s in his hair, and pulled his lips to hers. 
 
    He tasted himself, and she pushed his own seed into his mouth. 
 
    As with the pre cum, it was salty, and…tasted good. 
 
    For a long minute she kissed him, and they imbibed on his sperm. 
 
    Then she stepped back. “Okay, honey, I think it’s safe for you to touch me.” 
 
    She put a loofah in his hands and had him scrub her. 
 
    He rubbed her all over. He soaped her breasts, her back, her legs, every inch of her, and when he reached her crotch she just grinned and told him to rub harder. 
 
    He rubbed, then she was gripping his hand and pushing his fingers into her.  
 
    “Harder!” she whispered, biting his ear. 
 
    He rubbed harder, and she suddenly arched her back and cried out. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    Then she was holding on to him, shivering in the afterglow. 
 
    When the tremors stopped she pulled his hair so she could speak into his ear. “You won’t be able to cum now. I’ve drained you. I think I can trust you now.” 
 
    He nodded, understanding her words, but not the dire desperation they hinted at. 
 
    “Okay, hold my tits, and I’ll shampoo your hair. Then you can do mine. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She shampooed, and then conditioned, then brushed his hair out in a sleek wave. 
 
    Then she had him shampoo and condition her, and she smiled. And she rubbed his cock without fear of him cumming, and just before they stepped out from under the streaming, hot water she kissed him and said, “Now the fun begins.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Chuck noticed, when he stepped out of the shower, that he was very sweet smelling. Her soap had been scented and he smelled…well…he smelled girly! 
 
    Yet it was a sweet smell, and she touched him, and put her nose to him, and told him how delicious he smelled. 
 
    “I would like to eat you up, or at least lick you alive,” she joked. 
 
    Down below his cock was the eternal flagpole, sticking straight out, so rigid that he was afraid if he bent it it would break! 
 
    That was the moment he noticed…his body hair was gone! 
 
    “What happened to me?” He held his arm up and stared at the flesh. It looked paler without the dark hairs, almost feminine. In fact, no almost about it. Losing his hair had given a definite female cast to his flesh. 
 
    “I used Nair on you. Doesn’t it feel wonderful? 
 
    She stroked his flesh, kissed him, and he was quickly convinced that it did, indeed, feel wonderful. 
 
    And it was sexy. And it seemed like his flesh was more sensitive as she touched it. 
 
    She got out a hair drier and dried her hair. Then she turned it on him. 
 
    With twists of a brush and the help of the hot air she styled his hair, giving it curls and waves. 
 
    She didn’t let him see anything, kept his back to the mirror, until she was done, then she turned him around. 
 
    He stared at his hair in the mirror. It was totally female. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around him, kissed his neck, and whispered, “That is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’ve just started.” 
 
    She gripped his penis and drew him into her bedroom. 
 
    She handed him a pair of her panties. 
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    He held them on a finger and gazed at them. 
 
    “But…they’re panties!” 
 
    “Yes, they are, and you’re going to find that they are more comfortable, and the material is going to make you feel so-o-o good!” 
 
    Would he have refused if he wasn’t so desperately horny? Probably not, so he didn’t stand a chance. Drained, and extra horny for that, he slipped the panties on. 
 
    He stood and looked down. 
 
    His cock thrust forward obscenely. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” she commented, and she handed him a bra. 
 
    “But I don’t have any…any tits!” 
 
    Again: “Don’t worry about that.” And there was a smile on her face that spoke of secrets. 
 
    She helped him get his arms under the straps, then she pulled it tight in the back and fastened it. 
 
    He tried to reach behind himself, to feel the clasps, to make sure he could get it off. 
 
    He lacked the flexibility and suddenly realized that he wasn’t going to get out of the bra until she helped him. 
 
    Now resigned, but so excited by what was happening that the resignation was swallowed easily, he looked at himself in the mirror over her vanity. 
 
    The bra was padded, but the cups weren’t that big. Still, for the slenderness of his body it worked; it looked like he had real breasts. 
 
    “Oh, that’s perfect. Now, watch this.” 
 
    She had small inserts, looked like thin boobs, and she slid them into the cups of his bra. 
 
    His boobs grew bigger and he gasped. “It looks…it looks…” 
 
    “I know,” she nodded. “And it’s going to get better. Put this on.” 
 
    It was a corset. It was short, just around the waist, so it would plump up his boobs and make his butt flare out. 
 
    She wrapped it around him, fastened the clasps, then pulled the ties in the back. 
 
    He gasped as she squeezed his body, and shortly he was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “Breath in shallow, little gulps,” she advised. 
 
    He did, and it worked. Still, he was light headed, but when he looked in the mirror again he was stunned. 
 
    His waist was pinched, shrunken, and his body looked like Scarlet O’Hara’s! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Stay here, enjoy yourself,” she nodded at the mirror. 
 
    He sat in her vanity chair. It was a little awkward, but the corset was short enough that he could handle it. It did make him gasp a little more for air. 
 
    She returned with a pair of glasses. “Time for a little lubrication.” She grinned. “We’re about to go where few men have ever gone.” 
 
    “We are?” 
 
    “Shush up and drink. You’re going to like this.” 
 
    It was difficult drinking, his belly was quite compressed, but sexual desperation demanded that he drink, so he did. 
 
    Suddenly Lannie threw a leg over him and sat down on his penis. 
 
    He gasped. To feel her velvety insides, her moist heat. He wanted to cum worse than ever! 
 
    But, of course, he couldn’t. 
 
    She kissed him. Placed her arms on his shoulders and said, “Aren’t you glad I can trust you now?” 
 
    He nodded, helpless, and helplessly ensconced in her pussy. 
 
    She wiggled joyfully. “You got me off earlier, but that was just a tickle. The real orgasm are coming. Oh, I’m not going to squirt right now. I’m going to let it build and build, and when you’re all fixed up…” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘all fixed up?’” 
 
    “Honey, do you remember when I asked you if you would like boobs?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Was I right?” 
 
    He looked down between them, to where her bare breasts touched his fake tits. 
 
    Past their tits to where she sat upon him, was impaled by him, feeling all the joy while he felt all the frustration. 
 
    And nodded.  
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about. Now, you just relax and let Momma do her work. Okay?” 
 
    “Oh…Okay.” 
 
    She climbed off him with a sigh. “God, I love that. But…we need to do some things with you. Stand up.” 
 
    He stood and she opened the bottom drawer. She picked up a blue butt plug. 
 
    “Lean over the bed.” 
 
    “What? Wait? What’s that for?” 
 
    “Did you like my fingers, sweet heart?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Now step over here and bend over.” 
 
    She took his arm, pulled him and he found that she was strong, and he was weak.  
 
    He was weak because he couldn’t breath, and because his cock was sucking all the blood out of his body. 
 
    She pushed him over, then bent over next to him. 
 
    “Honey, if I push this into you it might be a little tight. It needs to be lubricated.” 
 
    His eyes were wide; he had a thousand yard stare. 
 
    She held the plug to his mouth. “Grease it up, honey. Learn the joy of sucking.” 
 
    She put it to his mouth, and he slowly opened his jaws. 
 
    She put it in his mouth and he began to suck. 
 
    “That’s it, get it all slippery and slimy.” 
 
    A for a minute he sucked, and licked, and tried to get as much moisture as he could on the thing, all the time his eyes big and focused on Lannie. 
 
    She pushed off the bed, stood behind him and spread his cheek. Gently, she worked the tip of the thing into him. It went about a half inch in, then the flare of the bulb was too much. 
 
    But she was waiting for that. She wiggled, worked it, and he slowly relaxed, and, suddenly, pop. It went in. 
 
    She helped him stand up, and chuckled at the look on his. face. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He nodded. It looked like he was afraid to speak. 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. You can move around and sit down and even do calisthenics. It won’t hurt you, and it’ll just feel better and better.” 
 
    Again he nodded, and it looked like he didn’t believe her. 
 
    “Sit on the bed.” 
 
    He did, looking like he was afraid his butt was going to explode, and she painted his toe nails. 
 
    He occasionally wiggled his butt, felt the plug seat more firmly, and stared down at her. She hummed and made the delicate little motions that resulted in shiny, red nails. 
 
    She got him another drink. “This helps,” she said. “I know it’s frightening at first, but a little liquid goes a long way.” 
 
    She rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset. 
 
    “You’ve done this before?” 
 
    “Occasionally,” she answered. 
 
    “With men.” 
 
    “Just like you, honey.” She patted his cheek, then helped him over to the vanity chair. Now sit down and we’ll go crazy.” 
 
    He sat in the vanity chair, the plug giving him immense pleasure faced the mirror, and left reality. 
 
    She cleansed it, and even after the shower the little sponges she used turned black. 
 
    The applied primer. Using little clothes. His face looked pale now, and there was no shading or hues. 
 
    She applied foundation, blush, and started working on his eyes. 
 
    He was now fascinated, and he watched closely as she shadowed his eyes, gave him a dusky look. 
 
    Then eyeliner, and she lengthened and curled his lashes. 
 
    His face was now feminine. His cheekbones were altered by make up, his eyes looked bigger, even his chin looked narrower. 
 
    It was all tricks with shades and hues of make up. 
 
    And over all of it his hair cascaded. He saw, now, how she had planned for his face with his hair style. 
 
    She painted his lips, giving him a kiss first, then making them as red as his toenails. 
 
    In the mirror he was a woman. He had the face of a woman, the body of a woman. It was even difficult to imagine himself as a man in the face of this new persona. 
 
    She let him watch himself, and drink his bourbon and Coke through a straw, while she gave him long, fake nails and painted them to match his lips and toenails. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” she gushed, hugging his shoulder with one arm as she put her cheek next to his and looked in the mirror. “Let’s pierce your ears.” 
 
    For a moment he almost stopped her. Put holes in his body? No! 
 
    But his voice remained silent and she pierced his ears and gave him small hoops. 
 
    And, finally, the last detail, she came out of her closet with a pair of high heels. She knelt next to him and lifted his foot with one hand and slipped the heels on, one at a time, with the other hand. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    He stood, and tottered, and his ankles wiggled and he felt like he was going to fall. 
 
    He had forgotten about the joy buzzer in his butt, and now he felt it all over again, making him awkward, but in the most delightful way. 
 
    Lannie held to him, grinned as he struggled, and when he was finally okay, she started teaching him how to walk. 
 
    Baby steps, little steps, with her holding to his elbow, or an arm around his waist. His butt singing happy songs for the intruder helping him along. 
 
    He looked funny, like he was roller skating and about to fall on his butt. 
 
    But she kept guiding him, telling him how to walk in a line, how to loosen his body up so his hips would say. 
 
    “It would help if you had real tits,” she told him at one point. “Then you could feel a certain sway and it wold help your swagger. 
 
    Chuck had never heard the simple act of walking described that way, but her words eventually made sense, and he began to balance in an awkward sense. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, you’ll catch on. A few miles and you’ll be a regular girl.” 
 
    “I…” he had a worried look on his face. 
 
    “What’s the worry?” 
 
    “It’s just that, the way you talk, You’ve made me all up, but…” 
 
    “You’re scared of being a girl.” 
 
    He nodded, a bit fast. 
 
    She smiled. “Honey, this is what all men want. All men know that women rule the world. We’re the reason men work so hard, why they do what we want. You’re going to love being a girl. Of course, they do have a few problems to overcome before you get there.” 
 
    “What kind of problems?” He frowned, and was unaware that she had just changed his mind in a subtle manner. He wasn’t scared, now he was asking what else he had to do. 
 
    “Well, we need to get you real tits. That can be implants, or just vacation boobs. Probably vacation boobs to start, because they are temporary, they shrink with time. But implants last forever.” She grinned. 
 
    “Then we need to discuss your penis.” 
 
    “What’s uh, wrong with my…” 
 
    But he knew what was wrong. The proof was sticking out right in front of him. 
 
    She sat him down on the bed, had him sit cross legged. She smiled at the expression on his face. She knew he was feeling the plug massage his innards. She knew how good it felt. 
 
    She sat down across from him, also cross legged. 
 
    He was very aware that he was dressed and she wasn’t. 
 
    “You’ve got a wonderful penis, but we’re going to either have to train it, which is very difficult, or we’re going to have to find ways to restrain it.” 
 
    He watched her, licked his lips, tasted his lipstick. 
 
    “We can,” she began ticking off counts on her fingers, “put it in a gaff. That’s very tight underwear that will push your peeny back between your legs. It looks good, but it’s a wee bit uncomfortable. 
 
    Chuck imagined his ding dong pulled back between his legs. Yes. Uncomfortable. 
 
    “We can put it in a chastity tube, it’s easier to tie back between your legs, but you will pay an extra price in frustration.” 
 
    “I’m already paying a price,” he muttered half under his breath. 
 
    She smiled and continued. “We can sew it between your legs. I really like that method. Your balls are pushed up and kept up by your penis. The tip of your penis sticks out between your legs below your crack. This is so delightful, because I can always play with the head. There are certain advantages to this when I drain you, too.” 
 
    Chuck’s mouth was open as the impact of what she was saying settled in. 
 
    “And, finally, we can just give you a shot that will make you limp for a while.” 
 
    “How long a while?” he stuttered. 
 
    “Oh, depends. They have shots for 3, 6,9 and 12 months.” 
 
    “A whole year? But I wouldn't be able to have sex!” 
 
    “Of course you would! Didn’t I just drain you? Isn’t that sex?”  
 
    “Well, yeah, but there was no orgasm!” 
 
    “And why would you want an orgasm? If you have an orgasm all the sexy feelings leave. You’re left with nothing until enough time has passed that you have regenerated enough sperm to make it interesting.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Besides, don’t you just love the way you feel right now? All horned up and ready to go? Don’t you love feeling the way you do now?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…I want to be able to put my penis in you.” 
 
    She leaned forward and took him in her hand. “Honey, penis sex is great, don’t get me wrong, but I’d rather have you following me around, your tongue hanging out and drooling, willing to do whatever I want. Doesn’t that turn you on more than just a simple two second squirt of juices?” 
 
    “Well…” he wasn’t convinced, but he also wasn’t about to argue with this incredible, wonderful, beautiful goddess. 
 
    “Besides, I’ve got a final trick up my sleeve that will absolutely convince you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have a drink first, and we’ll talk some more. Believe me you’re going to want to be a little tipsy when we finally get down to it.” 
 
    Get down to it. Said like she was going to fuck him. 
 
    But she had already fucked him, and left him hornier than before! 
 
    How much of that type of sex could he stand? 
 
    The apartment was pretty much in order at that point. He was dressed in lingerie with a lot of pleasure in his butt, and she was naked, and loving the way he couldn’t keep his eyes off her. 
 
    They tore up a few boxes and she handed him a robe and they went out on the balcony. 
 
    The dumpster was just over a fence, and with gentle flips of the wrists they sent the sides of the cardboard boxes sailing like Frisbees. The dumpster was open and nearly every piece of cardboard landed in the container. 
 
    Standing in the open like that, covered, but aware that underneath the robe he was a sexy woman, and that anybody looking up and seeing his face would think he was a sexy woman, and he was totally thrilled. 
 
    It was fun being a woman! 
 
    They went back in and sat on the couch and sipped some more whiskey. Now they didn’t bother with the Coke, and they used straws so as not to mess up their lipstick or wear it off. 
 
    Chuck sat and gave a wiggle every once in a while, made the plug give him more and more pleasure. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” she asked over a smile. 
 
    He hesitated, then blurted. “Hell, yes.” 
 
    “Best you’ve ever felt?” 
 
    “Uh…” and he was face to face with it. Was having a butt plug more pleasurable than a fuck? 
 
    The fuck, as good as it was, only lasted a few seconds. The plug was the gift that kept on giving. 
 
    “Yes,” he finally said, and Lannie laughed. 
 
    “I knew it! I had you pegged right from the start.” 
 
    He frowned, there was some hidden meaning in her words, but he was feeling light headed and dizzy and couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    “Stay here. I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    He sat on the couch, his robe open and his body on display. He imagined himself as a Hollywood starlet, showing his wares, exciting thousands of movie goers. 
 
    Hell, millions of movie goers. 
 
    He stood up and went to and stared out the window at the sky. He felt the fullness in his rectum. He touched his breasts and imagined them as real. And, for a moment, they felt real. He felt like he was feeling a real woman, real breasts. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    He spun around and smiled, then he looked down. 
 
    She was wearing a harness around her hips, and a big, black penis jutted out. 
 
    “Wha…what?” He couldn’t lift his eyes from the thick, long, veined thing. It had two big balls hanging underneath it. 
 
    Lannie, a big grin stretched across her face, sat down on the couch. 
 
    Chuck kept looking at her groin, and, finally, he looked up at her. 
 
    She had freshened her make up, and she was beautiful, but…she was wearing a dick! 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “It’s…uh…why…” 
 
    She swung her legs up on the couch and was in the cross legged position. Her cock stuck out, and it was bigger than his. 
 
    “Come on, down.” She patted the couch and her meaning was clear. 
 
    He had taken his high heels off, and he swiveled around, feeling the wonderful sensation of the plug moving in his butt, and took the cross legged position. 
 
    She moved closer, until they were knee to knee. She leaned forward, reached forward and pulled on his hair until he was leaning forward. They were now not just knee to knee, but head to head. 
 
    She grabbed his cock and held it. “Grab mine.” 
 
    He reached out, and once again he wasn’t in reality. The surreal feeling had waned, but now it was back again. He held her cock in his hand. 
 
    “Whatever I do, you do…” 
 
    She twisted her hands around his cock like the red stripes going up a barber pole. 
 
    He twisted and pulled. 
 
    She squeezed his balls. 
 
    He groaned, and squeezed back. 
 
    She leaned forward and sucked the head of his dick. 
 
    He leaned forward and sucked the head of her dick. 
 
    She felt his tits and he felt hers. 
 
    She kissed him, and he kissed back. 
 
    For a long time they just made out like this. He got more and more excited, and he learned how to handle a penis if it was on somebody else. 
 
    And he didn’t feel gay because the cock was on a woman. 
 
    And it didn’t feel weird that she had a penis. 
 
    It felt…right. 
 
    “Remember,” she whispered. “Remember when I said I envied you your penis? That it would be fun to have one?” 
 
    “Oh…yes…” he was barely breathing, dazed, finding a whole new existence in reality. 
 
    “And when I say that not having an orgasm is fun…I know what I mean. My penis will never squirt out joy juice. I will just stick it in you and grow hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re going to do? You’re going to put that in me?” 
 
    “Honey, you’re a woman now, and you have to go all the way. Why do you think I put that plug in you? Not just to have fun, although it is a lot of fun, but to open you up. The joy you feel from having that thing in you is about to be doubled. Tripled. Quadrupled.” 
 
    He spoke brokenly, unsure of himself, but feeling a strange sense of anticipation. 
 
    “Just like a woman.” 
 
    “Honey, this is going to be the best summer of your life. I’m going to take you to the moon. We can hang out every day and every day you’ll be more frustrated, more horny. We can try out the chastity tube this summer, and if you decide to stay with me longer…we can give you a shot, maybe sew your pecker back between your legs. Believe me, you’re going to love it.” 
 
    He stared into her eyes, saw the love and comfort there. 
 
    She stood up and held out her hand. “Come with me, darling. Let’s go pop your cherry.” 
 
    He gave her his hand and stood up. 
 
    She led him into the bedroom. “I want you to lay sideways on the bed. Be on your back and spread your legs. 
 
    Chuck sat on the bed, lay back, and spread his legs. 
 
    She positioned him, then crawled up on top of him. 
 
    They kissed, hugged, felt each other, then she knelt over his face. 
 
    “Honey, lubricate it.” 
 
    He slobbered over her weenie. He made it soaking with saliva. 
 
    She suddenly crawled backwards, stood on the floor, and gripped his ankles. She lifted them up and draped them over her shoulders. 
 
    The tip of her penis touched him and he shivered. His eyes were dark, filled with fear and anticipation. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his stiff dingus. “Okay, honey, I’m going to stroke you and poke you. You won’t be able to cum, and you will want to, but when I’m done you’re going to be the most grateful bitch in the world.” 
 
    He swallowed, the sound of his gulping loud in the bedroom.  
 
    She waited, her tip lodged in his pucker, just sitting there. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    He gulped again, then nodded. 
 
    “Slowly, but surely, she slid in and took away his innocence. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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