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PART ONE

“I want you to wear this.” Becky held up a pair of white panties. She was wearing her white gown. It was supposed to be bad luck for him to see her like this on the day they were to be married. But her eyes were sparkling blue and her hair flowed down over her shoulders, her body was taut and her bosoms protruded nicely.

He smiled and took the panties. “You’re kidding.” Brad  was handsome in his tux. He hadn’t put on his trousers yet, but he wasn’t embarrassed. This was the woman he was going to marry.

“It’s a family tradition. The man must wear something of the woman he is going to marry. I figured this would be the least embarrassing.”

His lips pursed and his mouth quirked in a partial smile.

“I’m the guy. I’m supposed to wear guy things. Pants, shirts, socks, things like that. You’re the woman. You should be wearing the panties and bra, the nylons, all that stuff.

“I realize that, honey, but our marriage is unique. We’re going to do things different.”

He held the panties up on a finger and examined them. “This is a little bit too different. I mean, I won’t fit in them.”

“I bought a special pair of panties for you. They’re a little stretchy in the crotch. They’ll shape to your package, and…please, honey. This means so much to me.”

He sighed. “Well, I guess it can’t hurt. I mean, nobody will really know. Right?”

She smiled, but didn’t say anything.

“Don’t look now.” He bent a little bit, reached under the hem of his shirt and grabbed his underpants.

She looked, of course, and caught glimpses of his package. His balls looked very big, and they were red. His penis was sort of purple and very long and thick.

She smiled.

He stepped into the leg holes of the panties and pulled them up.

Sure enough, the fabric was stretchy and it wrapped around his balls. It was a firm fit and his cock could be seen easily.

He grinned. “Sort of kinky.

She looked up at his face. “I’ll bet you can’t wait.”

“Honey, I love you with all my heart.”

In truth, he couldn’t believe this gorgeous woman had agreed to marry him.

“Okay, I guess I better go get ready.”

She moved forward kissed him a peck on the lips, ‘accidentally’ brushed her hand against him—she did that a lot—then left the room.

Brad put a hand down to his groin and felt his crotch. It felt good. A little tight, but…snug was good. Made him a little horny to feel a bit of confinement.

He reached for his pants, and the door opened.

He turned quickly, holding his pants in front of himself.

“Hello, Bradley.”

It was Becky’s mother, Mrs. Samps.

She was what Becky would look like in twenty years, and it wasn’t bad.

The lips were fuller, her breasts were bigger, and she had deep, blue, penetrating eyes. She was wearing a white pants suit, a white floppy hat, high heeled sandals and she was quite beautiful.

“Hi, Mrs Samps,” he spoke respectfully.

Mrs. Tyrus Samps was an important woman, a rich woman, and she brooked no nonsense. She didn’t believe in pre-marital intercourse, and she had impressed that upon her daughter.

She leaned against the door for a moment, examining Brad intently.

“Can I do something for you?”

She frowned, her eyes narrowed, and she said, “Yes.”

She walked towards him, and she had a sexy walk. She stopped and held out her hand. “I want you to wear this.”

She was holding a small velvet bag.

“It’s a tradition in our family.”

“What is it.”

She had caught sight of his panties. “I see Becky has already talked to you, but she didn’t explain the situation well enough.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Put out your hands.”

He did, and she upended the little bag and poured the contents into his hands.

There was a ring, and a small tube.

“What is this?” He was quite puzzled.

“It goes on your penis.”

He blinked and his head actually moved back a little. “It goes where?”

“To marry into my family you must follow the rules, and the rules are that you get married while wearing a chastity tube.”

“But why?” He sat down on the bed and looked at the thing in his hand. He was unaware that Mrs. Samps had a full view of his panties, and the big imprint of his cock in his panties.

She sat down next to him and patted his thigh. “It’s a. matter of purity, of proving that your intentions are of the highest nature.”

He looked at her. “My feelings for your daughter are quite honorable.”

He wanted to explain how they had not had sex yet, in spite of the way she sometimes fondled him and teased him.

The truth was he hadn’t had sex in months, not since he got engaged, and he was feeling it.

“I understand, and that’s why I know you will honor our traditions.”

“Well, uh, of course, except that I have a little problem right now.”

She smiled slightly. “And what would that be?”

“Well, uh, Becky had me put these panties on, and, well, I’m feeling very excited.”

“You’re erect.” Mrs. Sampson frowned, then bit her lip. “Well, we’re going to have to do something about that.”

“Uh…what?” As far as Brad was concerned once he had a boner there was only one thing to do, and that meant sex.

And he certainly didn’t intend to have sex with Mrs. Samps. No matter that she was a widower; no matter how sexy she was.

She stood up and went to the table next to the window. Next to the table was a little bucket on a stand. The bucket was filled with ice, and a half empty bottle of champagne.

She brought the bucket back and stood in front of Brad. “Please take your panties off.”

“Mrs. Samps!”

“I am quite serious. And I hope you are, too.”

“But you’re Becky’s mother!”

“And I have seen a penis before. This won’t shock me, and it is strictly for that matter of tradition.”

Brad licked his lips nervously, then he pulled his panties off. He hoped that the hem of his shirt could keep him hidden from her intent gaze.

She didn’t hesitate, wasn’t put off by the awkwardness of the moment. she pushed the half empty bottle of champagne towards him.  “Have a drink,” she said abruptly.

She lifted his shirt and grabbed his penis. He stared down in shock at her delicately manicured nails. He watched and his heart flopped and he gulped as she pushed the ice bucket forward and pushed his dick into the freezing water.

“AIEEE!”

But she didn’t let go. She looked up at him and waited.

His dick felt the cold penetrate. The bottom of his balls were in the water and his legs started to shiver.

“It’s cold!” he whined.

“It’s tradition,” she stated firmly.

He would have jumped away, but she had an iron grip on his dick.

“Hold still,” she chided.

“I…I…”

She tilted her head and eyed him warningly.

His dick gave it up pretty quick. It went limp in her grip and she pulled it out of the bucket. She slipped the ring over his package. He could feel his dick starting up again, after all, it was being manhandled by a beautiful woman, and she slid the tube over it.

He stared at the way his penis pressed against the plastic. It was starting to perk up and she quickly slid a little key into the lock. The lock was part of the ring, and there was no way he could cut it off.

And though the thing was made of plastic, it seemed tight and very sturdy. It would take a major pair of snips to cut it off, and there would always be the risk of snips sliding off the plastic and doing him real damage.

She held the key in one hand and turned the chastity device over with her other hand.

“Oh, fu…fudge.”

She looked at him, but said nothing. She wasn’t fond of swear words.

“Very nice, Bradley. You have a very nice cock, and your balls seem very full. This will please the family greatly.”

Brad gave a weak smile, he cared about pleasing Becky, not her family.

Mrs. Samps fondled his balls gently, which caused his penis to try and erect even harder.

He gasped.

She smiled. Then she slapped his balls with one hand.

“UNH!”

It wasn’t a hard slap, but it was a no nonsense slap. It was the kind of slap that let somebody know who was in charge.

Holding his balls, she moved closer to him. “Bradley. Will your kisses please my daughter?”

“I…we…we’ve kissed.”

“Of course you have, but I wish to know how good a kisser you are.”

“I…I, uh…”

She pressed her lips to his. She now had one hand behind his head so he couldn’t move away, and her other hand was holding his balls.

Her lips were soft and warm. He could feel the plump curve of them. What was more important, he could taste her.

She tasted similar to Becky, but, of course, every woman is different.

She pressed herself against him. She forced him back on the bed and threw her leg over him hips.

He tried to speak, but all he succeeded in was spluttering.

She didn’t care about him trying to talk, she was voracious. She assaulted his lips, chewed on them. She ate his mouth, then she backed off.

“You’ll do.”

His dick was trying desperately to boner up now. His heart was pounding.

He had tried to avoid her kiss, but once started he had found himself, in spite of himself, sampling her lips with a fever.

She got off him, straightened out her hair, then went into the bathroom. She touched up her face, then came back into the room.

Brad was sitting, dazed, and wondering what the hell had just happened.

She went to the door, turned the knob and pivoted towards him. “You’ll do, Bradley. Just remember…tradition.”

She opened the door, stepped out, and Brad was left alone.

This was crazy. His prospective mother-in-law, his wife-to be’s mother, had just sexually attacked him.

He was going to have to tell Becky.

And what was he going to do about this thing on his cock?

Mrs. Samps must have taken the key, because he didn’t see it.

But why?

And what was this ‘tradition’ thing?

Finally, totally befuddled, he looked at his hand. He was still holding the bottle of champagne. He took a swig, then put it in the bucket, which was sitting on the floor.

He stood up and pulled his panties up.

His cock was going so crazy it hurt. It writhed and wiggled and pressed. It had a grip on him that made him horny even as it hurt.

He looked around for his pants and—

The door opened.

Tyrus Jr and Bucky staggered into the room. They were holding bottles of champagne, and those bottles were near empty.

“Hey! Look who it is?” Tyrus grinned. He was a big fellow, six inches taller than Brad, and 50 pounds heavier. And it was all muscle.

And Bucky was even bigger and stronger.

“It’s our new brudder!” Bucky took a big swig.

“Yeah!”

“Uh, hi, guys. I’ve got to get ready, so—“

“Yeah, we came to help ya.”

The brothers snickered, swigged, laughed, and slapped each others backs.

“I have to put on my pants and shoes and…”

“That’s what we cam to talk to you about.”

“What?”

“Well,” Tyrus snickered at Bucky, who snickered back. “We got a tradition.”

“I already know about your traditions.”

They looked at his groin and giggled.

“Yep. He knows.”

“But that ain’t all,” said Bucky. “There’s more to our traditions.”

Brad wasn’t particularly fond of his brothers-in-law to be. They spent a lot of time drinking and sniggering, and sometimes their remarks seemed a bit cruel.

“Yeah,” said Tyrus, “We got this other tradition that you need to know.”

“Listen, guys. I’ve got to finish up here, so…”

The brothers almost fell on each other, they laughed so hard.

Then Tyrus reached into his pocket and pulled out a weird thing. It was shaped like a little pear with a bulb on its end.

“What’s that?”

“Well, ‘brother dear,’ they laughed as they closed in on him.

He tried to back up and the brothers pushed him and he fell back on the bed.

“Get him!”

Tyrus yelled, and Buck grabbed his ankles and lifted. He was strong, and Brad was slender, and Buck bent his legs right over his shoulders and pushed down.

Brad was totally immobilized. He couldn’t move, and suddenly he felt Tyrus poking a finger at his asshole.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

“Hold still now, brother. I’m just greasing you up so our little pig poker will go in easy. You don’t want it to hurt now, do ya?”

“I want you to let me go!”

Then he felt the thing Tyrus had been holding touch his rectum.

He squeaked and thrashed, but Buck had him tight.

Pop! It went through the ring. It hurt, but not much.

“Thar she goes!” yelled Buck.

“Yeah. That was easy! Was this your first time, brother?”

“Get the fuck off me! Get that out of me!”

Tyrus did something, and Brad’s eyes bulged. The thing in his ass seemed to get bigger. It certainly wasn’t going to come out now!

“Okay, let ‘im go.”

Tyrus and Buck jumped back. Brad’s legs came down and he tried to kick, but the thing in his ass was creating a whole new range of sensations. He felt awkward, and weak, and his legs just sort of wiggled.

“Haw! Lookit that!”

The brothers leaned on each other and roared with laughter.

“Get this thing out of me!” sobbed Brad. He propped himself on his feet against the bed and reached between his legs. He managed to grab the lip of the thing, and he pulled.

“OW!”

“Goes in easy, comes out hard, less’n you got the key.”

Tyrus held up the key and laughed.

“Gimme that!”

“Aw, that ain’t the tradition,” chortled Buck.

Brad couldn’t think. What was supposed to be the happiest day of his life had turned into a tragedy. First his wife says he has to wear panties, then his prospective mother-in-law puts him in chastity, then his brothers to be put this thing up his ass!

“Come on now, brother, let’s get you. dressed.”

Brad struggled a bit, but the thing in his ass was so debilitating that the brothers handled him easily. They pulled his panties up over his chastity tube, then they pulled his pants on.

Tyrus pushed Brad back on the bed and he and Buck each grabbed a shoe and started putting them on.

“Now, you got to stop crying,” observed Buck. “It ain’t manly for the groom to cry at a wedding.”

But Brad couldn’t stop crying.

His cock was struggling even harder. The thing in his ass was pushing on his prostate and he felt like he had to pee.

They hoisted him to his feet, and—the door opened.

“Buck? Tyrus? Ain’t you done yet?”

It was Becky’s sister, Wanda.

“We’re all done, just waiting for you.”

“Well get the heck out of the way.”

She stepped in front of Brad.

“Brad, honey, we have a tradition in our family.”

Brad snuffled and tried to stop crying.

Wanda pulled his pants down.

Brad would have tried to stop her, but the boys suddenly had his arms. Besides, he was too weak to do much struggling.

“You have to wear this…” she held up a panty liner.

“Wha…wha…”

She pulled his panties out and fit the thing into his panties so it would absorb any discharge from his cock.

“What…please…where’s Becky?”

“Aw, he wants his little wifey,” snorted Bucky.

Wanda turned to Tyrus. Does he know about the fob?”

Tyrus shook his head, smothering a grin.

“You were just going to spring it on him in the middle of ceremony?”

Tyrus tried to keep it in, but a laugh burst through his compressed lips.

“Tyrus Samps Junior! You are the meanest…” Wanda stamped her foot in disgust and turned back to Brad. “Tyrus has a fob that when pressed will cause a vibration in your butt plug.”

Brad’s eyes widened.

“That’ll vibrate on your prostate and you’ll start to drip a bit.”

“Drip?”

“Yep. Right out the end of your dick.” She got a far away look in her eyes. “I remember my marriage. Little Dickie was so startled by his big dick spurting that he almost fainted. Buck and Tyrus had to hold him up so he could finish his vows.

Then it hit Brad. “Does Becky know about this?”

“Of course, silly.”

It unfolded in his mind. Walking up the aisle, saying his vows, and the sudden spurt of jizm. He wouldn’t be able to say no…all he would be able to do was groan and hold on to his wife to be.

What a terribly cruel trap!

“I know what you’re thinking. Dickie thought it, too, but it’ll be all right. You’re learn to love all the fun thing Becky does to you. I know Dickie learned to love all the things I do to him.” She turned to her brothers. “You fellows. want to help Bradley along?”

Tyrus and Buck each grabbed him by the upper arm and hoisted him. They walked him towards the door. Wanda opened the door and they all managed to squeeze through.

“Please…don’t…I don’t…”

“Give him a zap,” said Wanda as they walked down the hall.

ZZZZZ!

It was like somebody stuck a pole up his ass and swirled it around. He felt an electrical vibration hit his prostate, and his cock started to leak.

He didn’t like it. It was a little painful, but, the real problem, it was a lot of pleasure.

“Doan…” he burbled, trying to remember who he was.

“Told ya. Feels good, don’t it. But don’t you think about misbehavin’ just to get an extra jolt.

“I…I…”

They reached the end of the hall and turned to the big double doors that lead to the church proper.

They stepped through and to one side.

Everybody present, the music was started up.

Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.

Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A.

Brad’s legs were shaking, his mind was scattered, but he recognized Lou Reed’s famous Ballad, ‘Take a Walk on the Wild Side.’

“Hold on, brother. Here we go.”

Brad was pushed out into the aisle.

It was simple, all he had to do was walk up the aisle to where the preacher waited.

But the way his cock was confined, and especially the way the butt plug kept ZZZing every few seconds, it made the walk one of the longest walks Brad had ever taken.

To the sides people watched him. He managed to keep a fairly steady path, he was going to make it, then Tyrus buzzed his butt a long one and he staggered and wig wagged to the side.

He caught himself with one hand on the back of the pew.

People were watching him, judging him, thinking him drunk, thinking it was cute that he was crying at his own wedding.

He took another step, another, and Tyrus hit him again.

ZZZZ, and it seemed to go all the way up his spine. He realized then that there were various settings, and that Tyrus was upping the juice as he walked.

Then he wanted to hurry to the preacher. He wanted to get this over with.

Tyrus, however, was determined to make it last.

ZZZ!

ZZZZZZZ!

ZZZ!

Brad reached from the back of one pew to the next and staggered up the aisle.

A few people were muttering.

His legs were buckling, and, finally, reaching the preacher, Tyruss gave him a super ZZZZZZ!

Brad fell to his hands and knees. When he managed to push back so he was only on his knees, the music shifted to a more traditional strain. The wedding march, and Becky took one stop, another step, another step.

Brad heard people muttered about ho beautiful she was, how self assured.

And he felt terrible. He was like a shivering bug waiting for her.

Dum dum du dum.

It felt like the death march more than a wedding march.

Still, he waited, tears streaming down his face.

Becky arrived, and she turned to him and smiled down at him.

She was standing tall in her sexy high heels. He was on his knees, crying.

The preacher stepped forward. “Friends, we are gathered here today to…”

Brad could hardly hear the ceremony. Tears obstructed his vision, and when Becky took his hand he audibly sobbed.

“Do you take this man…” She did.

“And, Bradley, do you take this woman to be…”

Brad opened his mouth. He was going to protest. He was going to complain.

ZZZZ!

His butt felt like it was exploding, and he would have fallen if Becky hadn’t been holding his hand.

Brad looked past Becky. Tyrus had moved up to the side of the church and he held up his hand. The fob was in it. He moved his mouth, making obvious words but no sound.

‘Tell her you love her forever.’

Brad couldn’t help it. He was so confused and dazed, “I love you forever,” he sobbed.

He thought that would bring him relief, but Tyrus wasn’t about to let him off that easy.

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!”

Brad fell forward, grabbed Becky’s legs, and his cock started to let loose.

It spurted, dripping through the chastity tub.

Buck helped him to his feet, and the whole congregation gasped. His pants were turned dark where the semen was spurting.

Still, Becky grabbed his face with both hands and held it. She kissed him on the lips. It was a long, exciting kiss, and with ZZZZing going on Brad came even harder. His hips lurched, and then he collapsed.

There was a. moment of dead silence in the church, then everybody began to cheer.

Brad came to during the reception. He had actually been functioning for a while, walking around, talking to people, though he didn’t know who he was or what he was saying.

He just suddenly found himself shaking hands with somebody, mumbling something, he knew not what, and a stupid grin on his face.

“Way to go, Bro.” It was Buck to one side of him, keeping him on his feet.

Then Buck waved to somebody and music started up. Walk on the Wild Side again, and Buck guided him into Becky’s arms.

Brad shuffled, and looked around at the crowd. Old women smiling. Old men with looks pf perplexation.

“You were wonderful, Bradley.”

He looked at his beaming wife. It was the first time she had ever called him Bradley.

“I loved it when you cried, and then started cumming, I think every girl in the world is jealous.”

“Becky?” he asked.

“How’s your poor butthole, my love?”

It was at a low zzzz. Just enough to keep his dick wiggling, not enough to incapacitate.

“It…you knew they were going to…”

“Oh, honey! It’s tradition! Of course I knew. And I knew you would love it.”

“It would have been nice to have a head’s up.”

“What? And spoil the surprise?”

He said nothing for a moment.

“Close your mouth, honey, you’re drooling.”

He wiped his mouth and was surprised to find out she was right. He had been dancing with her with a slack mouth.

“Let’s go take these things off me.”

“Oh, we will. But we can’t for a while.”

“We can’t?”

“Oh, no. We still have the honeymoon to see to. Won’t that be fun?”

Brad blinked. Fun? How could fucking his new wife be fun if his pecker was locked up? How could he have fun if his prostate was getting vibrated so much he couldn’t stop cumming?

“Honey, I’m sorry, but I’m not used to this. It’s hard to even walk!”

“You’re dancing just fine,” she murmured, ignoring the fact that it was mostly her holding him up.

“Yeah, but my legs are buckling, I can’t walk on a straight line. It’s hard to even crawl!”

“You’ll just have to get used to it, Bradley. I won’t have you ruining my wedding day just because—oh, look! Mother wants a dance with you!”

Bradly looked around, tried to keep his head from waggling on his neck, and saw Mrs Samps standing next to the refreshments table and motioning to them.

Becky guided them over to her mother and turned Brad over to her mother.

“Careful, Mother,” she giggled. “He’s a little weak.”

Mrs. Samps took him in her arms, held him up, and moved him back out on the dance floor.

“You did well, Bradley.”

He was aware of here sizable breasts mashed against his chest.

“Try not to drip down there. I’d hate to make a mess on my dress.”

“I…okay…”

“So how are you doing…son?”

“I…you know what Tyrus and Buck did to me?”

“Of course. Wasn’t it nice of Wanda to give you the panty liner? It certainly helped defray the mess when you were exchanging vows.

“Exchanging vows? I was like a lamb led to the slaughter! I couldn’t stand up straight! I couldn’t even control my—“

He had been about to say ‘cock,’ and loudly, but Mrs. Samps kissed him.

In front of hundreds of people. Right on the dance floor.

Brad’s eyes went wide as she chewed on his mouth, inserted her tongue, and even reached down and grabbed his dripping and packaged cock.

There was laughter across the floor as people noticed.

For a long minute she kept him prisoner, and he became very aware that she was stronger than him.

Then, suddenly, she let him go.

He would have fallen, but she held him up again.

“Muscle up, Bradley, dear. You’re going to have to learn how to go with the wind if you’re going to survive in this family.”

“Survive?” he sputtered, wiping his mouth. “What the hell is—“

She kissed him again.

And, to make matters worse: ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!

It was the mother of all buzzes, along with the mother of all kisses to the mother of all mothers.

He grew weak, his semen sprayed out through his cage and soaked his panty liner. His knees gave way and Mrs. Samps held him up, danced him across the floor like he was a rag doll. She handed him to Becky.

“Oh, mother,” laughed Becky, taking Brad in hand again. “You are so wicked!”

Everybody around them was laughing.

Brad tried to keep his feet under him. He blubbered, “I don’t understand!”

“It’s simple, Bradley. You’re a member of the family now, and you will have certain duties. You must keep me happy, and mother happy, and Wanda. You need to keep her happy, too. Even though she isn’t directly involved.”

“What about your brothers?”

“They’ll help you. They’ll guide you and help you along. Isn’t that sweet of them?”

A strange thought hit Brad. “Are they married?”

“Of course they are. Tyrus has got the most wonderful wives. Buck doesn’t have as many, but, Lord, does he love the big breasted beauties.

Brad held on. “Did they have to…did they go through this?”

“Of course not, silly. Their wives did though. They had the most wonderful weddings, and I was called on to help. It was wonderful.

Brad was standing on his own two feet now, but he felt as strong as a noodle without the flour.

“Honey, I don’t think I can live like this.”

She stopped dancing, held him at arm’s length and blurted, “What?”

“I can’t live with a chastity thing on my dick and some kind of gizmo up my butt. I can’t live a life where somebody makes me cum whenever they want to and I have no choice. I’m a man! I need to be in charge.”

Big tears started dripping from Becky’s eyes.

“Hey! Wait a minute. Please don’t—“

“I can’t believe you said that, Bradley. I’ve given myself to you…”

He thought about his cock was confined and how contrariwise her statement was.

“…I’m your bride! And you just made your vows, complete with tears and orgasms…”

Orgasms? Uncontrollable spurtings of his dick?

“…and now you …you…Oh, Bradley!”

She had been holding a small bouquet of flowers in her hand and she threw it on the floor. then she turned and fluttered away, sobbing, head down, everybody staring.

“Hey! Wait a minute! I didn’t—“

ZZZZZZZZZ!

It hit him, and it was the strongest buzz yet. His cock let loose, and he even felt his bowels trying to let loose. The thing in his butt stopped that, however. At least, stopped most of it. Some of the poop managed to squirt out around the thing in his ass.

Brad fell to his knees, then his hands, then he just lay out and gave a mighty groan and forgot about being aware.


PART TWO

Brad didn’t know when, exactly, he became aware. He just knew he was sitting and bouncing. And his cheek was against something flat and hard. A window. He stared at the countryside passing by.

Meadows, patches of wood. A farmer on a tractor pushing up a stump or something.

He was drooling on the glass.

“Unh,” he said.

“Looks like old Brado is coming back to life.”

Brad knew that was Tyrus. The rough, mean voice. The blubbery lips. The piggish eyes.

“Wha…” he muttered. He tried to push up but his arms were weird, and he realized that he couldn’t move his arms. They were somehow attached…oh, at the wrist. He was in handcuffs!

He sat up and the world spun a bit, and he listened to the brothers snickering.

“Hey, old Brado, take a swig.”

Buck held a brown bottle to his lips. The bourbon was good stuff. It wasn’t the cheap stuff that made you cough then burned all the way down. It was smooth, and there was a hint of burn, but mostly it just lit up his throat, then plopped into his belly and made him feel good. His head almost immediately stopped reeling.

“Where…where are we?”

“We’re going home, brother dear,” it was Wanda, but she didn’t sound too happy.

“What happened?”

“What happened?” She sniffed, then let loose. “What happened is that you totally insulted our dear sister. She ran out crying. Mother took her ahead and is talking to her, but you’ve got a lot to answer for.”

“Yeah, bro. How come you did that?”

Tyrus’s forehead squinched down a bit.

“What the fuck.” he moved his head back and forth and tried to gather his thoughts. “What the fuck?”

“Using dirty words ain’t gonna get you nowhere,” Buck admonished.

“I get some weird thing locked on my cock,” he was suddenly aware that it was still there, and he was still dripping. His pants were soaked around the groin. “Then I get some weird thing shoved up my ass…” Yep, that was still there. It wasn’t being buzzed, but it was definitely rubbing on his prostate. “And then you start making that thing vibrate until I squirt all over the place…I can’t believe I couldn’t stop cumming…and you ask me what’s wrong?”

Tyrus put his big, thick arm over Brad’s shoulder. “You got to understand. We got traditions, and we got to take care of our little sister.”

Wanda looked at her brothers. “He really doesn’t get it.

“Maybe Becky shoulda told him a bit before…he really doesn’t understand?”

The family members were staring at him.

Brad took the whiskey from Tyrus. He lifted it and took a big gulp. He felt the burn, and he needed it. He handed the bottle back.

“I want to go home.”

“You’re going home,” said Buck.

“No! I mean the home where I lived before I got married and was totally embarrassed by that stupid ceremony.”

Tyrus cleared his throat. “You might nota understood everything, but that ain’t no call to insult us and our traditions.” He turned to Wanda. “Should we tell him now?”

Wanda sniffed and turned her head to look out the window. “Isn’t our affair. There’s some things a wife has to tell her husband all on her own.”

Brad was coming around more and more. He was in the back of a limousine with the children of Mrs. Tyrus Samps, excluding his new wife. The country they were passing through was rich farmland. There weren’t many cars on the road, but there were quite a few head of cows in the fields.

“So turn this thing around and take me home.”

Nobody said anything.

“Then just stop! I’ll find my own way home.”

“You don’t understand, bro,” Buck murmured. “You’re married now. You’re part of the family. Ain’t no way we can let a member of our family go off on his own. Heck, there ain’t no tellin’ what kind of trouble you’d get in.

“This is kidnapping.”

“Taking you home is kidnapping?” Tyrus actually seemed a bit confused.

“Isn’t kidnapping,” said Wanda.

“You’ve got me hand cuffed and you’re keeping me prisoner. I’d say that’s kidnapping.

“Oh, that’s just till we get you there. Then you’ll be all right. We’ll get the handcuffs off you and help you get acquainted and everything.

There wasn’t much more to say after that, so Brad just sat and turned his face to the window and looked out.

The brothers and sister looked at each other and shrugged.

When they offered Brad the bottle he did take it, however, and at one point he muttered. “I’m calling the police. The FBI. I’m pissed now.”

Pissed or not, the big limo shot down the country road.

One hour later, far beyond the last farm, probably a hundred miles from civilization, the limo turned off the road. It traveled between a pair of posts and up a poorly graveled road. Little dings started bouncing off the undercarriage of the car.

“Don’t mind that, bro,” said Buck. “They forgot to chip seal our driveway this year.”

“For two years, mumbled Tyrus. “We gonna have to get our own oiler if we’re going to have a proper driveway.

They drove through a forest of tall trees, then curved around the side of a mountain. In the distance Brad could see a tall silo, a couple of huge barns, and a large three story house.

As they came closer Brad could see that the house must be a hundred years old, but it was in good repair. There were gables and chimneys, outbuildings and lots of fences. The largest of the barns the doors were open and he could see a long row of cow asses. Apparently it was milking time on the Samps ranch. He could see rows of men and women putting on and taking off the suction tubes on the big udders.

In spite of his anger, he was impressed by the size of the operation.

“How many milk cows you have?”

The brothers and sister glanced at each other. This was his first conversation in fifty miles.

“We got almost a thousand head.”

Brad looked at the Samps offspring. It suddenly hit him. “Did Becky marry me because I got my degree in agriculture?”

“Wal, you have the pedigree, I guess,” Buck murmured.

Tyrus leaned forward. “Let’s get them handcuffs off you.”

He produced a key and quickly removed the cuffs. Brad rubbed his wrists, he stare levelly at the family, but his gaze was captured by the farm.

It was a massive operation. A thousand cows, they would need a couple of dozen employees. Milkers, people to see to the feed, people to tend the gardens.

No wonder Mrs. Samps was rich. And each of the children was afforded a good future.

And he was supposed to buy into this.

Not likely, with a thing up his butt and his penis caged.

The car pulled to a stop in front of the house.

Brad stepped out, but he moved gingerly. The thing wasn’t buzzing in his butt anymore, but he felt so darned awkward.

Walking, or moving, with that thing up his butt was like trying to walk while you were taking a shit.

Still, he was able to walk, be it like an old man, and the brothers and sister moved him up steps and into the house.

The house was as well kept up on the inside as the outside. There were couches and tables and chairs, and everything was clean.

“Hey, Sis!”

The reason it was clean came out of the hallway to the kitchen. She was four and a half feet tall and obviously had Downs. Her eyes were far apart and she was carrying a rag and some Lemon Pledge and she had a big smile on her face.

“Sissy, this is your new brother, Bradley.”

Sissy attacked him with a hug. He could feel her strength as she wrapped her arms around him.

“Oh, goodie! Hi, Bradley.”

Then she let go and stood back. “I get to clean the house!” She ran off with her rag and can of Pledge.

“Bradley! how nice of you to come.”

He looked up at the balcony. Mrs. Tyrus Samps was just starting to descend the stairs. She was wearing a robe that was barely fastened in the front and her large boobs were shifting about with every step.

She reached the bottom of the steps and hugged him. And grabbed his hand and raised it to her boob.

She stepped back and smiled. “Becky is upstairs, and you needed be afraid your terrible behavior has hurt her. I explained everything to her. You can go up there right now, if you wish.”

Brad wanted to ask when he could get a ride off the farm, but he figured he needed to find out some things before he made a break for it. Besides, he needed to get the prostate thing out of his butt, and the chastity tube off his cock.

“Okay.”

“Upstairs, end of the hall on the right.

He started up the steps, and the family watched him. He had to move each foot slowly and mount each step gingerly.

When he looked back they all smiled and waved their hands to move him on.

Brad walked down the hallway. There were little tables with flowers in vases. There were a few pictures on the walls. There was a long runner.

He reached the end of the hall and looked into the room on the right.

Becky, looking stunningly beautiful in her wedding gown, was sitting in a rocking chair and looking out the window.

Brad cleared his throat.

Becky turned, jumped up, and ran to him. She put her arms around him and kissed him and began to cry.

“I’m sorry, Bradley, I should have told you about our ranch, and how you would be expected to take your place on the farm.”

Then she kissed him some more.

Finally, he managed to disentangle her, and he moved her to the rocking chair. He sat her down in it and he sat on the bed it was facing.

“Honey, I love you, but I don’t think I can live here.”

“But Bradley…”

He raised a hand and shook his head. “We talked about our plans before we were married, and you know what I wanted to do, but you never mentioned working on your family farm.”

“But you were excited to know Mother. You knew she was an important person in the agriculture community.”

“Being excited about a person is different than wanting to work for them.”

“But I just figured you would love it!”

“But you figured wrong. So I need a couple of things. I need this thing out of my butt…”

Becky smiled, but said nothing.

“And I need to get rid of the chastity thing so we can properly consummate our marriage.”

Now she frowned.

“And we need a ride back to the big city. I wanted to work at the University, maybe do a little consulting. Those were my plans and by not communicating about your ideas we’re sort of locked into that.”

She sighed. “Bradley. I want to take you on a tour of the ranch. I need to show you how big it is, and how valuable your work here would be.”

“And that’s fine. I’m more than willing to take a tour. But let’s get these things off me first.”

She bit her lip.

“I don’t have the keys. Let me take you on a tour, and then, if you still feel this way…”

His turn to sigh. He really wanted to be free. Still, best to just get a program started and get through it.

“Okay.”

Becky brightened up. She had been sitting in her wedding dress, and she went to the closet for some work duds.

Brad gulped as she took her clothes and stood revealed before him.

She was so incredibly beautiful with her soft skin. Her eyes were so trusting and innocent. But seeing her magnificent bosom was what really did him in. He was sitting on the bed and his knees shook.

She must have heard him whine, or squeak, or something, because she stopped and turned to him.

“Oh, Bradley,” she came to him and hugged him. She kissed him, and she pushed him back and sat on him.

She could feel his cock cage and she grinned. “Don’t you just think that little cage is heavenly?”

“I wouldn’t say that,” he mumbled between her juicy kisses.

“But I can feel how hard the cage is.” She rubbed herself on him, ground her pussy on the cage.

He reached up and touched her breasts, and she let him. No shyness or avoidance now, she leaned into him and let him feel her. Her nipples were hard and she groaned and ground her vagina on his chastity cage again.

And again and again.

She  was humping the plastic tube that encased him, and he couldn’t feel anything, but she sure could.

“OH!” Her eyes opened wide. Then a series of shocks ripped through her body.

Brad stared at her.

She collapsed on him, then sighed, and he could feel her smile against his skin.

“Did you just…?”

“I came. Oh, honey. Thank you. It was glorious.”

She straightened up, then pushed off him, contentment on her face. “Let’s give you the tour now, all right?”

They walked downstairs, Becky holding his hand and smiling so happily.

“Buck! Tyrus! I’m going to show Bradley the farm!”

“Great!” said Buck.

“We’ll come along,” blurted Tyrus.

Great, thought Brad. He didn’t feel like having a couple of baby sitters along.

“Say, uh, do you think…” he pointed at his groin.

“Think what?” asked Buck.

“I can get these things off me? Out of me?”

Mrs. Samps was sitting in a chair and she said, “I’ll find the key while you’re gone.”

Find the key? He thought. How could you lose a key within a couple of hours?

Still, there was nothing he could do.

The small group, Brad and Becky and the two brothers, walked out on the front porch.

It was a gorgeous day, the sky was clear blue and the meadows and pastures stretched into the horizon. There were a few stands of trees, and in the far distance he could see the tops of trees.

They walked across to the barns, stopping at a fence to watch the big cows meandering in the distance.

“We’ve got the fattest cows. We’ve developed our own hormones, and they give the sweetest milk.”

They did look awfully big, and their udders hung low.

They entered the barn and it was a state of the art milking facility. Rows of stalls with milking machines. Tubes leading to a main pipe.

Brad watched as the men and women cleaned the udders with iodine, and attached the suction tubes. Gallons of hot, fresh milk ran through the tubes, and he could hear the unique chunka chunka of the machines, a small roar in the barn.

“We’ve thought about robotizing the process, but that’s a big expense and Mother wants to wait a while, let the process bugs be worked out, let costs come down.”

Brad was quite impressed. He studied the lay out, the conveyor belts, the efficient way the cows were handled.

It was a truism, happy cows give the sweetest milk.

After they were done with the barn they walked through the various buildings. There was small barn for horses, a tack room, even a forge for the small amount of blacksmithing the farm needed.

When they were done they were standing to the side of the barn, in the middle of a cluster of buildings. Brad had seen everything, but there was one building to the rear of the barn. It had a milk pipe coming out the side, and it was a large one.

“What’s that building?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s getting close to dinner time and…”

“I’d like to see it.”

The brothers and sister exchanged glances.

“It’s getting late, bro,” Buck put his arm around Brad’s shoulders and walked him towards the big house.

Brad had no choice. He couldn’t fight back with the thing moving back and forth in his butthole with every stride. Still, he looked about to protest, so Becky blurted, “Maybe Mother’s found the keys?”

That convinced Brad, but he still was curious about the one, lone building.

The group crossed the yard and entered the house.

“Sit down, children!”

They were all ushered into the big dining room and they sat at the big table and it was loaded with food. Steaks, potatoes, greens, fresh juice, homemade butter and gravy and just about everything a hungry soul could want.

Brad ate, and they all talked and joked and it was quite the happy scene.

Towards the end, when the cook brought out apple pie and ice cream, Brad asked about the keys.

“Good Lord! I can’t find them! I must have left them in town. I could swear they were with my jewelry, but..I’ll send somebody to town tomorrow to find them.”

Brad was pretty well crushed. Just sitting was rubbing on his prostate, and his cock, especially since Becky had gotten off on his tube, was trying to stand up.

It was a wonderful example of the hell of pleasure.

Or the pleasure of hell.

After dinner the family went their separate ways. The boys went into the billiards room to drink beer and play pool.

Wanda and Mrs. Samps sat in the parlor and read magazines and held small conversation.

Becky took Brad up to their bedroom.

Mrs. Samps smiled as she watched Becky lead him by the hand up the stairs.

In the bedroom Becky pushed Brad onto the bed and began making love to him.

Brad loved it, but hated it. His cock was trying to get harder and harder, and it was starting to hurt.

Becky took her top off and treated him to her own udders, and they were big and she demanded that he suckle them.

Then she moved his hands down to her groin and demanded that he finger her. She groaned and humped his fist, and he was astounded by the  aggressive way she demanded orgasm after orgasm.

“This is killing me,” Brad muttered.

“But what a sweet way to die. Eh, honey?”

She pulled his head down to her breasts yet again and began moaning. Then she pushed his head down further. “Can you eat me out, honey?”

Brad almost had no choice, she was so strong and so insistent. He found himself face deep in pussy, and she humped his lips and moaned and even pulled on her own tits.

“OH…OH…OH…” It was her biggest orgasm yet.

When she was rested she said, “I knew, when I first saw your lips, that you would be wonderful.”

What a strange thing to say.

“And then when Mother told me what a good kisser you were…Oh, honey, we’re going to be so happy!”

Brad just smiled, and then she pulled his hand down and made him finger her off.

Later, when Becky was asleep, Brad was wide awake. He was too horny to sleep. He felt like he had a live wire running up the middle of his chest. His cock was still trying to get hard, and the sensation in his butt was actually causing him to move his hips. He was starting to like the constant rubbing in his anal passage. It made him feel like he might be able to cum, even though he knew he couldn’t.

He stood by the window and looked out at the farm. He could see the cows in the distance, little dots in the moonlight. The big barn was dark and silent. The bunkhouse had no lights showing.

The farm was asleep.

Brad wondered about the little barn behind the big one.

He slipped into his clothes and tip toed silently out of the room.

He walked down the hall, listening carefully.

The brothers were snoring lustily.

In the big bedroom Mother was making moaning sounds in her sleep. Or…maybe not in her sleep. It sounded like there was some fapping going on.

Brad walked down the stairs, across the big room, and out to the porch.

The night was quiet, peaceful. The moon was a big ball in the sky, reflecting sunlight all across the farm.

Making up his mind Brad headed for the barn. He went around the corner of the barn and headed for the smaller building.

It was dark, silent, and almost ominous.

But how could a lone building be ominous?

He took hold of the latch, lifted, and opened the door. He stepped inside.

He could hear the sound of cows breathing in their sleep.

What was the point of isolating these cows? Were they newly designed? Were there inventions in here the family wanted to protect?

Brad reached for the side of the door and felt a light switch. He flicked it.

For a moment he took in the sleekly designed stalls, the milking machines, then he saw the cows, and his mouth opened.

He stared at the ‘cows,’ except they weren’t cows.

They were Hucows.

He had heard of such things, but nothing had ever been proven. Now it was.

The human cows lay on benches, their huge udders hanging through big holes in the benches. Their knees were on little platforms, as were their elbows.

Their bodies were thick, fat at the hips. Their faces were changed, altered. They were still human, but they were leathery, and their skin was blotchy white and black. Their hands and feet were encased in special shoes that looked like hooves.

Their eyes looked to be migrating to the sides of their placid faces.

One by one the strange creatures woke up.

“What’s happening?”

“It’s still night time!”

“My milk is going to be off. Somebody turn out the light.”

Several of the Hucows could see Brad.

“You’re new,” said one Hucow.

“Will you milk us?”

“I need a fucking.”

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!

The lights went out for Brad.

He heard a groan, and knew it was him. That was how he first knew he was awake.

He opened his eyes, and knew he was in a severely restricted position.

He swallowed, and his throat hurt. In front of him Mrs. Samps and Becky were in discussion.

“But we never do this!”

“We have to, child. We can’t let him leave with what he knows about us now

“But, Mother…”

“Hush, child, he’s awake.”

Becky turned towards him, saw his open eyes. It looked like she had been crying. “Oh, Bradley. Why did you have to go poking around where you shouldn’t.

“Where… ,” then he realized where he was.

He was in the little barn. And the severe restrictions he felt were a padded bench under him, his arms and legs chained to the legs.

“Good morning, Bradley,” Mrs Samps said. She came into the stall and sat on a milking stool next to his face. He could look at her by turning his head.

“Get me out of here,” he moved against the chains, heard the rattling sound, but he was secured.

“That’s the problem, Bradley, I’m afraid we can’t let you go.”

“What is this place.”

Mrs. Samps smiled ruefully. “This is our greatest invention. You have heard the stories of Hucows, and they are true, but rarely does anybody see a Hucow. That’s because when they are found they are transported to us.”

“But…but…how? Why?”

“How is easy. Arrest a Hucow, ship him, or her, up to me. Why…that’s sort of a sticky wicket. The elites in government have seen the profit potential in milking Hucows. The milk of a Hucow is incredibly rich. It is put in regular milk, in various foods, developed for medicines.”

“But these are people?”

“Maybe. But it’s moot, as long as they have monetary value.”

“So you…what? Just milk these poor souls?”

“We milk them, see to their needs. You certainly didn’t think I got as rich as I did by a simple dairy farm, did you?”

“I figured you had developed. certain methods.”

“I did, but only after the fact. I developed uses for milk and semen. I’ve developed medicines. I even figured out how to change a male into a female Hucow. There’s not much need for male Hucows.

“Oh, they’re good for a roll in the hay, they have such wonderfully big penises, but…they aren’t usually too smart.”

“I won’t tell anybody.”

“Not good enough. There’s always a risk. There’s too much at stake.”

Brad stared at her. Becky was sniffling next to her.

“One of the dangers of being an elite is cross breeding. One ends up with unfortunate children with a tendency to autism, Down’s, and so on. My family, and most elites, avoid this by breeding with less than elite people. Such as yourself.”

Brad looked a tBecky. “You married me for breeding purposes? Yet you don’t really want to fuck me?”

“Oh, Lord,” Mrs. Samps sniffed in disgust. “What elite member of society would want to breed with someone like you?”

Becky made a slight sobbing sound.

“No. We use you. We can use your semen for children. You make good workers. All the workers you see on the farm are like you. Supposedly intelligent people from select colleges, colleges which we have repurposed for a Hucow oriented society. Unfortunately, you discovered our secret, and that means we can’t use you. You haven't been properly indoctrinated. So, we will have to use you in another manner.”

“What manner?” he asked suspiciously.

At that moment Buck entered the barn. He was carrying a small case and he came right to Mrs. Samps. “Thank you, Buck.” She turned to Becky. “Would you like to do the honors?”

“Oh, Mother!”

“It will be easier if you do.”

Becky reached into the case and took out a syringe. It was already loaded, and she looked at Brad.

“Sorry, Bradley. I really loved you.”

She stuck the needle into his buttocks.

It hurt.

He howled.

“What did you do?”

“We are converting you, Bradley, into something a bit more useful.”

“But I’m smart! I have an education!”

Mrs. Samps chuckled. “All the Hucows here are educated. You’ll be able to have the most educated conversations.

Mrs. Samps rose then, and Buck and Becky accompanied her out of the barn. Becky kept looking back and sniffling.

The last thing Brad heard was Buck speaking to Becky as he patted her on the arm.

“There, there, sis. I’ll give you a poke, if you want. That always takes your mind off your miseries.”

Then the light was switched off and the barn was quiet.

Brad was silent, gulping, terrified.

“You are Bradley?”

Brad jerked at the husky voice. “Who’s that?”

“I’m Dicky. I’m married to Wanda.”

Brad stared into the darkness. “You…”

“It’s okay. I guess you’re my brother. Brother-in-law. Do you know any higher mathematics?”

“Math, snorted a gruff voice out of the darkness. Math seeks infinity. The real solution is in the study of languages. Only when one is able to conjugate a verb and translate nouns will one be capable of true understanding.”

“I’ve been wondering whether Einstein was right when he claimed that light is a photon.”

Brad opened his mouth to speak, but the Hucows all had vast intelligence. They were all well cultivated, and they kept talking and talking.


EPILOGUE

Brad waited patiently for the worker to attach his suction tubes. It was a new worker, and he was a bit fumble fingered. When the tubes were affixed, however, the suction felt so wonderful.

His neck had stiffed a bit, but he could feel his great udders hanging beneath him.

His hearing was quite acute, and he could hear the liquid sloshing in the tubes that led away from his stall. His big titties felt so wonderful being sucked on.

He heard the door open and Buck came in.

“Hello, Buck.”

“Hi Bro. You ready for a little fun?”

“I would love for my vagina to be scratched. I’ve got a terrible itch.”

Buck entered the stall and walked behind Brad. He dropped his drawers and moved up to Brad’s big, red asshole.

Buck was somewhat of a mental midget, but he was a penile giant.

Buck slapped some lube onto Brad’s asshole and began to fist him.

“Oh, that feels so good!” Brad lowed.

“How about this?” Buck pushed his hips forward and his big penis slid smoothly into Brad’s heinie.

During his transition from man to Hucow Brad had thought of his back passage in many ways.

Asshole, man pussy, and now just pussy.

“Oh, yes. You are the man, Buck.”

Buck rocked back and forth, happily plumbing Brad’s back end.

“Say, how’s you and Becky doing?”

“She’s very mad at me.”

“How come?”

“We got into a discussion as to what would happen if bit coins had to be backed up by a gold standard and she got pissed off.”

“Women,” snorted Buck. He gave a jerk and began spewing his seed into Brad’s butt.

“Say,” Buck asked when he was done and wiping off his cock. “You been jacked lately?”

“They’ve been sadly lax, bro. Could you take the time?”

“‘Course I can.” Buck sat on a stool, put a bucket under Brad’s rather large penis He put his hands around it and started masturbating Brad.

Brad grunted.

“There are certain benefits to the male anatomy,” muttered Brad.

“You can say that again, bro.”

“So tell me, Buck, do you think Nixon should have taken us off the gold standard in 1971?”

Buck grunted. “You keep talking like that and you’ll never cum.”

“Oh, sorry. Let me focus.”

A moment later the first big splatters of Hucow semen hit the bottom of the bucket.

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

This has been the first part of
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