

I Feminized Johnny!

Lingerie, dresses and make up,

then I bent him over!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

“Come on, Johnny, you know you want to!”

Johnny resisted the pull of her hand. Behind them the party was in full swing. Couples were dancing and drinking, The music was loud, and Mick was yelling, ‘I can’t get no…satisfaction…’

“Jenny, I’m married!”

“So what. Your wife will never know.”

“But I’ll know!”

Jenny was a lush dish with never quit boobs and lips built for oral sex. She was also notorious for stealing husbands. Well, borrowing them and returning them in sullied condition.

Jenny moved back to him. One hand went unerringly to his crotch and she squeezed his package. “Ooh, somebody’s glad to see me!”

Johnny groaned. She had been kissing him in a hidden spot next to the patio for the last half hour. And feeling his dick, and grabbing his buns, and…she was so fucking hot.

“Wait…”

She slid her hand into his pants and grabbed his dick.

Johnny was drunk, and he was horny. His wife, Amy, hadn’t given him any sex in a week. She just hadn’t felt like it, but he was hurting. His cock was a stiff rod and Jenny was taking advantage of it.

For a long moment they swayed behind the bush at the rear of the property. Johnny knew it was wrong, but he was so damned horny!

Jenny transferred her grip to his balls and backed up and pulled.

Johnny had to go with her.

In the darkness, behind a hedge, Jenny backed up against a fence. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around him. “Monkey love, you little bastard,” she giggled. “Now give it to me!”

She held on while Johnny undid his pants. His cock poked out and suddenly her pussy was resting on it.

He cupped her buns and adjusted his hold, and he felt his cock start to slid into her moist, hot pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He gave yet another groan, and for a split second he blamed Amy. She hadn’t been giving him any. Then he was balls deep in Jenny.

Jenny laughed and buried her head against his neck. “I knew you had a big one!” she chortled.

Johnny wasn’t listening, he was banging. His hips drew back, then slammed forward. She was impaled, and her butt hit the fence.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

“Yeah,” he muttered. Slamming again and again.

Now Jenny couldn’t hold on, and her arms were barely around his neck, but Johnny had her firmly in hand. In and out, he slid his hard cock into her wet pussy.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…” she grunted in time with his thrusts.

He went into full fuck ‘em mode. He slammed her ass against the fence. He held one bun and cupped her tit with the other.

“Oh, shit,” she wailed. They weren’t worried about being loud because the music behind them was blasting.

He felt his semen boiling. He felt the little trigger click down deep behind his penis. He fucked harder, and he felt the semen start to come up his shaft.

“I’m going to squirt!” he yelled.

“Squirt you bastard!” Her hips started jerking and twitching. She was already cumming.

For a long minute he poured semen into her pussy, and she held on fiercely and had her own orgasm.

“Fuck,” he whispered, finally. He was leaning against her, and she was held up by the fence.

“Heysoos wept!” Jenny murmured. “That was fucking good.”

Slowly, he lowered her, put her feet on the ground.

They stood for a long moment. She pushed her dress down. She hadn’t been wearing panties, and she didn’t care that his seed was running down her leg.

Heck, in this mad party nobody would ever notice such a thing.

He backed away from her, put his glistening cock back into his pants.

“Oh, God,” he said, realizing what he had done. “I fucked you.”

She touched his cheek tenderly, patted it, then kissed him on the lips. “Honey, don’t even worry about it. I’ve already forgotten, and so should you.”

“But I’m married!”

“And you’ll be married tomorrow. What the little missus doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

With a final kiss Jenny sauntered off, one more man…one more notch. The truth was that she prided herself on how many men she had fucked.

Johnny stood in the deep shadows for a long moment, head down, and thought about it. Then, nothing else to do, he stepped out of the shadows and headed back to the party.

He didn’t see his wife standing beside the tool shed, hidden by those shadows.

Amy was a tall blonde. Johnny’s height, and her blue eyes were looking a bit fierce now. Yet, for the tinge of anger bubbling around in her svelte torso, she was more curious about herself.

She had seen Johnny being pulled out into the bushes by Jenny. Johnny was almost the victim here. How could a man refuse such a come on?

But the point in her mind was that she could have stopped it. She could have stepped out, given Jenny a piece of her mind, dragged her man away, maybe beat him with a switch when they got home, but…she had just watched.

She had even walked down the side fence until she could see their shadows banging against the fence.

Why didn’t she stop them?

Why didn’t she go do a little kickin’ and slappin’?

Because it was exciting.

If she had had a dick it would have been hard. Seeing two people fucking, refusing to be bound by convention.

Yes, Johnny was bad, but…was she badder?

Letting him get taken?

And what would it do to their marriage?

His infidelity would change it, that was for sure. He would be racked by guilt, he would always have this niggling, little black spot in his mind.

Jenny wouldn’t care. She was a slut, and a quite happy slut, by all appearances.

And that made Amy wonder. Maybe there was something to be said for cheating?

What if she cheated? Now that she had Johnny in a state…if she fucked somebody would it bother her?

She was justified, and she had the feeling that she could go fuck the neighborhood and be fine, always knowing that Johnny was conflicted would, in a weird way, make her not conflicted.

Hmm.

She was going to have to look into this. Yes, she was. But right now, it was probably time to gather Johnny in. She wanted to get him alone and start digging, without letting him know that she knew. That could be fun. Make him turn red and then looking away and letting him suffer.

She grinned, and went into the party.

The party was at its peak. Couples were slow dancing, hands groping, kissing passionately, even though the music was ‘Light My Fire.’

Lots of fires already flaming here.

Amy wandered through the house. She saw Jenny dancing with Fred Simpson in a corner, and she knew that Jenny had picked out her next target. Poor Fred. And poor Sandy, who was Fred’s wife.

Or, maybe not poor.

Amy headed for the kitchen, poured herself a drink, and went back out to the living room.

She saw Johnny. He was sitting on a chair on the patio, all alone, nursing a drink.

She grinned. He was already feeling the guilt.

She headed for the patio, stepped out and said, “Hey, babe, how’s it going?”

Johnny looked up, instantly happy, squashing all traces of guilt. Heck, if Amy hadn’t known she never would have guessed.

“It’s going good.”

Amy was wearing culottes, and she threw a leg over Johnny and straddled him. She ground her pussy down on him subtly, and kissed him.

She could taste traces of Jenny’s lipstick.

Johnny had had a brief half second of doubt, then he attacked her lips in a mad manner. He held her tightly and mashed his lips on hers.

Amy was surprised, but it only made sense.

“Oh, honey,” he said.

She could feel him. He was on the edge of confessing.

“I need another drink,” blurted Amy. No way she was going to let her husband confess so easily, get out of his misery so easily. She was going to enjoy this!

She stood up, and his mouth was open and his eyes were gleaming with the glint of tears about to be shed.

“But…”

“I’ll be back in a second. Hold that thought.”

She trotted off, gloating, knowing that the poor boy was suffering.

Amy sauntered through the house, in no hurry to get back out to Johnny.

The music of the moment was Easy Street, and people were, by whim or by drink, acting like zombies.

They staggered in each others arms, Rod Parsons had passed out and was sleeping, with loud snores, in an easy chair. His wife was nowhere to be seen.

Janie Winfield was in the bedroom fucking assorted studs. Some of the studs had actually been brought in to boff Janie by their wives.

Hmm.

Amy finished her drink and went to the kitchen, and should she meet but Jenny.

“Hey, Jenny, wild party, eh?”

Jenny was mixing a drink and she turned to Amy with a smile. “Man, this is one to remember. “

“How many husbands have you stolen?”

Jenny showed no embarrassment, and didn’t even gloat that Johnny was among her conquests. “Five, tonight.”

“And what does that bring your lifetime total to?”

“Oh, God! Who knows!” She laughed merrily, handed Amy the drink she had made and started another one. When she was finished she and Amy wandered out to the living room.

“So how do you justify fucking all these men?”

“Well, at first I didn’t. I went through some confusing times. Then I realized that this was what men did, and if they could do it, then so could I.

Amy chuckled. “I don’t think men get as much nooky as you do.”

Jenny giggled. “I know. Ain’t I bad?”

At that moment Amy saw Johnny enter the room and look around. she kept him peripheral vision and kept talking to Jenny. Johnny wandered up and was finally noticed.

“Hey, baby. I’ve been talking to Jenny. She’s been giving me some great idea.”

Johnny was stricken, but Jenny didn’t notice. She just sidled up to Johnny and put her arm around his waist. “You better be careful, or one of these days I’ll have a little fun with Johnny.”

“Johnny? Good luck! Johnny is my true blue baby. He’d never cheat on me, would you, babe?”

Johnny’s face was a study in conflict. It actually seemed to roll through a mottle of colors. Ashen white, embarrassed red, sickly yellow, “Ah…no.”

“That’s my boy. Come on, honey. Let’s dance a little.”

Amy took Johnny’s hand and led him out of Jenny’s arms. Jenny grinned, and showed not a whit of emotion. Johnny grinned in a sickly manner and took Amy in his arms.

“I’m so glad I have you, honey. Look at all these poor slobs. Nothing but a bunch of cheaters. Did you know that Janie Winfield is in the bedroom pulling a train?”

“Uh…”

“Good Lord, how could a man want to put his dick in a hole that’s been fucked by a half a dozen men before. Putting their dicks in that mix of semen. Yuck.”

Johnny was silent.

They danced, and then Amy asked him to go get her another drink.

He walked away with a strangled look on his face, but she was pretty sure he wasn’t going to come clean now. Not after she had complimented him on being true blue.

She looked around at the party, which was now winding down a bit. Miss Tony Fisher was carrying on about ‘The Big Hurt,’ and Janie Winfield came staggering out of the bedroom. Her husband had found her, apparently, and put a stop to her shenanigans. He had one arm around her waist protectively and guided her to the front door.

Wouldn’t they be having some interesting conversations?

“You know, don’t you?”

Amy looked to her side, Jenny was there, her head tilted and a thoughtful look on her face.

“Yep.”

“What are you going to do?”

Take Johnny for a ride, not let him know, enjoy his guilt.”

Jenny nodded. “That sounds like fun.”

“So let me ask you a question…”

Jenny looked a bit nervous at that, but she nodded.

“What’s the hottest man you’ve ever fucked?”

Jenny blinked, a smile seemed to come to her. “My, my…”

Amy waited.

“I was at a party in San Francisco. It was wild, even to my standards. Drink and drugs, people of various sexual persuasion, and I ended up making it with a guy in women’s clothes.

“What? Really?”

Now the women were facing each other, speaking low, intent.

“And here’s the really wild thing. He was on the sexual predator’s list.”

“What?”

“Yep. He had the ankle bracelet at the time. We started off talking about that, and he told me how he had been castrated.”

“His dick was—“

“No. He had his dick, and his balls. When they castrate somebody these days they give them a shot of something. It enhances the estrogen in them, and they can’t get boners. But he still had the desire, just no way to act on them. His dick was as limp as a worm three sheets to the wind.”

“So how did you make love?”

“At first we just made out. I thought it was funny, I was making him hornier, and punishing him for his sexual predations. But, oh, Lord, he was inspired. He was so horny he had to be inspired. He satisfied me on every level, mostly with his mouth, but it was also the first time I had ever been fisted. Then, when I thought it was all over, he asked me to fuck him.”

“Fuck him?” Amy was puzzled.

“With a dildo. A really big one. He apparently liked being fisted too, and the dildo was one of those big, old horse dildos. Lord, I put that thing on and fucked him until dawn. And you know what?”

“What?”

“He came!”

He came? But I thought…”

I know, that’s what I thought. But men have a P-spot, a place in their anus, and when you massage that—and my horse dick really massaged that—he had the biggest fucking cum I have ever seen. His dick didn’t get hard through out, but he drizzled a year’s worth of jizz on the bed. Most incredible thing I have ever seen.”

Amy was standing, staring, with an open mouth, when Johnny came up behind her with a drink.

She turned with a smile and said, “Thanks, babe.”

Johnny stood by, trying to look natural. Jenny bid them good bye and wandered away. Doubtless to find number six.

Amy turned to Johnny.

“What’d you guys talk about?”

“Oh, girl stuff. You know. Nothing that would interest you.”

Johnny smiled, and tried to put his heart in it, but only half his heart would fit.

They drove home an hour later. Johnny was careful with the driving, avoided cops and tickets, and they were silent.

Amy was totally thinking.

Make love to a man dressed as a woman.

Yet, that wasn’t all of it. Her imagination was working, and she was thinking about making love to a man who was a woman. Breasts and limp dick and all.

How would Johnny take to having his dick limp for a while?

To being fucked?

She glanced at him as the street lights passed. His face was rippled by the passing lights, and she thought he might like it.

But, even if he didn’t, she obviously would.

And he had cheated on her. That should give her a a bit of power. She could probably make him.

Make her man turn into a woman.

Fuck, the thought made her pussy wet. She wiggled in the car seat.

“You okay?” asked Johnny.

“Never better.”

They arrived at home and headed for the bedroom. In a handful of seconds they were naked.

She looked at his cock. There seemed to be a bit of caked white on it. Was that the remnants of his sperm? Of her juices?

“You feel like making love?” she asked.

“Oh, gosh,” he said, not looking at her. “I’m really tired. And I think I’m too drunk to get it up.”

Well, that was a challenge she couldn’t pass up.

She stepped over to him, spun him around, and planted a kiss on him.

Johnny was startled, but tried. He kissed back, but he lacked the inner drive to make it happen.

Amy went down on him. She took his limp cock in her mouth and sucked.

Yes, it tasted of another woman’s pussy. Jenny’s vagina. It tasted good.

She rolled his balls in her hands as she sucked, and he got a little chub, but that was all.

She stood up, holding his package, and looked into his eyes. “Well, you’re less than manly tonight.”

“Uh…but…” he looked stricken.

“Honestly, Johnny, I’ve seen bigger dicks on women.”

Oh, the look on his face. Before he could say anything, not that he had anything to say, Amy let go of him and prepared for bed. She sat at the vanity table and took off her make up.

“I’m just tired, honey. Tomorrow morning I’ll feel like it.”

“Sure,” she said, carefully cultivating an ‘I don’t care’ attitude.

He stepped into the shower, dried off, kept glancing at Amy, looking like he wanted to say something.

Amy patted his chest on the way by, and she had her own shower.

They went to bed, and she fondled his package for a while, gloating, then kissed him good night and said, “Don’t be such a woman next time.”

Then she was on her side, her back to him, grinning.

He muttered a few half words, but couldn’t think of the right thing to say. So he just spooned up against her and sighed.

He went to sleep, and didn’t have happy dreams.

She, on the other hand, had the happiest of dreams.

She had dreams of Johnny in a dress, putting on make up, and, finally, bent over. His back to her, and she was…she was…

Morning. Yawns and stretches.

“Hey, honey,” she smacked on his lips, then leaped out of bed. She put on panties and a half bra and a chemise and headed out for the kitchen.

Johnny followed her, yawning, a moment later. He put on PJ bottoms and sat at the table.

“What a party, eh?” She popped four waffles into the toaster and got the syrup from the pantry.

“I’m still drunk,” he muttered.

She glanced at his pants. His penis hadn’t raised. She wondered if he could cum. She straightened up and faced him. “Johnny, if I bent over right now, could you fuck me?”

His face was neutral, which meant that he was hiding consternation. After all, if he could he would be jumping for joy.

“I don’t know. We went to sleep late, all that alcohol…”

“Try it,” she said. She walked out of the room.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

She returned a moment later wearing a pair of high heels. She grinned at him and bent over the kitchen table. “Come on, stud. Show me what a man is.”

Johnny got up, he couldn’t help himself, and stood behind her.

Her heels raised her butt to the perfect height for a little back door action. He raised her chemise and pulled her panties to the side, and tried to get his dick into her.

“Come on, honey,” she wiggled her ass. “Be a man!”

He tried, but his dick had still not recovered. It bent this way and that, and it was like trying to get a rubber band into a keyhole.

“Honey? You’re making me horny! Get that dick into me!”

He kept trying, and he got a little hard, then he managed to slip his half limp dick into her.

The dick lay in her, doing nothing, and he was afraid to try pumping. If he moved at all his dick would just flop out.

“Honey, that feels good, but you need to get big! And stiff! Come on, give me the zinger dinger special. Rape my butt. Fuck me!”

He tried. He moved a little, but mostly just back and forth, afraid to risk falling out.

Amy was having fun, but it was also frustrating. Having him so close, and so far, her heart was pounding and she had never wanted to have a dick in her so badly.

“Come on!” she reached back between her legs and grabbed his balls. She pulled and he went forward, and there was just a squishy feeling as the limp dick in her smushed up.

Then he pulled back an inch…and fell out.

“What the fuck?” Amy straightened her panties and turned around. The toast was up and she stared at the stricken Johnny. “Have you lost your manhood, Johnny? I mean…you fuck like a girl!”

“I’m sorry. I’m just not recovered from the party last night.”

“Recover? What recover? You were drinking, not fucking. What’s to recover?”

She made sure she was not looking at him as she dinged him.

She took the waffles out of the toaster, buttered and syruped them, then handed the plate to him.

Johnny took them, and he didn’t look too happy.

“Well, I tell you this, Johnny B Goode, if you don’t rise to the occasion then I might just consider making you into a woman. After all, maybe it’s time for me to be on top.

Johnny ate slowly, sadly, and without much joy.

Amy was enjoying this. She was enjoying being the alpha, dinging him with remarks, making him suffer.

At first, she knew it was because of his cheating on her. A girl deserved a little bit of fun after what he had done. But there came a change point.

There came a point when making him suffer wasn’t the point. Making him change was the point.

If she could feel so good doing a little emasculation, treating him like a bad girl, what would it feel like if she did what Jenny had done?

What if she actually changed him into a woman?

What would it be like fucking a man who was transformed?

With all the different sexes these days, bi, trans, cis, gay, lesbo, whatever…shouldn’t she experiment?

And if she could return him to being a man whenever she wished…didn’t that make the experiment almost compulsory?

All that day she fantasized. Johnny as a woman. How would he look with long hair? With make up? In a bra and panties and a dress.

He had the body for it. He was her height, and he was slender. It would be very easy to transform him into a woman.

But…then there was the deeper stuff.

Would he let himself be injected with a chemical castration drug? After all, in spite of her digs, he was a man. Could he take that drug? Could he give up being a man for her for a while?

And, if he was chemically castrated…could he handle a pair of boobs on his chest? She had read of vacation boobs, and she was fascinated. At first she had thought about them for herself, but she didn’t really need enhancement. She was already well endowed.

But, Johnny…how would he look with a pair of tits? Could he handle it?

All afternoon she pondered, fantasized, and snuck side glances at him.

Johnny with boobs. Hmmm.

Johnny with long hair and make up. Hmmm.

In the end, she decided she was going to have to do this. But she was going to need help. She needed to gang up on Johnny. She needed somebody else to help her put the pressure on him.

And she knew just who to call.

Ding Dong!

“Who is that?” asked Johnny.

“I’m busy, why don’t you find out?”

Johnny went to the front door and opened it.

Jenny was standing there. Her face was carefully sad. “Hello, Johnny.”

Johnny started to step out on the porch, but she pushed past him and entered the house.

“Hey!”

“I need to talk to Amy.”

He kept his voice low and grabbed her arm.”What is this?”

“Ow!” she cried. “Let go of me!”

He let go, but he was totally flamboozled.

Amy stepped into the room. “Johnny, who’s…oh, hi, Jenny.”

Jenny started crying.

“Jenny! What’s wrong?” Any went to Jenny and held her.

“I’m sorry…” she sniffed. “But I can’t keep it in any longer.”

“Keep what in?”

Johnny: “Wait a minute!”

“Johnny forced himself on me.”

Amy’s face turned to stone and she stared at Johnny.

“No! Wait! I didn’t!”

“At the party. I was outside and he grabbed me and made me go to the hedge in the back. He…he fucked me against the fence!”

“Wait! That’s not what happened!”

“Do you deny you put your penis in me?”

“Wait! No! I…yes…I”

Amy snapped, “You put your dick in Jenny’s pussy?”

“No…I mean…yes! I did it, but I didn’t—“

“You fucked another woman?” Amy snarled.

“Honey! Wait, that’s not how it happened!”

“No wonder you didn’t want to screw when you got home! You cheated on me! No wonder you fucked like a girl!”

“No! Jenny pulled me out there! I tried to resist!”

“Oh, you tried. And then what? You accidentally fell on her and got your penis in her pussy?”

“We were standing up!”

“You cheater!”

Jenny was sobbing in Amy’s arms.

“I’m taking Jenny in the back room. You get out of here!”

Amy walked Jenny down the hallway, and Johnny was left to sputter and deny. The bedroom door was slammed and the click of the lock could be heard.

In the bedroom Jenny grinned. “How’d I do?”

“Academy award winning performance!”

“So what now?”

“Let’s let him stew. Let him worry. “

“Have you looked into how you want to do this?”

“I’ve got a doctor, Melissa Schmitt, she said she’d give him boobs and inject him with a castration drug.”

The girls were sitting on the bed, stifling giggles.

Amy said, “I wish I’d known about this before. This is so exciting.”

“Would you like me to get you off?” Jenny’s eyes were sharp, and Amy suddenly remembered that Jenny was a sexual predator.

But…she thought about it.

Jenny touched her boob, cupped it. “It’s a rocket ride. While Johnny’s out there crying in his soup I’ll be in here, and you’ll be sailing to the moon.”

“I’ve never tried being a lesbian.”

“First time for everything.” Jenny licked her lips.

And Amy realized that she was licking her lips, too. “Okay.”

Their eyes were open as Jenny closed in on Amy. Then their lips met, and their eyes closed.

Amy realized that there was a huge difference between kissing men and kissing women. Men were demanding, insistent. Women were tender, receptive, aware.

Jenny’s tongue dashed lightly into Amy’s mouth and Amy gasped.

Jenny brushed her hand over Jenny’s boobs. Amy’s nipples stood straight up and she was electrified. Suddenly her pussy was dripping and she felt heat surging through her body.

Gently, Jenny pushed Amy back onto the bed. She lifted Amy’s dress and cupped her mons.

Amy gasped. This was so fucking intense!

Then Jenny pulled Amy’s panties down and put her mouth to her vagina.

Jenny spread the labia and licked up Amy’s slit. She focused on the labia and began sucking.

“Oh, God!” Amy moaned. Her hole was on fire. She began to move her hips, and Jenny stuck a finger into her.

“OH!” she almost leaped up, but Jenny had a hand on her and held her down.

Jenny reamed her hole, then slipped two fingers into her. All the while she was rubbing Amy’s breast and licking her slit.

Then Amy felt it. She froze, felt the deep core of her burning. Felt the rising orgasm.

“Let it happen,” Jenny advised in a low voice.

Amy tried to relax, and the more she did, the more the orgasm built. Then it burst, like a supernova, and she was born aloft, not sure who she was, where she was. All she knew was that heaven had grabbed her by the pussy and was shaking her.

Slowly, she came down, and then, like a miracle, there was nothing.

She raised her head and looked down, and Jenny was grinning at her. Jenny’s face was moist with her juices and her lipstick was smeared.

“Oh, my God.”

“I told you,” Jenny crowed, then, “And when you finally fuck Johnny it’s going to be even better than that.”

Amy lay back and sighed. “I can’t wait.”

Then both women were laughing, trying to keep the sound of their laughter down so Johnny wouldn’t hear it.

They laughed and they laughed and they laughed.


PART TWO

Johnny sat on the couch and looked at the floor.

Amy and Jenny stood in front of him.

“I can’t believe you cheated on me.”

“I was drunk and you took advantage of me.”

“What kind of a man are you?”

“He’s not a man. He’s a little bitch.”

They went on and on, taking turns, blasting away, emasculating poor Johnny

Johnny looked up a couple of times, and looked like he wanted to say something, but they glared at him so fiercely there wasn’t anything he could do.

“I’ll tell you this, Johnny, there is going to be a reckoning.”

“There’s going to be a punishment. Something that will teach you to respect women.”

“Something that will make you be a better man.”

“If only you could understand what a woman feels, then…maybe…”

“But…”

“Don’t even try to defend yourself. And you can forget about having sex.”

“But, honey…”

“He’ll just have sex with himself. He’s that kind of man.”

“Are you really that kind of man, Johnny?”

“I’m not!” he wailed.

“Then prove it!”

“How can I prove it?”

“You can go without sex for a few months.”

“A few months?”

Jenny snapped, “He’ll just jack off.”

Silence.

Johnny totally miserable.

Jenny pinched Amy’s sleeve and pulled. She led her into the far corner of the room. “Do you think he’s ready?”

“I think so. If we wait he might get numb and become less than responsive.”

“True. Okay. Let’s give it a shot.”

They returned to where Johnny was feeling lower than a snakes belly.

“Okay, Johnny. We’ve decided on your punishment.”

He looked up, the picture of hopelessness. Yet…punishment might mean the end to this terrible upbraiding they were giving him.

Jenny: “You said you would do anything, well, get ready.”

“I will. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.” He was speaking to Amy, but his words had to include Jenny.

“Then you have to become a girl.”

His eyes opened wide. “What?”

“You’re going to spend a few months without a boner. You’re going to get temporary boob implants. You’re going to dress, walk, talk, do everything like a woman.

“But…I…”

“Or I’m going to leave you.”

Now Johnny was panicked. “Leave me?” His voice cracked and tears came to his eyes.

“You agree to this program, or…I’m leaving.”

Tell the truth, Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He was a good man, charged in and got the work done, but any alpha tendencies gave way to the thought of losing his wife.

Slowly, almost sobbing, he said. “Okay.”

The women were standing side by side, and Jenny patted Amy’s ass in victory.

“Very well. We’ll start this week. I’ll set up an appointment with a doctor and we’ll start the transition.”

“Transition,” repeated Johnny.

The girls, grim-lipped, stared at him.

It was easy to get an appointment with Dr. Schmitt. Amy called her in the morning, and they arrived at her offices at four that afternoon.

Johnny was nervous. He had agreed, and it was obvious that Amy meant what she said. He walked into the office, Amy at his side, and the doctor gave him an examination.

He coughed, kicked his leg, and even bent over. When he was done the good doctor remarked, “Excellent health. I see no problem with estrogen treatments and a nice set of vacation breasts.”

Johnny nodded. He didn’t understand the significance of an ‘estrogen treatment,’ and, to be honest, he had totally missed the part about ‘spending a few months without a boner,’ which Jenny and Amy had slid in on him.

“So when is this going to happen?” he asked.

“No time like the present. Let’s just get the paperwork out of the way and get going.”

Johnny signed a few releases, stated that he was of sound mind, even though he didn’t feel too sound, and was instructed to take his shirt off.

He took off his shirt and lay on the exam table.

The doctor actually hummed as she made little marks on his chest, two circles around his pectorals.

He watched and was fascinated as the doctor began injecting some substance into his pectorals. Small globes began to arise, and…he got a boner. A big one.

Wasn’t that interesting? Who would think that getting a pair of boobs would sexually excite him?

But it did.

And as the boobs grew larger and larger his boner got harder and harder.

The doctor noticed, but didn’t say anything. She had done this before, and men getting excited over boobs was pretty normal.

Amy noticed, and she placed a hand on Johnny’s shin and stared at him.

Johnny grew embarrassed and focused on his big boobs.

“There we go,” said the doctor. She put her hypodermics away and rinsed her hands in the sink.

Johnny stared at his tits. They were big. Huge. And the skin was tight. Also, his nipples were very slightly larger and quite stiff.

While the doctor washed her hands Amy brushed a palm over Johnny’s nipples. He stifled a groan.

“Only one thing left to do,” said Dr. Schmitt. She picked up another syringe and filled it with a clear fluid.

“What does that do?” asked Johnny, as she slipped the needle into his arm.

“This is the one that will stop your erections, give you a better complexion.”

That was the moment Johnny got it. No erections. No boners. Limp. No boner bump in a dress.

He turned his head to Amy, who kept a carefully neutral expression. He looked at the doc, who was back washing her hands.

“You can get up.”

He got up, and was aware that his erection hadn’t subsided. Thank goodness. The injection didn’t seem to work. That thought was blasted by the doctor’s next words.

“You’re going to go through a week of extreme sexual excitement, then your erections will lessen, and within two weeks they will be a memory.”

“For how long?” Johnny squeaked.

“Six months, give or take a week. “ Then the doctor frowned. “Is there something wrong with that?”

“I…uh…”

“Nope,” smiled Amy. “Just right.”

“I was under the impression that you understood all this.”

“I…uh…”

“He did. There’s no problem.”

Still, the doctor frowned. “I can’t undo this shot.”

“You don’t have to.”

In spite of the doctor’s sudden scruples, Amy hauled Johnny out of the office. They went to the car and Johnny started for the driver’s side.

Amy stopped him and held her hand out. “As a woman you won’t be driving.”

He was so messed up by realizing what had happened that he didn’t object. He just went to the passenger side and sat down. As they drove through town he finally spoke.

“I didn’t know that…I won’t be able to have…erections?”

Lord, what a low moment.

“We told you that, Johnny. We explained the whole thing.”

“Yeah, but…” he withered away and said nothing the rest of the way home.

Jenny arrived ten minutes after they arrived home. “How’d it go?”

“Johnny is now officially a Janie, though we still have a bit of work to do.”

Jenny smiled, and she felt an excitement in her groin.

“Are you going to dress him this afternoon?

Amy smiled. “Would you like to help?”

“Oh, yes. This is so terribly exciting.”

Johnny headed for the kitchen and got out the bourbon. He poured himself a stiff shot of Long Branch, downed it, then mixed a half and half bourbon and Coke.

When he was summoned he walked back to the bedroom.

“Okay, Johnny. It’s time to complete your conversion.”

He glugged his drink, then held up a hand. “Let me get another drink.”

He returned a moment later with a fresh drink. “Okay.”

“The first thing, announced Amy, is that girls aren’t hairy beasts.”

“Oh.”

“Take off your clothes.”

Johnny stripped, glancing at the avidly watching Jenny. She had fucked him, but she had never actually seen his body.

“Yes. Definitely a hairball.”

“Why does he still have a boner?” asked Jenny.

“Apparently he’ll have one for a week, a normal reaction, then it’ll start to disappear.”

“Gosh. If I’d known that I would have brought a chastity tube over.”

“Not a big deal,” responded Amy. “After all, he’s a woman, or perhaps I should say ‘she’s’ a woman. As a woman she won’t be allowed to use her dick, she won’t be allowed to have a male orgasm.”

“That’s good.”

“How do you feel about that, Johnny?”

He muttered, “I’d like to cum.”

The girls chuckled.

Then Jenny blurted, “So we can play with it as long as she doesn’t cum.”

Amy blinked. “I guess you’re right.”

Jenny wasted no time. She grabbed Johnny’s cock and started stroking it.

Johnny was stunned. Amy just watched, was interested, but that was all, as another woman stroked him.

“Are you close, Janie?”

“No,” he lied, hoping to sneak in a squirt before his dick died.

“Don’t believe him,” said Amy. “He looks like he’s close.”

Johnny tried not to show it, but as he clenched his muscles and tried to cum it was obvious what he was trying to do.

“No, no,” Jenny let go and slapped his dick. “Bad Johnny.”

Johnny twitched at the feel of her hand smacking his pecker. “I thought I was a Janie?”

“You’re on your way, Johnny or Janie,” Amy smiled and held out a bottle. “Now go get rid of that ugly hair.”

Defeated, his hard cock leading the way, he headed for the bathroom. He read the directions on the Nair, slathered the stuff on his body, and waited. After fifteen minutes his skin started to burn, and he stepped into the shower.

And realized that he had a golden opportunity to masturbate.

Grinning, he reached down and grabbed his dick. He started stroking, and suddenly the shower door open.

“Aha!” The girls grinned at him.

“Oh, come on!” Johnny cried.

“One of us are going to have to be with him at all times until that boner goes away for good.”

“Go ahead. Take the first shift.”

Jenny began taking off her clothes.

Johnny stared, he had fucked her but had never seen her body.

She had a thin waist and very large boobs. Her skin was so white it was flawless. No beauty marks, no freckles, just pure white flesh.

She stepped into the shower and started rinsing Johnny off. She took her time, rubbing his nipples with her hands, stroking him, and cupping his buns and running a finger along his asshole.

“Oh, God!” he gasped.

“Johnny?” Amy lowed warningly at him.

He looked at his wife and immediately felt the mortification.

Jenny stepped right up to him, massaged his balls and let her tits press against his chest.

“Kiss me, Johnny.”

“No!” he said, turning his face away.

“Johnny?”

He looked at Amy.

“She’s being so good to you. Show some appreciation.”

Caught and sunk, Johnny turned his face back.

Jenny stroked him, rubbed his nipples, and kissed his mouth.

Johnny sighed. It all felt so good. It all—Jenny stepped back.

The girls laughed, then pulled him out of the shower. They took fluffy towels and began drying him off. And they particularly enjoyed drying off his throbbing weenie.

All Johnny could do was groan and wish they would stroke him a little too much.

They brought Johnny out of the bathroom and handed him a bra. It was a sexy half bra, very frilly, and when he put it on his nipples wee exposed, and very erect.

“It’s corset time for you, Johnny,” and Jenny handed him a corset.

It was short on top, just for the waist, but covered his whole bottom like panties. They put him on the bed and connected the clasps, then they started pulling the ties in the back.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny whimpered. “I can’t breath.”

“Part of the joy of being a woman, Johnny. You get to wear things for men that are totally ridiculous.”

Jenny pushed his weenie down and bent it between his legs, then snapped the bottom.

Johnny leaned forward slightly to relieve the pressure on his dick.

The girls, meanwhile, were smothering smiles.

“What shall we put him in?” asked Jenny.

Something to show off his shape.

“Got just the thing.”

It was a wrap around dress with fishes swimming in blue. They put it on him, wrapped it around, and pulled the ties tight.

Johnny was looking very female in the body, and with his large boobs there was no mistaking his femininity.

“How about some nylons?”

“Not till we paint his nails.”

“Oh, goody. Nails!”

They sat him down, which was difficult in the corset. He kept getting straighter and trying to slide off the chair while they painted his toenails. When he complained they just laughed.

They painted the toenails bright red, and Johnny started blushing right from the get go.

They applied long, pointed nails to his fingers. “Be careful when you pick your nose, Johnny.”

“Or wipe your butt.”

He just stared, aghast, as he grew long, talons.

“Okay, now for the nylons.

They pulled tight hose up his legs, so tight it stayed in place when they were done.

“Is there anything that’s not tight?” he asked.

“Nope.”

Jenny slipped a pair of high heels on him, but told him to stay seated.

They went to work on his face then, cleaning and priming, and, again, Johnny was surprised. His dick, totally bent in two under him, was really trying to get hard.

“Why are you squirming, Johnny?” asked Jenny.

“My dick is trying to get hard.”

“Oh, poor boy. But don’t worry. By next week it won’t bother you.”

But it sure bothered him right then.

Johnny watched in the mirror as they gave him eye shadow, then curled his eye lashes. Lucky male, he already had long lashes.

Finally, they rolled something on his lips. There was no color, however, and Johnny pointed that out.

“This is lip plumper, Johnny. Really good stuff, too. You’ll have lips like Angelina Jolie by the time we’re done with you.”

“It burns,” he complains.

“That’s the chemicals working. The more it burns the fatter your lips will be.

They waited a while, chatting amiably, then put another coat of plumper on Johnny’s lips. Again, it burned, but he was able to see the difference in the mirror. His lips were totally swollen.

And, finally, they painted his lips a bright red, to match his fingernails.

“Okay, Johnny, time for a treat.”

“What?” he asked in a dour manner.

“Stand up and let’s go.”

He stood up, and suffered the imbalance of heels. His ankles wobbled and his whole body struggled for balance for a long moment.

The girls each took an arm and walked him down the hallway.

“Hey, wait!”

But they didn’t wait. And he couldn’t fight without falling on his face.

They walked him out to the car and put him in the backseat. Jenny sat with him and they child locked the doors so he couldn’t get out.

“What are you girls doing?”

“We’re taking you on a trip.”

“I don’t want to go anywhere looking like this!”

Amy held in a snicker and backed the car out, then headed down the street.

“Where are you taking me?”

But neither girl answered.

Amy pulled up in front of a business with the sign:

Cyndi’s Hairport

“Hey, wait! What is this?”

Amy turned around and said, “We’re going to get your hair done. Now, you can do this the easy way or the hard way. Either you get out and walk in, quickly, so nobody sees you, or I get a couple of girls out of the shop and drag you, kicking and screaming, for the whole world to see.

Johnny saw he wasn’t going to win this one. It was obvious that Amy would do exactly as she said if he didn’t comply.

Amy got out and opened his door, and Johnny climbed out of the car. The two girls again linked arms with him and marched him, ankles wobbling and all, into the beauty salon.

Cyndi’s Hairport had four stations in the front, and two small rooms in the back.

Women looked up, and a few snickered, and Jenny and Amy walked Johnny into the back.

Inside one of the small rooms was a major station. It had more bottles, scissors, cupboards and everything.

“Have a seat, honey,” said Amy.

At that moment Cyndi walked in. She was a short girl, a trifle plump, but you didn’t notice it because the plumpness was all in her breasts. She greeted the girls with hugs, then turned to Johnny. “And who is this ravishing beauty?”

“This is Johnny.”

“Janie.”

Cyndi laughed. “Hello, Johnny/Janie. Looks like you need a trim?”

“I need a new head.”

Cyndi patted his hand and said, “And we’ll give you one.” She turned to Amy. “Extensions? Match the hair. Maybe a little extra work on his make up?”

Amy nodded, and another girl entered the room. Her name was Leslie, she was thin, no boobs, heavily made up and had a ring through her nose. Her arms and legs were festooned with tattoos. “Whacha got?”

“This is Johnny/Janie. He needs some hair, uh…shoulder length,” Cyndi glanced at Amy who nodded, “and I’ll get Joanie back here to do a little work on his face.”

Leslie nodded and went to work. She left the room, came back with samples, and matched hair. Then she pulled up a chair and began weaving in Johnny’s long hair.

Amy and Jenny sat in a couple of chairs at the side of the room and whispered to each other. Leslie started chatting.

“Hey, sport. You doing a full transition?”

“I don’t know. What’s a full transition?”

“Cut off your weenie and balls. Take hormones. Maybe get a little surgery so you can have a pussy.”

“I don’t think so,” Johnny muttered.

“So whacha gonna do about the dick?”

Johnny didn’t have much choice, he was forced to engage in conversation. “I…uh…I got a shot.”

“So you can’t have boners?”

“Yes.”

“Wow. That’s sexy. A couple of months from now you’re going to feel so sexy you’ll go crazy.”

“I will?”

“Sure. Your estrogen will be working, but you’ll still have testosterone, and there’s no release, so you just keep getting hornier and hornier.”

“Why would anybody want to do that?”

She looked at him. “You tell me?”

“I’m doing this for my wife. But why would anybody else do it?”

Leslie shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe just to feel the horniness. Some guys love it. Some guys never want to do anything to relieve the horniness. They take more hormones, get their dick limped, if you know what I mean, and live a thoroughly exciting life.”

That was something to think about. Johnny hated being horny without being able to relieve himself. He didn’t see how anybody would ever want to be this way forever.

A hour later Leslie was done. She actually reached down and squeezed Johnny’s groin, then headed out for another customer. A girl named Joan came in and lectured him on make up, how to apply it, how to take it off, and she did little things to his face. Johnny was surprised when he finally looked in a mirror. With long hair he totally looked like a woman, and his make up was professional. He stood up and Amy and Jenny came and stood next to him.

“You make a lovely woman, Johnny.”

And, actually, Johnny thought so, too.

He had been a man all his life. Wore flip flops and shorts. Ragged tees were okay. Sometimes he wore socks and sometimes he didn’t. And that was okay. As a man he could get away with that.

But a woman couldn’t, and for the first time in his life he began to appreciate how much work his wife took to look beautiful.

“What do you think, Johnny/Janie?” asked Cyndi.

Johnny took a long time answering, but he finally said one word. “Impressive.”

The girls laughed, and they headed out of the shop.

Johnny still required one helping hand, Jenny’s in this case, to walk. But he was getting better. He could see that with a couple of days practice he would be able to balance on the high heels.

He walked through the front room of the salon and was aware that women were studying him. It was almost like he could feel their eyes judging him.

He crossed the sidewalk and stood next to the car.

People on the sidewalks checked him out. Young men let their eyes wander in his direction, and one fellow grinned and said, “Hi, beautiful.”

That one remark terrified Johnny. He didn’t want men hitting on him.

Jenny, however, just laughed. “Hey, Johnny, don’t worry. His dick is in his pants.”

That remark reminded Johnny of how his own dick was throbbing. He was a little bent at the waist to relieve pressure, and that pushed his butt out a fraction, and…God, he wanted to get out of this stuff.

Except…he felt so warm inside. And he thought of what Leslie had said about men liking to be excited.

He pushed the thought out of his mind and slid into the car.

They drove through town and headed home. Johnny was quite subdued in the backseat. He didn’t need to be child locked in now, and he just sat and watched the passing scenery and listened to Jenny and Amy talk.

They were talking about things that had never interested him before, things like fashion and dresses.

Now, in spite of himself, he was interested.

What was happening to him?

They arrived at home and Johnny managed to get out and walk up to the front door himself. He was awkward, and Jenny and Amy giggled at him, but he made it.

He even made his heels go ‘click’ a couple of times.

“I think he likes it,” whispered Jenny.

“Who would have thought,” added Amy.

Into the kitchen, and he got out the bourbon and Coke and poured himself a stiff one. He was about to slug it down when Amy took the glass away and said, “Real women don’t guzzle like snorting pigs.”

“Gimme the drink,” muttered Johnny.

Amy opened a drawer and got out a straw. “Real women sip,” and she handed the drink back.

Johnny looked at the straw, sighed, and sucked. His lips puckered up and he caught sight of them in the reflection in the window.

Kissy lips. All red. He used to think of such a pucker as a cat’s ass. Now he didn’t. Now he was fascinated by the way his lips circled the straw. Now it was like he was kissing his drink.

The girls each had a wine spritzer, then they all adjourned to the patio.

For a couple of hours they sat and sipped and drank. Johnny was silent for the most part, but he did keep getting more booze.

The girls were content to let him, and it was as if they were waiting for something.

Johnny got tipsier and tipsier. His head was spinning slightly, and his dick was throbbing, and he kept feeling his breasts to make sure they really were there.

“How you doing, Johnny?”

“I’m fine,” he looked up at the girls. They were standing in front of him with a look on their faces. “What do you want?”

“We want you, Johnny.”

“Oh. Well. Here I am.”

They leaned down and helped him up. “Come on, Johnny, it’s time to christen you.”

“Christmas me?”

They laughed and guided him into the bedroom.

“What’s this? Are you girls going to fuck the dick that can’t be fucked?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

The girls helped him onto the bed. They piled up a few pillows and arranged him so his butt was poking up in the air.

“What?” he mumbled.

Jenny pulled his dress up, then unsnapped the bottom of the corset. She pulled his weenie out, and it pointed down.

“Oh, God! That feels good!”

Amy, meanwhile, was stepping into a strap on. She pulled it up tight against her crotch, and it had a very large dick sticking out of it.

Jenny lay down next to Johnny, on her side, and spoke to him. “There’s one big thing that you need to know if you’re going to be a woman,” she said.

“What’s that?” He looked at her, and didn’t look back at his wife.

Jenny leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm, and Johnny went with them. Then he jerked. “What’s that?”

Amy had put a finger to his anus and was rubbing lube into his hole.

“Come here, Johnny. Kiss me.”

She grabbed his head and forced her lips on his. He sort of struggled, but between being drunk, and horny, and held down and in a face down position, he couldn’t really move too much.

Johnny kissed, and he wanted to know what was going on in his nethers, but the moist lips were chewing on his mouth.

“Johnny,” whispered Jenny. “I love your red lips.”

“And I love yours,” he tried to look back, but she wouldn’t let him.

Amy placed the tip of her cock at his back hole.

“HEY!” He tried to get up, but Jenny snuggled closer, wrapped her arms around his neck and wouldn’t let him loose.

Amy slid her penis into him. It was big, but it went easy.

Johnny felt her dick filling him, and he yelped…but it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good. He groaned. “What did you do to me?”

“Jenny pulled his head back down. She was almost under him now, half on her back, and hugging him head with all her might. Her weight kept him down.

Amy began to move back and forth. On the back of her dildo, the end that wasn’t sunk into Johnny’s ass, was a little half dick. It poked right into her pussy and stimulated the incredibly sensitive area just inside her hole. She groaned loudly and pushed into Johnny again. And again. And again.

Johnny’s eyes were open, and he realized that he was being butt fucked. On one hand, the man in him protested. On the other hand, he wasn’t much of a man any more. He was a woman, and he was being fucked.

With that mental transposition between his masculinity and his femininity happening he didn’t stand a chance.

It was a situation where the only complaint he could make was that ‘it felt too good.’ That wasn’t much of an argument for getting the dick out of his hole.

Jenny kept kissing him, and as he struggled less she began feeling his tits.

Amy kept pushing in and pulling out. She reached down and fondled his full nuts.

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Johnny, giving up to the pleasure.

“It’s okay, Johnny,” Jenny kept reassuring him as she worked on his body.

Amy was getting close. She could feel the half dick rubbing and swirling in her pussy. She had never felt anything so perfect. She had never…she…she came. A big, glorious, gangbusters of an orgasm. Her whole body locking up. She collapsed onto Johnny’s back, driving the dildo all the way into him.

Johnny’s eyes opened wide, and he felt like he was no longer held down on a bed, but rather floating on a golden cloud. It was like that moment in the male orgasm when a guy is blasted open, except that it went on and on, like a surf ride that just wouldn’t end.

His body was jerking, his lips were slack as Jenny chewed on them. Unknown to him, semen was trickling out of his cock. A lot of semen.

Finally, it was over.

Johnny lay, dazed, wondering what had happened.

Amy pulled out of him, wiped her cock off on his ass.

Jenny struggled up from the bottom and grinned.

“Did I tell you?”

“You did,” agreed Amy. She took off the strap on and handed it to Jenny.

Jenny began putting the thing on, and Johnny asked, “What happened?”

Amy took her place at his head and whispered. “You came, darling. You came like a woman.”

“I did?”

And Jenny pushed the dildo into him again.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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