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PART ONE

She was headstrong and demanding, especially when it came to bed.

“That was a delicious dinner,” said Tom, leaning forward to see past his wife. The road was clear, so he turned left and headed for the freeway.

“It was okay,” Kylie acknowledged.

Tom glanced at his wife. He was always a little surprised that she had married him. She wasn’t just a beauty, she was a raving beauty. Her skin was white, fine, free from imperfections. Her hair trailed down to her shoulders, and would put a raven’s wing to shame. Her lips were red and plump.

His favorite sport was chewing on his wife’s lips. When she let him.

“Just okay?”

He was not a stud, but he was handsome and worked hard. He always tried to please his wife, who, unfortunately, could not always be pleased.

“Okay.”

“You should have tried the prime rib,” he offered. “It was out of this world.”

She looked out the window and bit her lip. Out of this world. Hunh.

“Smother a little radish sauce and you are allowed entry to heaven.”

She smiled wanly, considered him, then went back to looking out the window.

“Honey, are you upset?”

“No, no. Not at alL.”

“You seem a little preoccupied. Is it something I have done?”

She turned to him, gave him that big, bright smile that melted him, and reassured him. “You’re doing just fine, Tom.”

Then she went back to looking out the window.

Tom was reassured, but not really. Lately Kylie had seemed out of sorts. It almost seemed like she was  merely putting up with him.

Lord knew he tried hard to satisfy her, but…he wished he knew what was bothering her.

He turned down their street and she straightened up and looked at their house.

It was a three bed two bath ranch style. They had a swimming pool in the back, a hot tub, a game room in the basement, and…they were living good.

He had his own company, and she did a little modeling work on the side.

So what could be the problem.

Tom parked the car and they both got out and walked up the path to the front door.

Click, click, click. Tom loved the sound of Kylie’s high heels. He walked behind her and watched her round ass sway. She was a symphony of sexy curves, and just looking at her gave him a king sized boner.

In front of him, Kylie knew he was staring at her butt again. She could feel his gaze like it was a light saber, caressing her curves.

Really, what was it with men? A butt was for sitting on. And maybe for fucking, if you liked anal, but that was it. A butt didn’t guarantee a good fuck. so why did men stare at the butt so hard?

She opened the door, click, click, clicked through the foyer and headed down the hall.

Tom followed her, hypnotized by the way her ass swayed.

She entered the bedroom and began undressing.

Ah, undressing. Tom’s favorite sport.

He sat on the bed, stalling as he took off his dress shoes.

Kylie took off her short jacket and hung it over the back of the vanity chair.

Tom studied the way her breasts pressed out against her blouse. She was wearing a half bra again, and her nipples poked over the lip of her bra.

She reached behind herself and unbuttoned her blouse. Women were so flexible that way. That stretched her blouse and her breasts seemed larger, her nipples more rigid.

Tom sighed, dropped his shoes and started on his socks.

Kylie wiggled out of her pencil skirt, and her form, already magnificent in clothes, became more magnificent. She was in panties and bra now, and her curves were accentuated.

Tom stepped out of his pants. His dong was erect, and he wanted it to get out and breath, and to give the hint to Kylie.

She smiled, wanly, and observed his cock. “That time, eh?”

He almost felt like giggling. She didn’t feel like it very often, and when she did he felt like a school boy. “I guess.” He tried to hide his excitement, but it was like trying to hide his cock.

She rolled off her nylons and unfastened her bra. Her breasts tumbled forth, virgin mountains.

He stripped off his shirt and stood, breathing heavily. He was so mesmerized by the perfection of her body he couldn’t move.

She understood him. He was like all men. He wanted his reward. He wanted to dip the wick and get his rocks off.

Concealing a sigh she crawled onto the bed and spread her legs.

Tom said not a word. He knelt over her, touched her nipple like he was afraid she would break.

It gave her a shiver. She did like sex, but…

He lowered his face to her breast. He sucked her nipples. His hand went to her mons. He was in danger of cumming just from touching her, and he tried desperately to control himself. He knew she didn’t like it when he shot his load too soon.

Making love to Kylie was a balancing act. Not too soon. Not too late. And it was almost impossible to judge when too soon and too late was.

She drew in her breath, arched her chest a little, and reached for his prick.

Tom had a nice one. Not too big, not too small, and…suddenly she wished for more. For something different.

Maybe a big, huge, black dick, stretching her out and making her cry out.

Or maybe one so small she could hardly feel it. Wouldn’t it be fun to deep throat a cock without gagging?

Tom slid down to her pussy and used his mouth. He chewed on her labia, suck on her clit, and tried his best.

Kylie enjoyed it, liked it, but her mind was not engaged.

What if he were 12 inches? Could she take 12 inches?

Now that was something to consider.

He moved up, worked on her breasts for a while. He was almost swooning, and he was losing control.

“Don’t cum until I do,” she whispered to him, then she kissed him.

“I’ll try not to,” his words were emitted jerkily, and he was already having trouble. And Kylie knew it.

She knew the effect she had on men, and particularly on her husband.

Men were easy. They lusted, they drooled, they couldn’t think straight.

And, a perverse desire, she decided to make Tom cum too soon.

Oh, he would like it, he wanted to cum. But cumming too soon would make him feel guilty. And she liked it when he felt guilty.

He was ready to put it in her, and she reached down and grabbed his cock. She squeezed it, and she kissed him, and she slapped his balls.

Tom couldn’t stand it. He began to shake.

“No…no!” he moaned, but it was too late. He was just too excited, and heer simple manipulations had driven him over the top.

He squirted in her landing strip, on her hands, his body jerking and twitching.

She held on, and held a smile within.

She let go.

He supported himself above her, ready to enter, but now with no weapon at the ready.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” He was almost in tears at having disappointed her.

But she just wiped her hand on him, then turned away. “It’s okay.”

He lay there, knowing he had failed.

She lay there, knowing she had succeeded.

Sex, for her, was old hat. The fun came not from sex, but from the mind games surrounding it.

Make him feel guilty. Make him think he hadn’t satisfied her. Though, by squirting too soon, as she had planned, he had actually satisfied her.

“Honey…”

“It’s okay. Go to sleep.”

He lay there, and would lay awake for a while.

She would be awake also.

He would go to sleep before she did because, after all, he had cum.

Then she would rub one off. Maybe on the bed if he was deep enough in sleep. Or maybe she would go to the bathroom and rub one off in there.

She stifled a laugh. She had messed with his mind. And tomorrow she would rub it in in a thousand different, little words and facial expressions.

And he would suffer so delightfully.

Was she sick? Getting pleasure from his misery?

She didn’t think so. She was just having fun. She was bored, and just looking for new ways to have fun.

He gave a light snore.

She sighed, waited, and he gave another snore.

She waited a few minutes past that, and when it looked like he was really deep in sleep, she got up and headed for the bathroom.

Tom was an early riser. He liked to wake up, jump out of bed, do a few push ups and sit ups, eat a hearty breakfast, and get a start on the day.

This day, however, he wasn’t first up.

He awoke, smiled, thinking of the night previous, no doubt, and realized that Kylie wasn’t in bed.

Odd. She usually slept late.

Oh, well.

He got up, slipped into his routine and did a couple of dozen push ups, about forty jumping jacks, some squats, and forced himself to do some burpies.

Why did he dislike the exercises that were the best for a body?

Then he hopped into the shower, soaped and rinsed, sang a little because he didn’t have to worry about waking anybody up.

Then, wearing a worn, old red robe, he headed out for the kitchen.

Kylie was sitting at the table, looking out the big window at the back yard. Just sitting and thinking.

“Hello, my love,” Tom said, bending and kissing the top of her head.”

“Hello, my horny bastard.”

It was their usual greeting, and it made them both happy.

“Would you like a stack of butter drench, syrup dripping pancakes?”

“And one piece of bacon, bubbly with crispy edges.”

Tom acknowledged her and set out to make breakfast.

Usually she made breakfast, but he had volunteered, so he rattled the pans and got out the butter and syrup.

“And how are we this fine morning?”

“Miserable,” she answered with equanimity.

He closed a cupboard door and looked at her. This was something new. “Oh?”

“Yes. I’ve had a massive epiphany, and you’re not going to like it.”

Tom grunted, and was immediately nervous.

He had had a girlfriend in college who drove him crazy with her ‘epiphanies.’

She wanted him to take off his shoes before he entered her apartment.

She wanted him to wear silly scarfs and galoshes when the weather was bad.

They hadn’t lasted long.

But the effects of her ‘realizations’ and ‘bright ideas’ had stayed with him, and now he distrusted any woman who got an idea.

Well, not that bad, ideas are good, but he was already on edge with Kylie because of her placidness and frowns.

He finished making breakfast, put the dishes on the table, and said, “Should I break out the bourbon?”

This was code for ‘we got a problem and it’s a big one!’

She surprised him by saying, “Yes.”

So though it was seven in the AM he grabbed the bottle of Whistlepig, a couple of glasses with ice, and a bottle of Coke.

“We’re going to start drinking Pepsi after today,” she murmured, taking a sip, then digging into her pancakes.

Since she had made him nervous, he took a big glug, then began assaulting his stack.

Halfway through his pancakes, and his bourbon, he asked, “So what is it that makes you miserable.”

“You.”

Tom’s heart was pounding. He loved his wife with his life. Yes, she required work, and care, but she was kind, and beautiful, and thoughtful.

“And what can I do to ameliorate the situation?”

She sipped her drink, finished eating her pancakes, and sat back.

“I was watching a podcast the other day. Don’t know why, but I was drawn to it and it was about femdom and things of that nature.

“I thought you already were a feminist.”

“I suppose, but I’m not die hard.”

Which made him glad, because he wasn’t a feminist. But, then, what man is?

“During this podcast this woman made a statement. It was said in jest, I believe, though you never can tell. At any rate, it got a chuckle.”

“And what was this statement?”

Tom was staring at her lips. They were moist with syrup and he wanted to lick them. God, he had just cum the night before, and he was already getting horny again!

“She pointed out that women are XX, and that men are XY.”

“A scientific statement,” he nodded.

Kylie was wearing a peignoir, quite transparent, and not he was staring at her breasts, and trying not to. He didn’t want to be upbraided for not focusing.

“But if you have ever noticed the difference between the X and the Y?”

He was blank on that one. He was back up to her red lips. He wanted to kiss them.

“The X and the Y are the same, except that the Y is missing the lower right ‘tail,’ or ‘leg,’ or whatever you want to call it.”

Tom blinked and came back to the conversation. He had the feeling that something important was happening, but he didn’t know what.

“The point is…” Kylie shifted her position and the peignoir fell apart at the front.

Tom suddenly had a front row seat and a full on view of her pussy. He gulped and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

“…the point is that men are missing something.”

Tom gave a desperate sort of a smile and forced himself to look at her beautiful eyes. “I think we have a little extra something, if you get my meaning.” His cock was standing up from the folds of his robe. Kylie could see it through the glass of the table. She smiled at it, but it was a rueful smile.

“Yes. I can see how you would think that, but…you’re missing something.”

“I’m sorry, honey, I just don’t understand.”

She leaned forward, placed her hand on his forearm, which caused electricity to surge through his body and made him gulp again. He could see her breasts falling forward, actually resting on the cold glass of the table.

“Tom, it is. my intent to help you regain your missing part.”

“Regain?”

“Yes. We’re going to have to reconfigure you, make you pure, put the extra leg back on your Y, help you regain the XX status.”

“Honey, I’m really not sure where you’re going with this.”

She sat back, folded her arms under her breasts, which held her breasts higher and pointed them at her.

“My love,” she spoke in a low tone, “You are a bull in a China shop. You pursue and manifest logic, and this destroys your heart. And if we don’t fix you then you will go through life never experiencing its subtleties, never seeing the gold in the sunrise, never really knowing what sex is all about.

It was the ‘know what sex is all about’ that did it. Tom was a sexual creature.

“I know what sex is all about!”

She smiled wanly.

“You can’t tell me I don’t!”

“You don’t.”

She stood up and sashayed away, her body a symphony of curves and jiggles and swaying.

Tom waited but a second, then stood up and followed her. “Wait a minute?”

“Why? For you to think? For you to come up with reasons why you aren’t lacking what I need?”

That stopped him. Lacking what she needed? He thought he was providing everything: house, cars, clothes, food…sex.

But then why did she act like he wasn’t? Why did appear almost sad? Why was she saying these things?

She went into the bedroom, and Tom moved again, followed her into the bedroom.

She sloughed off the peignoir and selected a bra and panties for the day. The panties were thongs, her pussy was visible; she was going to be showing a monkey knuckle today. Her bra just lifted and cut off at the nipples. Her nipples were going to be poking through whatever thin material she wore today.

Tom stood there. His dick was now hard. Didn’t matter that he had just cum the night before, he was stiff.

She pulled up a pair of shorts that, as he suspected, showed her labia through the material. Hell, any tighter and it would have shown her clitoris.

His boner bobbed.

She put on a half shirt. She buttoned a couple of buttons, which left her with a lot of cleavage, then tied the bottom of the shirt together.

Fuck!

She slipped on her high heels and sat down at her vanity table. She began working on her face, swift, sure motions that cleaned, prepared, and colored.

Her eyes became scintillating gems within dusky caves. Her lips—ah, God! Her lips!—became plump and red and moist.

Tom felt a little droplet issue from his slit. He looked down, and his cock bobbed and the drop fell to the floor.

Kylie noticed, and smiled. But it was still one of those tired smiles that said nothing and said everything.

“Honey, I don’t understand, but if you …” he paused and gathered his thoughts. Then: “What do you want me to do?”

She looked at him in her mirror. It was a calm, cool, contemplating look.

She reached over to her dresser drawer and took something out. She tossed it to him.

Tom caught it, looked at it, and realized what it was, and what she wanted him to do.

Panties.

The panties were lavender. They were thongs. They were the kind of panties Tom loved to see on Kylie. But not the kind he wanted to wear.

His mouth slightly open in surprise, he held the panties up, turned them in his hands, and said, “You’re kidding.”

Kylie watched him, slightly bemused, and for the first time in years she didn’t have the slightly bored expression on her face, the shadow of disappointment.

“These are yours.”

“And they are comfortable. They fit snugly and that little strip of cloth up the backside massages my asshole all day long.”

“But…but they’re for women!”

“They’re for anybody who wants to live horny. Do you want to live horny, Tom?”

He raised his eyes over the panties and stared at her. “But I’m a man!”

“You’re a woman missing something, and I’m trying to give it back to you.”

“But…how would wearing these…I don’t…”

She stood up then, an amazingly beautiful woman, full breasts, round ass, a camel toe. She took the panties from him.

She was a foot away from him, his cock was like metal, but quivering. The idea of wearing panties hadn’t exactly dampened his ardor.

She reached forward and touched his nipple with one, red fingernail.

He shivered and she grinned.

“This is what a woman feels like all the time. Our nipples are hard and our vaginas are moist. And when we see a man trying to be like us…it gets very intense.” She moved her face towards his, her lips hovered a millimeter from his, then she moved back, her face twisted in a pleased smile. “Don’t you want to feel life like this? Intense?”

“Yeah, but…I can’t wear those!”

“Why not, Tom? Why not? Do you know how many men wear panties, and even a bra? Or nylons, corsets, and…other things?”

“What other things?” came out of his mouth.

She touched his lips with her index finger. “Maybe you’ll find out, if you wear these, if you grow a pair.”

He was frozen. He couldn’t think of his past, and his future was unimaginable. There was only the moment, the demand, the drop of semen on the end of his prick.

She leaned forward and kissed his nipple, licked it, then moved back.

He couldn’t speak now. He was totally overloaded.

Holding the panties in one hand, she pushed his robe apart, over his shoulders.

It dropped, slithered off his body, and he stood naked before her.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She knelt in front of him, she lifted one of his legs by sliding her hand behind a calf. She slipped his foot through a leg hole. Then the other one.

She was face to face with his boner, and she opened her red mouth and swallowed it. Deep throated him. She rarely did that, but now she was engulfing his whole body part, her lips pressed against his groin.

It was as if he had no cock, Her mouth just pressed against his flesh, but it was deep inside her throat.

He made a guttural sound, he wasn’t sure what. He was dizzy. Then she moved her head back and forth a few times.

He was gulping. He put his hands on her head and she let him. She normally didn’t like him trying to control her, but now she let him.

He was close, his eyes were rolling back, but she took her mouth off him and stood up, pulling the panties up his legs.

The string touched his brown button and he shivered. His cock pressed out against the thin patch of light purple ludicrously.

She stepped back and he looked down.

His hard shaft pressing the panties out.

Her face was close to his. She leaned into him, grabbed his weenie with one hand and whispered in his ear, “How do they feel.”

“Okay.” His voice sounded like a frog was lodged in his throat and doing the talking.

“All day long you’ll be hard. Women will stare at your crotch. Your cock will cry pre-cum, and you’ll be all mine. What do you say.”

“I…I…guess so.”

She kissed him, hard, near crawled down his throat with her tongue. Then she pushed him away and watched him. Her smile was happy and teasing and…infuriating.

He wanted to fuck her, but that was obviously not part of this scenario.

“Okay,” he said, trying to regain control of his throat.

“Okay,” she said. “Do you want to go for the bra now?”

“No! No!” His head was shaking in the negative.

“That’s okay. You’ll enjoy this for a few days, then you’ll start wondering, and finally, finally you’ll ask for the bra.”

She moved close to him again, put her palm on his pectorals, feeling his nipples, and him feeling the soft skin of her hands. “Mmm. I’ll get a training bra. To match the panties. You will love the way the bra holds you all day, pressing on your chest, reminding you that you are female.”

“But I’m not female!” he croaked.

“Not yet,” she grinned, then she stepped back and said, “Get dressed, I want to go to some garage sales.”

Laughing, she sashayed out of the room and left him to dress.

He wore shorts, loose enough to dangle in, not tight enough to strangle him.

And he would have been strangled. The shorts kept him bent, and that exacerbated his horniness.

Kylie loved it. Normally she moved through the tables of garage sales without him, looking at items that would only interest a woman. He would look at tools, or books, or things that fulfilled a manly need.

Now she held to his arm, pressed her chest against his biceps, and guided him around the driveways and garages. Sometimes she would turn suddenly and her hand would brush against his groin.

He would blink, and gulp, and shiver.

She would chuckle and lower her sunglasses enough to look over the tops at him.

“Look for kinky underwear, honey,” she whispered.

He whispered back, “They don’t have that kind of stuff at a garage sale.”

“You never can tell. Maybe you’ll find a dress you like, or how about those high heels over there.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress.”

“Could you say that a little louder? I didn’t quite hear it.”

He blushed, There was no way he was going to say that aloud!

All morning she led him from sale to sale, and teased him at each one, and even bought a pair of high heels that was too big for her, but…she looked at him appraisingly. She whispered, “These are big shoes. Do you know anybody who is big enough to wear them?”

He blushed more.

By the time they went home he felt like he had the palsy. He would make a small move, say to put the keys in the ignition, and his whole arm jerked. He had to be extra careful when pressing the peddles because his whole leg would suddenly move.

“Take it easy, honey,” Kylie snickered. “If you get in an accident everybody will find out that you’re wearing a thong.”

They arrived home and she click, click, clicked into the house.

He shuffled behind, a little out of his body, he had never wanted to have sex worse in his life.

But, of course, Kylie was not about to let him have that.

“Oh, come on, honey. You just came the other night. I don’t think you’d be able to cum, even if I did let you in.”

He stared at her monkey knuckle.

“Now if you’re a good boy then I’ll let you wear my one piece when we go swimming.”

“Swimming?”

“Not in the pool. We’re going out to the creek this afternoon, and we can’t go naked.”

It was true. But he also couldn’t go wearing a girl’s bathing suit.

They ate lunch, tuna sandwiches with enough mayo, chopped onions, a sprinkle of garlic, and slices of olive.

She brought out her bathing suits. A one piece, yellow with stripes, and a two piece which wasn’t much more than a cork and two band aids.

“Come on, honey.”

“I, uh…need to get my suit.

“I’ve got your suit.”

“I…can’t!”

“Of course you can.” Then she frowned, and smiled, and said, “Grab the booze and a six pack of Coke. You just need a little lubrication.

He was back to gulping convulsively. But he managed to grab a bottle of bourbon and a six pack and he put them in the trunk.

Then, still wearing his lavender thong, he backed the car out and they headed for the country.

They drove for an hour, then hiked for an hour, and reached a very secluded spot. It was a wide spot in the stream. A curve where the water had dug out the far bank. The water was shallow, meandered, and the sun warmed it sufficient to make it absolutely perfect.

Tom lay out a blanket and they put the cooler on one corner of it, and their shoes on the other corners.

Kylie took off her clothes quickly, watching Tom out of the corner of her eye.

He hadn’t removed a single article of clothing, and he said, “I can just go naked.”

“Now where’s the fun in that?” asked Kylie, pouring out a. little Coke, then adding a little bourbon.

She sipped, leaving her lip imprint on the can. “Perfect!” She handed the can to Tom.

He took it, looked at the lip imprint and drank. It was like he was kissing her, and she knew it.

She made another drink for herself and sipped. She slipped into her two piece, and Tom felt his boner bulging in his purple panties.

“Come on. Don’t be a spoil sport.”

He took off his shirt and looked down at his shorts. He looked up at her. “Unh uh.”

She put her drink down, grabbed his shorts and pushed down with her thumbs.

He held them up. He hissed. “I’ve got panties on!”

“Not long. Now let go or I’ll kick you in the nuts.”

The trouble was, he knew she would do that. She had slapped him, or kneed him , before. Not often, but she was a woman who, when she decided she wanted something, she got it.

She pushed his pants down, and he couldn’t push his panties down fast enough behind her.

“You don’t care if somebody sees you naked, but wearing panties…” her chuckle was rich and throaty.

“It’s different,” he complained.

“How? You’re still you. Now put on the suit.”

She tried, and tried, but he had finally reached the point of most resistance. No cajolery, no amount of alcohol, could change that.

She sighed. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll wear the one piece. You wear the two piece. If anybody comes you can simply take off the tap.”

Bingo. He went for it.

She took off her bottom and handed it to him. He pulled it up and it was as silly as his panties. Maybe sillier.

She handed him the top.

He had to make himself do it, and she had to help, but he finally got the thing on. He stood, bright red, his cock exposed from the way it pushed his bottom out. His top covered his nipples, barely.

And it made him feel so kinky, horny, sexy.

He looked around. Nothing but trees and bushes. And the cool, clear water.

They were close enough to the stream that Kylie could push him in. He didn’t fall, just ran out on the slowly slopping sand, and stood, and felt…wild.

Crazy.

Bonered up.

And loving it.

She brought out their drinks and they floated in the water, their bottoms sometimes touching the sand under the surface.

“You still look sexier than me,” he said, swigging.

“Don’t worry, we’ll get you there.”

He sipped more, and thought about it. She was going to get him ‘there,’ but where was ‘there?’

“Feels good to be confined like that,” she observed.

“But there’s nothing to be hidden, really.”

“Oh, we could get you a set of titties. Maybe some big, old implants.”

He laughed at the idea of him with breasts.

And, yet, his cock surged.

She sat next to him and stroked him, able to reach into his bottoms easily, able to pull his cock out to the side.

He sighed, and suddenly, he didn’t want to cum.

They were in paradise. The weather was warm, the water was the perfect temperature, the alcohol took off all edges.

He was horny with the woman he loved.

“Why would I want to change this?” he mumbled.

“What’s that?”

He turned to her. “This is perfection. I wish we could stay like this forever.

“We could if you were a woman.”

He didn’t say anything, but his mind was working a mile a minute.

She leaned into him, kept stroking him, kissed him passionately.

It was the most passionate since they had been married.

And kissed and kissed.

And he felt her breasts. So big, so perfect. The nipples rising up like pencil erasers.

Then they paused, just lay back in the water, their heads barely above the surface, and…lay there.

He was happy. She was responding to him. Her attitude, her rueful smile, it was gone.

“What does it take to stay this way,” he whispered to the skies.

Then he began to scream.


PART TWO

“Tom!”

Kylie turned to him. He was arching his back, holding his groin and his mouth was open in agony.

“Tom!”

She shook him.

He stopped screaming, but couldn’t talk.

“Come on…come on!” She helped him out of the stream.

He stumbled, could barely walk. The incredible pain in his penis was too much.

Getting him out of the water he lost his top.

She ignored most of the stuff they had brought. Grabbed his keys and helped him put on shoes, and supported him as they walked back down the trail.

Tom was crying, couldn’t stop. He couldn’t explain except to say, “It hurts!”

She knew he meant his dick, but what had happened?

It had taken them an hour to walk up tot he stream, it took them two hours to walk back to the car. He kept grabbing his groin and falling. He was in so much pain he was babbling, not making sense.

They reached the car and she helped him into the passenger seat.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” he whined, holding his jewels.

She drove like a mad woman, running stop lights and stop signs. She broke the speed limit. She squealed her tires when she turned into the emergency entrance to the hospital.

A minute later and he was being wheeled into the hospital on a gurney. He was sideways on the gurney, holding himself and sobbing.

Kylie parked the car and ran after him. She was crying now. What had happened? What had happened?

A tall doctor stood next to the bed. He was holding a chart. The nurse had been told to leave, and Kylie stood on the other side of the bed. “Doctor? What happened?”             

The doctor took a breath. “Have you ever heard of the Candiru?”

Both Tom and Kylie were blank. Tom was on tons of pain killers, and was goofy as a result. But as long as the pain had stopped…

“The Candiru is a small fish in the Amazon. It swims into the gills of other fish. They have spines that make it impossible for the other fish to dislodge them.”

“What does a fish in the Amazon have to do with…with Tom?”

“When a human urinates he produces an ammonia odor from the penis, this smells like the odor coming from the gills of a fish in the Amazon. When Tom urinated in that stream there was a Candiru present. It swam up his penis and is lodged there.”

Tom smiled, and understood, but what’s a penis or two, right?

Kylie’s mouth opened.

“What was a Candiru was doing in an American stream I don’t know. Some idiot brought one home and let it loose? I don’t know. But I do know that we’re going to have to remove the Candiru.”

“Of course! Take it out!” Kylie cried.

“It isn’t that easy. The fish in your husband’s penis is small, but large as Candiru go. It has large spikes and there is no way to remove it.

“You’ve got to!”

“There is no possible way to remove it. It’s too big, too many spikes, we would mangle your husband’s penis if we tried.”

“Then what do we do?”

“I’m sorry to say this, but the only possibility is to amputate.”

Kylie’s eyes went wide. “No!” came out of her like a whisper after being punched in the belly.

“It’s a simple procedure. We perform the amputation right at the base. He’ll still have his testicles, all the testosterone a man needs. He’ll be able to pee, but he might want to sit down.”

“You can’t…”

“The laws in this state, Mrs. Erickson, give you power of attorney if your husband is incapacitated or unable to make a decision for himself.”

Kylie just stood, stunned, trying to figure out some other solution.

But there was no other solution.

“Now, we can let his. testicles hang down, but there is an operation that has become popular, and that is to surgically bring his testicles back into the inguinal canal. That’s the little channel from which the testicles descend. This will give him a smooth look, and may prevent other problems from developing.”

Kylie was shaking her head, trying to take it all in. Her husband had been…destroyed down there, and the only solution was to cut off his penis.

God, she had talked about making him a girl, but this…this was impossible! This was not how it was supposed to happen. She hadn’t thought this far ahead.

But…she had to deal with it.

“So what would you like to do, Mrs. Erickson?”

Trying to think logically, turning over the options, which were none, in her head, she said the only thing she could.

“Please amputate my husband’s penis.”

“And his testicles? What would you like me to do with them?”

It was her natural desire for tidiness that made her say, “Put them in that canal.”

The doctor nodded.

Tom spent a week in the hospital, and he went through a lifetime of emotions.

For a moment he hated the world, the doctors, his wife.

Then he hated himself.

He thought about suicide.

The drugs wore off and he stopped having mood swings, but that didn’t mean he felt good.

Quite the contrary.

Kylie was by his side every moment, and while this was comforting, it also caused him to have terrible thoughts.

Would she still love him?

How could she just say, ‘Cut off his prick?’

She had planned this. She had wanted him to be a girl and somehow she had made that fish swim up his urethra.

Sometimes he became vocal, and Kylie endured it. She knew that she must. In spite of everything she loved him.

She thought about how she had tried to talk him into being a woman.

She wondered if he would still love her…after all, she had told the doctors to cut off his dick.

She wondered why God didn’t love her.

But her self pity was small and infrequent.

She did love him.

“I’ll bring the car up,” Kylie told the nurse, and she left the hospital room.

The nurse helped Tom into the wheel chair and began rolling him out of the hospital. Kylie had the car at the front entrance and Tom transferred from the chair to the car.

He was okay, but he was sore, and he had instructions to move slowly for another couple of weeks.

Fine with him. He didn’t feel like dancing.

Tom didn’t say much on the ride home, just looked out the window and watched the pretty flowers.

At home he was still quiet. Not sullen, just withdrawn.

Kylie didn’t bother to talk to him. She knew what he was going through, and she knew she was going to have to just work him through it.

Over the days they began talking more, and after a couple of weeks the last of the bandages came off. Tom stared down at his nubbin.

His cock, what remained of it, was almost flush with his skin. Of his balls there was no trace, but he felt the effects of them. Hidden away, they still produced lots of testosterone, and he was always horny.

Horny, breathing hard, feeling the heat, but no ding dong to show it.

He would sit down to pee, listen to the trickle, and pine for the sound of the thick stream.

And feel horny. And wish he could shake it. Handle it one last time. Get some relief for the horniness he was experiencing.

He had lost some weight in the hospital, and now was almost as slender as Kylie. Without the boobs, of course.

And he didn’t have the appetite to gain back the weight.

Oddly, his energy built.

He commented on this one night.

“You have no way to release. Of course you’ve got extra energy.”

Tom was eating a bite of meatloaf, and he said, “So this is what eunuchs felt like.”

“I don’t know. I read they lived longer, but I think they lost their nuts, too.”

Tom barked a bitter laugh. “So losing my dick gives me no pleasure, and if I lose my nuts I’ll have a longer time to enjoy my no pleasure.”

Kylie had heard this talk from him before, and she just sighed, then made up her mind. “Well,” she said, “Maybe it’s time to have a little fun.”

She stood up, went to the cabinet and got down the booze.

Tom hadn’t had any booze since the Candiru swam up his dong. He looked at the glass of brown liquor and sighed.

Kylie quaffed her drink, which surprised Tom. She didn’t usually drunk like that. “Let’s get drunk,” she said.

They drank. And got soused.

They played music on the computer and danced.

They had not touched each other much, except to hug briefly, but now Tom felt her breasts. They pressed against his chest and reminded him of how much he had lost.

He hadn’t just lost his penis, he had lost moments with Kylie. He had lost the feel of her body, the love making.

He put his head on her shoulder and started crying.

Booze will make you cry, but…it’s also cathartic. But it was also holding her that proved most cathartic.

Men need women.

And he burbled softly, “What about you?”

“What about me?” she asked, not knowing what he was referring to.

“How do I make love to you? How do I get you off?”

“She sloughed it off. “You don’t need to worry about that.

But he had thought so much about his frustrations, and though, in a. way, he was enjoying them, he worried about her frustrations.

“I do worry about it. Just because I can’t doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t. How do I satisfy you?”

They had stopped dancing and just stood there, holding each other, slightly apart so they could look each other in the face.

“I can jill off.”

He snorted. “No. I mean, sure, but…I want to be part of it.”

“But that would be super frustrating for you!”

“I don’t care. I love you so much. I need to make you cum. I need to experience your orgasms.”

The music ended.

“That would be torture for you.”

“Let me be the judge of that.”

He put his arm around her waist then, and guided her towards the bedroom.

She went with him; she didn’t resist.

First, he wanted this.

Second, she wanted this. It had been a month since she had had a bang. She hadn’t even rubbed one off. Truth, she felt a twinge of guilt. All that had happened, her part in it, if she hadn’t taken him to the stream in the first place…she felt guilty.

He undressed her body, marveled at it.

He had always known she had a perfect body, but now he really appreciated it.

He couldn’t fuck her body, like a man, but he could feel her perfection with his hands, his mouth, his flesh.

He took his time, moved exquisitely slowly, and trailed her vibrator over her body. He touched her nipples, sucked, and moved the vibrator downtown.

She gasped and quivered. It had been so long, and he was moving with such loving care.

When she came it was one of the truly most magnificent cums of all time. Her body bowed and her legs were stiff as boards. The bomb blew out from her pussy and through her whole body.

When it was done, what seemed like an hour later, she fell back and just lay there.

“Was it okay?” he asked, stupidly.

She smiled and turned to him and kissed him, deeply, lovingly, and then stopped. “Oh, my gosh! I shouldn’t be doing that to you!”

“Why not?”

“Because it makes you horny, and you can’t…you can’t…”

He shook his head. “Honey, I’m willing to suffer. Yeah, it’ll drive me crazy, but just feeling you…was it really good?”

She held on to him. “It was the best I ever had.”

That made him think. “You liked it better with the dildo than…than with my dick”

“Oh, no! I didn’t mean that!”

But she had, and it was now the official elephant in the room.

“It’s okay. But…you were stand offish, aloof, and I finally get your attention when I fuck you without my dick.”

There wasn’t much she could say to that. She didn’t even need to nod to affirm that it was true.

“So when you wanted to make me a woman…you were looking for satisfaction. A satisfaction that I couldn’t give.”

She blathered for a second, but finally had to admit the truth.

“So are you a lesbian?”

“No! I don’t want another woman.”

“But you wanted a woman…in me. You wanted me as a woman.”

And there it was, the source of all their problems, her problems.

Tom rubbed his cheek softly. “XX and XY, it doesn’t matter. I just need to become what you want.”

“But what does that do for you?”

He smiled. “It makes me happy. It always makes a man happy to see his woman have an orgasm. It means they have succeeded as a man.”

“But what do we do about you?”

“Nothing.”

“But we can’t do that! We have to do something! I mean, at the very least, you need some kind of relief!”

“Why?”

“Won’t you go insane?”

“I was going insane wondering why I couldn’t satisfy you before. This is actually a way to sanity for me. What if I got some tits?”

Her mouth opened slightly, her eyes widened, and she couldn’t deny that the thought excited her.

“After all, I look like a woman down there, why shouldn’t I look like a woman up here?” He hefted his pectorals. They weren’t exactly boobs, but they were close enough.

She gave a sob sort of giggle. “You…no.”

“Why not? I’d at least have some kind of sex organs. You could play with my boobs and I could get you off. Is there something wrong with that?”

“Everything!”

“Nothing.”

And so he made up his mind.

First he went on the net and explored. He looked into hormones, into surgery, into bras, into anything and everything that could give him bigger boobs.

He bought a bra on the internet, and some breast forms, and he took to walking around the house and showing them off.

He laughed when Kylie tried to hide her reaction.

She couldn’t.

Something had broken inside her, some dam, and her emotions were flooding out.

She asked him to fuck her, bought a strap on, and made love to his fake boobs.

Tom was fine with all of that. Now that her dam had been broken, so was his. His emotions came out, and their feelings for each other, hidden even through their marriage were coming out.

They cuddled, they talked, and life was becoming an adventure.

On a warm day in February, six months after his accident, he had his surgery. His chest was a little wide, being a man, so he needed large implants. He got something called Chyna 2000s, which had been invented for a wrestler named Joannie Laurer.

He hadn’t had a haircut in the whole time, and he had watched his diet and done a little gym work, and when he was walked out of the hospital his shape was of a woman. A thin, full breasted woman with long, luxurious hair that needed a styling.

Kylie could hardly breath. She drove him home, and kept glancing at his chest.

“Do they hurt?”

“Nah. A little sore here and there, but I’m sure going to need to wear a bra from here on out.”

“Well, they’re…big.”

He lay back, arched his chest out a little, and she nearly drove off the road.

She pulled into their driveway and they entered the house. It was warm enough for them to swim, and Tom wore a one piece. Her one piece. The one she had tried to get him to wear months before.

His groin was flat, and even looked a little bit like a monkey knuckle. His boobs filled it better than hers, and it was fortunate that the material was a little stretchy.

He lowered himself into the water and sighed. He wasn’t supposed to drink for a few days, so he worked on a Coke and let the water support his boobs.

Kylie was naked, and while he couldn’t keep his eyes off her frame, she couldn’t keep her eyes off his.

Then they started kissing, and making out. Their hands roamed and Kylie knew she needed some relief.

“I feel so guilty doing this to you, making you so horny?”

He grinned. “I love it, though I wouldn’t mind getting rid of a load.

“How is it with your testicles being full, and yet confined in your body?”

“It makes it worse,” he answered honestly. “They feel even fuller.”

“Oh, crap,” she murmured.

“Enjoy it,” said Tom. That’s what I do. The other choice is to be miserable, and how can I be miserable when I am screwing the most delicious woman this side of MacDonalds?”

“MacDonalds?” Her voice rose up in protest. “I’m as good as a quarter pounder? That’s all?”

He just laughed. Gone were the days of her disapproval, and him caring about it.

“Maybe a Kid’s Meal?”

“Oh!” In spite of her mock outrage she took the one piece off him. “You want to put a bra on?”

“I’m okay. I think.”

“Okay, lover, do me.”

He did. He did her up right. He went down on her, kissed her mammaries, her lips, roamed his hands over her perfect flesh.

And, once again, it was an incredible orgasm. One that took her breath away and left her near senseless.

“How can it be that good?” she wondered, long minutes after, when her breath had returned.

Tom was lying on his back, his breasts veritable mountains pointing at the ceiling.

“It just can,” he smiled.

She turned on her side and studied him. “You know, we haven’t really dressed you up.”

He turned his face towards her, fell in love all over again. That was one thing about always being horny, it left you always in love.

“Come on!” she pulled his hand and got him off the bed. She handed him his bra and he sat down in her vanity chair.

“So,” he said, looking at his hair, his face, his body. “It begins.”

Yet Kylie didn’t move.

“What?”

“We need to get rid of all your body hair.”

He had taken to shaving regularly, all over his body, but she was right. This needed to be done super close.

She got him out of the bra and moved him into the shower. They shaved him, removed his armpit hair, his facial stubble, all the hair from his legs.

“When you go on hormones you won’t have to shave so much.”

“When I go on hormones.” He spoke wonderingly. He wondered what he would look like in a year. His fat would be moved around, his musculature would be changed.

He would be more womanly than ever.

She dried him off and handed him his bra and sat him down again.

She went to work, explaining each potion or cream that she used. She described the brushes and the why and when for each of them.

She plumped his lips, and he watched them swell slightly, just enough to give him a good female pout. She rolled lipstick on them, did his eyes, and, finally, began styling his hair.

She was good, and she used comb and scissors expertly. She teased and curled, sprayed him with water, and his hair began to take female shape. It was down almost to his shoulders, and waved and curled gently and emphasized his new face wonderfully.

She chuckled.

“What?”

“You’ve got mousey brown hair and it’s ratted.”

“Har dee har har,” he spoked drily.

But they were both laughing now. Laughing and excited.

She reached over his shoulder and cupped his boobs.

He groaned, placed his hand on the back of her hand, and felt the warm run through him.

She said, “You’re dripping.”

He looked down. Sure enough, pre-cum was coming out of his pee hole.

“Just like a woman,” he marveled. “I’m wet for you.”

She hugged him from behind. He kissed her hands, then turned and took her in his arms.

They were of equal height, and they both had boobs. It was a delicious commingling of feminine shapes.

She whispered to him. “Have you considered anal sex?”

He moved back. “What?”

“Anal sex. It’s where I wear the dildo and I put it up your—“

“I know what anal sex is. But…”

“I’ve been reading about it. Apparently men can have anal orgasms, or prostate orgasms, as they call it sometimes.”

Very drily he responded, “Or sissygasms.”

“I didn’t want to call it that,” she murmured.

“Why not?”

“Because you are a man…I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.

“How could my feelings be hurt by a word? I’ve thought about this greatly. I’m not a shemale, I’ve still got plumbing down there, sort of. I’m not a woman, I don’t have that kind of plumbing. So what am I?”

She didn’t know how to answer that question.

“It’s funny, this all started with your analogy of the difference between a man and a woman being the missing leg on the Y chromosome. Now I’m a woman, and missing a male ‘leg.’ I’m truly a ‘Y.’ More true than most men. They’re missing a tail, but they have a dong. I’m missing everything.”

She chuckled. “You actually sound a little confused.”

“Yeah, hard to put into words.”

“But I understand. But my original question was…do you want to try anal sex?”

And there it was. No obfuscating, no getting around it. Did he want to have sex…up there.

He said nothing, and Kylie accepted his silence. She knew what he was going through mentally.

And he said, “Okay.”

“No time like the present. Want a drink, first?”

“Two drinks,” he affirmed.

So they went out and had a couple of drinks in the living room, the TV was on, but they were more talking about what they were going to do.

Then, finally, she took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

She took out the strap on and fastened it around her waist.

He choice a normal size dingus for his first time. It had light veins, was flesh colored, nothing special.

Except that it was all special. Totally and truly special. He was about to become a woman in the truest sense of the word.

She pushed him back on the bed and giggled. “I think I’m going to like being in charge. Suck my dick.”

He couldn’t help but laugh, and a moment later he was slurping away, discovering a sexual act from an entirely different viewpoint.

She held his face and smiled down on him. The incongruities swirled in her mind.

He wasn’t a woman, but he was. She didn’t want a woman, but she sure wanted him. Feeling his mouth working over her cock she had never felt so warm and moist.

“I think this is going to work,” she said.

She lifted him up, kissed him deeply, taking charge, bending him back a bit, bruising him with her lips.

He loved it. He felt himself giving way. He could sense the edges of submission coming over him.

“Okay, bitch,” she laughed. “Get up on that bed and spread ‘em.”

Laughing with her, he did, and she began lubing him up.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted. “We’re really going to do this.”

“You betcha, sweet cheeks!” She was talking loudly, almost raucously, enjoying the change in their roles.

She had taken a penis many times, but now, to be giving one…it was thrilling.

She put the head of her cock to his bunghole and slowly slipped into him.

“Oh! Oh….oh…fuck!”

His eyes opened. It felt so good. Why hadn’t he done this before? He’d had an asshole all his life, why hadn’t he figured this out?”

She began to move in and out, gently at first, roughly later, and his weenie began leaking semen.

“Am I cumming?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“But there’s no big orgasm?”

“No, but it feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Fucking heavenly!”

When they were done, laying on the bed side by side, his chest sticking up and her dong sticking up, she said, “You know, this is supposed to make you hornier. You’ll have a few hours, then you’ll want it again, and worse, and you’ll be addicted.

He gave a great sigh.

“I already am.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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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.
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