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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’re too horny” 
 
    Lisa was a big girl. Five foot eight. Green eyes and dark hair. 38 by 28 by 34. Which numbers made her body slightly thick, slightly male, except for the big boobs on her chest.  
 
    Jason frowned. “Guys are always hornier.” He was average height for a guy, five eight, brown eyes and brown hair, He was slender and only weighed ten pounds more than his wife.  150 to her 140. 
 
    “Yeah, but not hornier like you.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You masturbate constantly, not a day goes by that you aren’t trying to hump me—sometimes I feel like you’re a chihuahua trying to mate with my leg. 
 
    “It could have something to do with you being so beautiful.” 
 
    She turned to him. She was doing dishes and he was sitting at the table reading a magazine, and casting surreptitious glances at her legs. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re sitting there with a boner,” she bent down and looked and saw his hand in his crotch under the table, “and you’re playing with yourself, and we just screwed an hour ago. And don’t try to tell me it’s because I’k so beautiful. I thank you, but we both know it’s because you’re hornier than a goat at a head butt convention.” 
 
    Jason sighed. He was being brought to task for his excess testosterone, and the only bad thing was….she was right. 
 
    “Honey, I can’t help it.” 
 
    “I know,” she turned to the kitchen cabinet and got down the bourbon. She mixed ice and bourbon and Coke in a glass and. put it in front of him. “And you’re not bad. You’re just…a pest.” 
 
    He sipped his Coke High and sighed. “Being told I’m a pest by my wife, that doesn’t feel all that good.” 
 
    She sat down across from him and touched his cheek with her hand. “I know, and I know it’s not fair for me to find fault with your love, but…somethings got to give. I can’t live a life where I’m just an object of lust. 
 
    “But you’re not just an object of lust! I love you! We do things together! We go to the movies and we go out to eat. We go to barbecues with our friends and…and I know I’ve got a problem, but…” 
 
    She put her finger to his lips to stop him from talking. “I know. It’s okay.” 
 
    He kissed her finger, then tried to suck it. She sighed and pulled her hand away. 
 
    “It’s okay because I came to a decision.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “What kind of a decision.” 
 
    “A decision where I stop fighting you. Where I accept you for what you are. A decision where you get as much sex as you want.” 
 
    “Really?” he brightened right up. 
 
    “Really. But…” 
 
    “Uh, yeah?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to go with the flow. Do everything I say.” 
 
    “Everything?” Now his brows were squinched. 
 
    “Absolutely everything. If I tell you to drive to the store and jack off in the parking lot…that’s what you do. If I make you wear weird clothes and devices…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    She put her hand over his. “It’s the only way, honey. I need to accept you the way you are, and I need to try and give you everything you need. And to do this you need to do everything I say. No complaints. No arguments.” 
 
    “But, what I don’t want to?” 
 
    “Too bad. I don’t want you humping my leg when I’m walking through Walmart, but you do it. I don’t want all the sexual attention, but I’m willing to change. If I’m willing to, then you have to be willing to…” she paused, then smiled, “besides…it’s sex.” 
 
    And that, of course, was the argument that convinced him. That and the fact that his penis was rock hard under the table. 
 
    Rock hard because he was close to her, rock hard because he was playing with himself, rock hard because there was something incredibly exciting about the idea of being under her thumb. 
 
    Of course, she wasn’t going to be able to go through with it. But at least he could have a few days of sex before she ended her little program. 
 
    “So what do I have to do to get this game started?” 
 
    She smiled at how easy he was. “Just hold up your scout fingers and swear: I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.” 
 
    Jason lifted three fingers and swore: “I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.” 
 
    “Now pinkie swear.” 
 
    He laughed, “Hey, now you’re getting serious.” 
 
    She grinned, and they hooked their pinkies and swore, and she said, “And, finally, last but not least, Get down on your knees and swear into my pussy. 
 
    She turned her chair out and he couldn’t get the grin off his face. He knelt in front of her and she pulled back her tatty, blue robe. 
 
    Jason moved forward and placed his hands on her thighs. She spread her legs and he was looking right, directly, exactly at her pussy. 
 
    A pink slit with sideways lips and a little dick at the top. 
 
    Moist and inviting and…he placed his head in the V of her crotch and she pulled his mouth right to her pussy. 
 
    “I Jason Rudabaugh, do solemnly swear that I will do everything my wife says, not matter what.” 
 
    His mouth moved over her nether lips and she moaned. His voice was a bit muffled, but it was sincere. 
 
    “Keep eating, big boy.” 
 
    He moved his mouth, kissed her hole, and slurped at her clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Get me off.” 
 
    He went to work. He loved to eat pussy, and his wife had the most delicious pussy in the world. His tongue laved her lips and cleaned her thoroughly. He sucked and she bucked, and a couple of minutes later she was pushing him away and clamping her legs and crying out. 
 
    He grinned. He stood up and put out his hand. “Okay, baby. Let’s go do this the right way.” 
 
    She sat back and smiled. “Have a seat, honey, there’s a couple of things you should know. 
 
    His smiled faded, but he had just pinkie swore, so he sat down opposite her. 
 
    “I’ve been reading up on this. I’ve spent the last month researching sex, and specifically sex with horny, little boys.” 
 
    “Oh?” his forehead lowered a bit. For some reason he had the feeling that this was getting serious. 
 
    “Yes. And for me to give you the horniest experience I need to deny you.” 
 
    Suddenly his voice was dry and he squeaked, “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. Oh, you’ll get lots of sex, your life is about to turn 100% sexual, just not in my pussy.” 
 
    “But…I…I…” and he realized, in a sot of moribund way. That he had just screwed himself. And he had scout swore, pinkie swore, and even pussy swore. 
 
    He was a gone gosling. 
 
    “Now then, you’ve pleasured me, and you will be doing a lot of that, but now it’s time for me to pleasure you.” 
 
    She stood up and looked down at him. There was a certain hard satisfaction to her gaze. “Come along now, and let’s get you started.” 
 
    She took his hand and led him back towards the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Jason worried all the way to the bedroom. It had just started and it was already out of hand. what the heck was going on? He just wanted sex! How was getting denied of sex getting sex? This didn’t make sense. 
 
    “The first thing we’re going to do is educate you that there are all types of sex.” 
 
    “Educate me?” he realized he sounded sort of stupid, but he was befuddled. 
 
    “Yep. Any part of the body can be a sex organ. It just depends on how you want to structure your mind.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “For instance, one of the greatest sex organs of all time is…anal sex!” 
 
    He smiled. “You’re going to let me fuck you up the butt?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He immediately slumped. 
 
    “But, it’s interesting that you want to abuse my asshole, and yet you don’t want to use your asshole.” 
 
    “Uh…but it’s not that I want to abuse your…your…” 
 
    “Asshole. Say it.” 
 
    “Asshole. It’s that I want to put my dick in a hole!” 
 
    “Me, too!” She grinned. 
 
    “But you don’t have a dick!” 
 
    “Do so.” She lifted her fist. “This is a dick.” She pointed at the bottom drawer of here dresser. “In that drawer I have a strap on, that’s a dick.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! You didn’t say anything about putting a…a penis up my ass!” 
 
    “No. I didn’t. But if I chose to you would have to bend over and take it like a woman,” she smiled, “because you pinkie swore. 
 
    Jason cursed inside. 
 
    “However, I have no intention of putting a choo choo up the poo poo.” 
 
    “You don’t?” He smiled, was relieved. 
 
    “Nope. I’m going to put this up there.” 
 
    She held up a little butt plug. It was slightly curved and swelled to a bulbous end. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But she didn’t move on him. At least, not yet. 
 
    “Women do take it up the heinie, and it seems to be enjoyable. Would you agree?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Come on, you’ve seen enough porn.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “Admit it!” 
 
    “Okay. Yes.” But he was grouchy when he so admitted. 
 
    “And why would gay men bend over unless it felt good, right?” 
 
    “Well, uh, not being gay…” 
 
    “Admit.” 
 
    “Okay!” Man, he was getting grouchy. 
 
    “Now, this little item is small compared to a dick, but it is designed to rub the prostate. So in wearing it you are going to get hornier and hornier. Your prostate is going to be singing, and that’s going to make your peeny sing, and that…is sex the way you want it.” 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    “Yes, you do. I’ve researched for the last month, and I guarantee that this is what you want.” 
 
    “Look, honey. We should call this off. I can control my horniness.” 
 
    “Pinkie swear,” she smiled. “Now, we need you to do this.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but he was very nervous inside. 
 
    “So, you complying with my request like a good scout with lots of scout’s honor, take off your clothes.” 
 
    Jason didn’t move for a time. He opened his mouth several times. He wanted to object, but—dammit!—he had pinkie sworn. 
 
    He unbuckled, unzipped, pulled down, and thought about his virgin asshole. 
 
    “Now lay over the bed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” he said as he bent over the mattress. 
 
    “I know. But this is going to be good for you.” 
 
    She took a jar off the dresser and stuck her fingers in it. 
 
    She stood behind him and looked at his round butt. Such a nice ass. She smiled and put her fingers to his rectum. 
 
    He grunted, but she didn’t penetrate him. She just ran her fingers over his hole. After a minute he relaxed. 
 
    She felt him relax and she said, “Okay, time for a pinkie.” 
 
    He blinked, and felt her little pinkie crawl up his anus. 
 
    “Oh,” he blurted. 
 
    She smiled again. “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt,” he begrudged. 
 
    “Excellent.” She rubbed his finger in him, reamed him, and he started to feel better and better. 
 
    After a while she put another finger into him. Her index finger. She kept moving, stimulating his nerves, and it started to feel real good. 
 
    “Here’s my middle digit,” she poked her middle finger into him.  
 
    It didn’t hurt at all and he even gave a mild groan. 
 
    “You can now say you’ve been officially finger fucked.” 
 
    That made him think, and while he was thinking she put two fingers into him, the index and the middle. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. That felt good! 
 
    “I know,” Lisa said. “You know, women give ourselves douches and enemas and we even, sometimes, stick a vibrator up there.” 
 
    He was feeling light headed now, and he asked, “Have you ever vibrated your ass?” 
 
    “A little bit. Did my pussy, though, a lot.” 
 
    “But I didn’t know…” 
 
    “I didn’t want you to know. Anyway, I do my pussy whenever I feel like it, and I’ve tried my ass the last month. I wanted to know what I was doing before I did it to you.” 
 
    That was actually reassuring to Jason, and she slipped three fingers into him. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    She giggled, and kept running her fingers in and out and swirling around his ring. 
 
    Then she took her fingers out and put them back in. Except, he blinked. She wasn’t moving them… 
 
    “What’s happening.” 
 
    She walked into the bathroom and his mouth opened. She was over there but her fingers were over here, and she…he…she had put the butt plug into his heinie! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The sound of her washing her hands, then she came back into the room. “You can get dressed now.” 
 
    “You put it…it’s inside me!” 
 
    “How does it feel?” 
 
    “It’s…it doesn’t hurt.” 
 
    She laughed. “I didn’t ask what it didn’t feel like. I asked what it felt like.” 
 
    He stood up, moved his ass a bit, and said, “It’s sort of…cool.” 
 
    “Excellent, honey.” She moved into him then and kissed him. A slow, gentle kiss. 
 
    But he was already horny from getting her off and not getting himself off, and he had this stimulation thing going on in his butt, and he started to get more and more amorous. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his cock. 
 
    It was stiff. 
 
    She pulled him away from her. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, lust in his eyes, desire in his soul. 
 
    “Just stand there,” she said. 
 
    He stood, and she stroked him, ran her fingers along his shaft, then she leaned down and took him in her mouth. 
 
    He groaned, and he was close. 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Get me off!” His voice was thick with emotion. 
 
    “Come here, honey.” 
 
    She pulled him, by the cock, into the living room. She sat him down and sat down in the chair across from him. She held his penis and worked it slowly. 
 
    “Honey, I’m not going to get you off. That thing in your butt is going to get you off. Sometimes in the next few days you’re going to start leaking. I’m going to watch you, try to make sure you don’t masturbate, because I want you to get off from that butt plug. That butt plug, incidentally, is not just a butt plug, it is a prostate massager. And when you cum you let me know because there’s something else I want to do to you. Are you feeling pretty horny right now?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Do you like feeling this sexy?” 
 
    He nodded, but blurted, “But I want to cum.” 
 
    “Of course you do. And that’s good. That’s manly. But we have things to do. So I’m going to play with you, edge you, and please, don’t masturbate. When you feel like it’s getting to be too much come to me and I’ll help you get over it. And when you finally start to leak…let me know. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded, and she pulled on his cock, brought him closer to her. She again kissed him, chewed on his lips, felt his pecs and brushed her palms over his nipples. 
 
    For long minutes they made out, and he was getting hungrier and hungrier. 
 
    Finally, she pulled away. “Whew. I didn’t know I’d like this so much.” 
 
    “Get me off,” he whimpered. 
 
    “Negative, horny boy. Come on, let’s go shopping.” 
 
    Jason didn’t like shopping. If he wanted a pair of socks he’d go buy them. Same for a pair of pants, or shoes, or whatever. 
 
    Women’s ideas of shopping were quite different. Woman thought going down long racks and lifting hundreds of dresses out and holding them up to their bodies was akin to an orgasm. 
 
    But being this horny, wanting to be around his wife so desperately, he found himself agreeing. 
 
     
 
    Three hours later Jason entered the house, behind Lisa, and he felt like he was going blind. 
 
    That damned prostate massager had worked in his butt all afternoon. Every time he took a step he felt it rub against something inside his ass. He sat down and received a jolt that made his cock extra hard. And it didn’t help that Lisa kept watching him, giggling, and touching his buns. 
 
    “How’s it going, butt boy?” Lisa chuckled. 
 
    “This is driving me insane!” 
 
    “But in a good way?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But I think I’m leaking.” 
 
    “Hmm. I think this is a little premature. This is a very specialized prostate massager and it should take a couple of days.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it feels like I’m leaking.” 
 
    “Drop your drawers and show me.” 
 
    He took his pants down and she knelt in front of him and put a hand under his cock. 
 
    It was 90% hard, as it had been all afternoon, except for those times when it was a 100%. As she held it a big drop formed on the tip. 
 
    “See!” Jason exclaimed. 
 
    “That’s just pre-cum. A few drops isn’t leaking. When you start to leak it’s going to be a full flow of semen. You’re going to empty out.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Don’t sound so disappointed. It’s going to happen. Just relax and let it. 
 
     
 
    The next two days were a study in frustration and horniness. Lisa, true to her word, watched him closely. She even followed him into the shower. 
 
    He loved it, the constant attention, the way she fondled him at all hours, even went to sleep holding his cock. 
 
    But he also wanted it to be over. He needed to squirt. He was nervous, and horny, and light headed, and horny, and he found it hard to concentrate, and…he was horny. 
 
    Lisa stayed close to him. When he couldn’t stand it any more she would take him in hand. She would treat him gently, edge him, and keep him coming along. 
 
    Every once in a while she would give him a break, take the prostate massager out for an hour or two, but she always ended up putting it back in. 
 
    On the third day Jason was getting dressed. His cock had been hard all night and he wasn’t sleeping easily, but he was too horny to care, and he suddenly felt like pee was coming out of his prick. He looked down, and it was obvious…he was leaking. 
 
    “Lisa?” 
 
    Lisa swiveled on the bed and looked at his cock. 
 
    Semen was pouring out of his cock. It was a long, thin drool that just kept coming. 
 
    Lisa smiled. “See? We got you so horny that the little flap that opens and closes is now open.” 
 
    “But I’m not cuming!” 
 
    “Nope. Here, stand over here.” 
 
    She positioned him so she could watch the little ‘spermfall.’ 
 
    Jason was confused. Terribly confused. He wanted a cum, but all he was getting was drained. He was losing his sperm. 
 
    It felt good, God, it felt good, but…he wanted an orgasm! 
 
    Lisa moved forward with it was almost over and began stroking him, trying to get every lat bit of gruel out of him. Finally, he was done. He was empty. 
 
    “All right, honey, phase two, come with me.” 
 
    She took him into the bedroom and had him stand in front of her vanity chair. She took a little box out of the bottom drawer of her dresser and sat down in front of him. 
 
    “This is a chastity tube,” she said. “It will stop you from masturbating, isn’t that wonderful? No more need for self control, now this little device will do it all for you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shh. Be a good boy.”
Jason was feeling pretty loosy goosy now, like he had cum, but he hadn’t. A very frustrating situation. The main thing, however, was his cock was soft. 
 
    Lisa fit a ring around his package, then she slipped a tube over his cock. She connected the two and put a little padlock through a loop and clicked it. 
 
    “Hey,” Jason was a bit dazed, trying to figure this out, but he finally did. “I can’t touch my pecker anymore!” 
 
    Lisa stood up and patted his cheek, then she reached down and gripped his chastity cage. “You’re not supposed to, honey.” 
 
    “But…how will I cum?” 
 
    “Honey, the point of this isn’t cumming, the point is for you to get more and more sex. So much sex you can’t stand it.” 
 
    He looked down at his cage in her hand. “But this isn’t what I wanted.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Do you really know what you. want?” 
 
    This question confused him. “But…yeah. I want to cum and have orgasms.” 
 
    “But Jason, that’s what happens when you don’t want sex.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You have an orgasm and sex and then what happens?” 
 
    “I’m happy?” 
 
    “No, no. What happens is that you’re done with sex. No more sex. Not until your batteries recharge. This way you stay in sex, and your batteries never run out, and you never have to stop having sex.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do this any more.” 
 
    “Sorry, baby, but you pinky swore.” 
 
    “I want to unpinky swear.” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad. No can do.” 
 
    Jason was about to cry. He had looked forward to the big bang so hard, and then to watch it drain away, and learn that he wasn’t going to be able to masturbate or even touch himself. 
 
    Lisa knew this was going to happen, however, so she went to work. She reached up and played with his nipples. She grabbed his chin and guided his mouth to her lips. 
 
    Jason sniffled, but it worked. He felt the throb down under as his cock tried to get hard. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he suddenly wheezed, bending over. 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey?” 
 
    “I can’t…it won’t get…” 
 
    “Erect? Of course not. Come on, let’s make out.” 
 
    He was so horny, hornier than before he had cum. She pushed him back on the bed and crawled next to him. 
 
    His balls were still exposed and she palpated them. Then she reached behind him and wiggled his plug. 
 
    “Oh….oh…” 
 
    For a half hour she worked him, edged him, and his mind started to break down. He stopped thinking about what he wanted and he lost himself in her mouth. 
 
    He slid down and took her breasts in hands. He massaged and fondled, and she groaned and arched her back. He kissed the nips and pulled them with his teeth. 
 
    She held his head and whispered. “Lower.” 
 
    Somewhere in the back of his mind he knew he was out of control. He knew he couldn’t stop himself. He lay between her legs and Frenched her pussy. His lips met her lips, he absorbed her essence, and she pushed her pussy into his face. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” She began to grind and groan, then the movements became harder. Her hips spasmed and she fucked his face. The orgasm washed over her and she gave herself up to it. 
 
    A minute later she pushed him away. She was done, but he hadn’t even started. He couldn’t think, all he wanted to do was keep having sex. 
 
    She cuddled with him and whispered, “Don’t move.” 
 
    He lay in her arms as she sighed and came down. 
 
    “That was wonderful.” 
 
    He made a whining sound. 
 
    “Shush now. Enjoy the sex.” 
 
    “But I need to fuck you?” 
 
    She pushed him away and stared at him. “And what will you do if I give you more sex?” 
 
    “Anything,” he sobbed. 
 
    “So if I let you out of chastity—Lord, I don’t know what I’m doing…I just put you in chastity—but if I let you out and let you put your penis in me you’ll stop whining and crying and acting like a baby?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’ll do anything!” 
 
    “Very well. I let you fuck me and you’ll stop complaining and get with the program.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Lisa took the key off the gold chain around her neck and unlocked him. She took off the tube and his cock sprang out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He stared at his boner like he had never had a boner in his life. He looked at her. 
 
    Lisa lay back and spread her legs. “When I get sore you’ll have to stop. But until then…” she smiled. 
 
    Jason literally dove into her. He moved between her thighs, fumbled with his cock, and inserted. 
 
    “Oh…yes.” 
 
    He began to drive in and out manically. His shaft was a blur as it dipped in and pulled out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Lisa yelped as she hung on.  
 
    Jason was a good fuck, he was tender and gentle, but now he was possessed. He had to squirt. He had to have his orgasm. 
 
    Lisa, used to his usual, comparative gentleness, held on for dear life. He was savage, ruthless, using her like a rag doll. He drove into her and slammed his pubic area against her pubic area, his balls against her ass. 
 
    For Lisa it was like fucking a different man, and even though she had just cum on his mouth, she began cumming again, and again. 
 
    Jason was sobbing as she came, and he couldn’t. He didn’t understand that having been drained he was now empty. He thought he could cum. He was wrong. 
 
    Finally, a half hour later, Lisa pushed him away. “I’m sorry honey.” 
 
    Jason turned over and lay on the mattress. Little tears leaked out of his eyes and he humped the mattress. 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s all right!” Lisa soothed him, rubbed his back and his buttocks. “Now I need you to calm down so we can put you back in chastity.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…I didn’t…” 
 
    “I know. But you promised. I let you into me and you would stop complaining and get with the program. Now, get limp and put the tube back on. 
 
    Jason stared at her in horror. “But…but…” 
 
    “Live up to your word, or else.” 
 
    “Or else what?” He wasn’t thinking about revolting, he was just curious. 
 
    “Or else I will tan your hide.” 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    “Are you going to put your tube back on?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay.” Lisa turned and left the room. 
 
    Jason was caught. He didn’t want to, but he was horny, he chased after Lisa. 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    Lisa didn’t wait. She walked into the guest room and got her suitcase out of the closet. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Leaving.” 
 
    “You can’t leave!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She walked back into the bedroom and placed her open suitcase on the bed. 
 
    “You’re my wife!” 
 
    “And as your wife I always keep my word. You owe me one spanking, and you need to put that tube on.” 
 
    “But this is not fair!” 
 
    “I keep my word, and I expect you to. keep your word. No whining or complaining. 
 
    “Honey…” he tried to sound reasonable. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “I think I’ll go visit my sister.” 
 
    “STOP IT!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He watched as she packed the suitcase, prepared her make up kit, and walked out the door. His heart was breaking, he was horny, he didn’t know what to do, he couldn’t think properly. 
 
    She started the car and drove away.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART two 
 
      
 
    SEVERAL MONTHS LATER… 
 
    “But, honey…we’re married, and you really need to come home.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jason held the phone to his ear and his heart felt like it was stopping. 
 
    After four months of jacking off he wanted his wife back. 
 
    “I’m looking into a job…” 
 
    “But you don’t have to work if you come home.” 
 
    “And there’s this wonderful man who has been paying attention to me.” 
 
    Jason went silent. Stark, raving silent. 
 
    “Of course I don’t want to do anything with him unless I get a divorce.” She was silent for a long moment, obviously thinking. “Wait a minute…why can’t I?” 
 
    “Because you’re married,” Jason whispered. 
 
    “Yes, but my husband doesn’t keep his word, so why should I keep mine?” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Of course I can. I’m on the other side of the country. You don’t care or you’d keep your word.” 
 
    “Lisa…I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you, but this sex thing, hmmm.” 
 
    “Lisa…” 
 
    “Yes, Jason?” 
 
    “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “I’ll wear the chastity tube.” 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “I’ll put it on and send you a picture.” 
 
    “And what about your prostate massager?” 
 
    Now he was silent. Truth was, he had worn it a few times. More than a few times. Truth was…he liked it. 
 
    He said, “That’s not a problem.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose if you’re going to grow up and be a man…” 
 
    “I will…I will!” He was begging. 
 
    “Very well, you put the prostate massager in, you lock yourself in chastity, and…and I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “Think about it? What’s there to think about? I’ve given in! You win! What else is there?” 
 
    “Your spanking.” 
 
    “Please, honey. Come home and I’ll let you spank me.” 
 
    “You’ll let me spank you. Hmmm.” 
 
    “You can spank me! You can tan my hide! Just please…come home.” 
 
    “Okay. I want you to text me a pic of your tube and your plug in place. I want you to wear panties and a bra, and—“ 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And you should order some breast forms on the net—I know you can do that—and you promise to receive your spanking in the manner which I prescribe, and…I’ll come home. 
 
    “Oh, honey! Thank you! Thank you! I love you!” 
 
    “Go. Get those pictures to me.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    But she had hung up. 
 
    Happy as a clam on drugs, Jason ran for the bathroom. He was erect, as usual. He jacked off all the time, but he was in a state of excitation just thinking about Lisa, and he was thinking about Lisa all the time. 
 
    He stepped up to the toilet. He was so excited and so horny that he didn’t need to watch porn, and he cranked a quick cum out. 
 
    Oddly, it wasn’t satisfying, but that was okay. The purpose was to get him soft enough to fit into the chastity tube. 
 
    Now soft, he ran for the bedroom and put on the ring and the tube and the padlock. 
 
    He stared at his now trapped weenie and sighed. He was still happy that Lisa was coming home. 
 
    He found the prostate massager and lubed it up and slid it in. 
 
    Ahh. That felt good. He instantly felt the pleasure of his prostate being rubbed. 
 
    Okay. Two items done, now for the third. A bra and panties. 
 
    He went through the few items left in Lisa’s drawer and found panties and bra. 
 
    He slipped into them, and looked at himself in the mirror. His cups were wrinkled; he needed breast forms. 
 
    But, he was done. He snapped a few pictures and texted them to Lisa, along with an explanation. 
 
      
 
    I’m wearing your underwear 
 
    but I will get my own in the next few days. 
 
    And I promise you can spank me whenever you want. 
 
    I love you. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the cellphone and the text was away. 
 
      
 
    The next week was torture for Jason. He was now confined and couldn’t touch himself. His prostate was enduring constant stimulation. The stimulation made him want to get hard, but he couldn’t, and wanting to get hard made him want to get hard, and…he couldn’t do anything about his situation. 
 
    And, he was wearing panties and a bra that fit him and…brand new breast forms. Over nighted by Amazon. And his body actually looked a bit feminine. 
 
    Of course, it didn’t help that he had lost weight worrying about his wife. She wasn’t there to cook for him, and he didn’t like cooking, and…he had lost twenty pounds.  
 
    Heck, Lisa was 140, and now he was 130! 
 
    And, he had neglected his hair. It was now a straggly mess down to his neck. 
 
    Well, he combed it out, and he bit his nails, and he waited for Lisa to come home. 
 
      
 
    Jason was working on the computer when her car came into the driveway. He heard it, stood up and looked through the window and saw it, and he ran for the door. 
 
    “Honey! Oh, thank you. I love you. Please, don’t ever do this again.” 
 
    Lisa grinned, she let him hug her, she kissed him, and she said, “Get the bags.” Then she walked into the house. 
 
    Jason got her suitcase and make up kit and followed her in. 
 
    Lisa stood in the intersection of the hall and the foyer and looked around. 
 
    “Hmm. Not too bad.” 
 
    Jason stood and grinned at her. 
 
    “Of course it needs a good cleaning…” she looked at him. “And so do you.” 
 
    His grin was fixed. He was happy, but…this wasn’t going exactly the way he wanted it to. He expected a wife who was glad to see him, who hugged him and kissed him and pulled his pants down and sucked him. 
 
    She seemed sort of…lackadaisical. 
 
    “Honey? Aren’t you glad to be home?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” she smiled and patted his cheek. “Let’s go unpack and we’ll get reacquainted.” 
 
    They went into the bedroom where she sat on the bed and told him what to do.” 
 
    “Unpack my suitcases…that needs to go in the wash…hang that up in the closet…” and so on. 
 
    Jason was confused, but he was happy. He had his wife back. He put away her things, and even snuck a sniff of her underwear. 
 
    “Oh, God. I missed you.” 
 
    She smiled when he sniffed her panties. 
 
    “And I missed you, honey.” But she sounded curiously insincere. “But we really have to have a talk.” 
 
    He groaned, but kept it inside. 
 
    “What if I said I had had sex with somebody else?” 
 
    He froze, his face locked up and his heart fell so hard he had instant indigestion. “What?” 
 
    “I haven’t, but what I had? Would that bother you?” 
 
    “Lisa! You’re my wife!” 
 
    “Oh, I know, but you’ve sort of betrayed me, breaking your word and all, and I started wondering about sex, what it would be like to fuck somebody, maybe somebody with an oversized cock or something, and…I’m just thinking out loud.” 
 
    “But I thought…you’re home now…I figured I’d be the one fucking you.” 
 
    “Jason,” she sounded incredulous. “You have so much to make up for, and you need your spanking, and I’m certainly not going to be fucking you until you’ve learned your lesson.” 
 
    “But I have learned my lesson! I really have! Look, I’m wearing my chastity tube…” he dropped his pants and showed her, then he spun around and bent over. “And I’ve got the prostate massager in.” He lifted his shirt and showed his boobs. “And I’m wearing a bra and panties!” 
 
    “Those are all good, but…we need to improve your appearance. Your nails are ugly, your hair is all over the place…you really need some work.” 
 
    “I can do that!” Tears were squeezing out of his eyes. 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you what…I’ll help you fix yourself up, and you can build a spanking bench and we can spank you, and then…then maybe we’ll see.” 
 
    “Oh, please, honey. Please.” 
 
    He was on his knees now, hugging her legs. 
 
    She smiled and patted his head. 
 
      
 
    That afternoon Lisa went through the house and made a list of what needed to be done. 
 
    Clean and wax floors.  
 
    Do the dishes. 
 
    Do the laundry. 
 
    Vacuum. 
 
    Dust. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    And she suggested that he do everything in panties and bra and the present she had brought him: high heels. 
 
    He blinked at the heels, but he was so happy that she was home that he din’t object. 
 
    Truth was he was a little curious about wearing high heels. 
 
    Of course she was tired from the long trip, so she went to bed. She undressed in front of him, laughed when he gulped just from looking at her naked form, and put on a chemise and crawled under the covers. “Do a good job,” she mumbled. “I don’t want to have to have you do it again.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Jason was in a curious mix of emotions that afternoon. He had a hard time walking in the heels, but he didn’t want her to wake up and find him disrespecting her present. 
 
    His cock was constantly trying to get hard, and his ass felt downright musical the way it was being stimulated. 
 
    He didn’t like doing housework, but, as Lisa had explained, it was his mess so he had to clean it up. 
 
    So he worked, and after a while it felt pretty good, watching his jiggling chest, letting his ass sway as he figured out the high heels, and…he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    When Lisa had left him he had been horny, and here he was, right back to square one. 
 
     
 
    “Well, we certainly have our work cut out for us.” Lisa walked around Jason and looked at him critically. “I’m half tempted to take you to a beauty salon and let them try their magic on you.” 
 
    Jason was sitting in her vanity chair and he blinked. A salon? 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I’d be a little embarrassed to being associated with somebody who had so obviously let themselves go.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    It was the next day, the house was clean, and Lisa was determined to bring Jason up to snuff. 
 
    “First, we need to get rid of our ugly hair.” 
 
    He felt his long locks and said, “But you always said I had beautiful hair!” 
 
    “That was when you took care of it. Now? Sheesh! Here.” She handed him a bottle of Nair. “Use this on your whole body. Don’t get any on your scalp.” 
 
    Jason read the directions, looked up at and realized she was serious, and he went into the shower. 
 
    Twenty minutes later Jason stepped out of the shower and Lisa was waiting for him. She dried him off with a fluffy towel, spritzed him with some kind fruity body perfume. 
 
    “Hey! I’m going to smell funny!” 
 
    “Oh, it’s funny to smell nice. I’ll remember that.” 
 
    Her grin was wry and Jason backed right off. He wasn’t about to mess with Lisa now that she had come home. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He did, and she began trimming his hair. She snipped and layered and his long, masculine hair was transformed into semi-long feminine hair. 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit…feminine?” He asked, when she held the mirror up for him. 
 
    “It’ll lose a little body and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    He stared at the way the tresses curled around his face and he was doubtful. 
 
    “Okay, we need to fix your nails.” 
 
    “But guys never do their fingernails!” 
 
    “Most guys don’t let themselves go this badly,” she responded. 
 
    Jason sat quietly while she prepped his fingernails. 
 
    “Look, you’ve bitten them to the quick!” 
 
    “That’s because I missed you, and I worried so much.” 
 
    He thought he was saying the right thing, but she gave his remark a twist. 
 
    “Well, that’s nice to hear, but we need to fix your nails.” 
 
    “I thought that’s what you were doing?” 
 
    “I need to make your nails longer.” 
 
    He watched in horror as she brought out some long fingernails and put them on his digits. 
 
    “Those are too long.” 
 
    “I can trim them later. But I wanted to talk to you about having an open marriage.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you love to be able to fuck anybody you wanted?” 
 
    He glanced down at his caged cock. He felt the butt plug worming in his rectum. “Well, I don’t think—“ 
 
    She pressed his nails hard so the glue would set. 
 
    “Just think. Some young thing comes up to you, loves your look, and wants to touch you, feel you. She kisses you, and she’s got great lips. Angelina Jolie lips. Wouldn’t you love to kiss Angelina Jolie?” 
 
    Jason was thinking about how could he fuck somebody with his cock locked up. 
 
    “Just think, laying in bed, feeling those wonderful lips sucking on you. And maybe she has big honker tits. Big guns that taste so good in your mouth…” 
 
    Jason was wondering what a woman would think of him if they knew he walked around with a butt plug up his ass all day. 
 
    “Honey, I think you’d enjoy an open marriage much more than I would. Now, close your eyes, I want to try something.” 
 
    He looked up at her, but she just nodded encouragingly, so he closed his eyes.  
 
    She did something to his hands, and a couple of minutes later she said, “Open.” 
 
    He looked down at his hands. His right hand was normal, except for the longer fingernails. His left hand, however, the fingernails were painted red. 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    “Tell me what you think, honestly.” 
 
    “They’re girly!” He held his left hand up. 
 
    “Put both hands down.” 
 
    He put them on the vanity table. 
 
    “Which hands are prettiest.” 
 
    “These!” He held up his normal appearing hands. 
 
    “Come on, tell the truth.” 
 
    “I am!” 
 
    “No, you’re going by sexual stereotypes. Now separate your hands from your sex, look at them both, and tell me that the red fingers aren’t the prettiest.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Honey. Time for the truth. If I was putting my hands on your cock, and one was like your right hand and one was your left hand, which hand would be the prettiest?” 
 
    “But you’re a girl!” 
 
    “Thank you, but would you prefer beautiful red stroking your cock? Or plain old whatevers?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Truth.” 
 
    “Your red fingers. But—“ 
 
    “So which of your hands is the prettiest.” 
 
    “The right one!” 
 
    “I certainly wouldn’t like your plain, old fingers on my pussy. Not if I could have those beautiful red ones.” 
 
    “But…Lisa…I…” 
 
    “Let’s try an experiment. I’m going to close mine eyes and you put your left hand on my pussy, then your right hand.” 
 
    She closed her eyes and he couldn’t refuse the invitation. He placed one hand on her pussy. 
 
    “That’s the pretty fingers.” And she was right. 
 
    “Ugly fingers. Pretty fingers. Pretty fingers, again. Ugly…” 
 
    She was guessing correctly every time. He didn’t know that she had her toes against the legs of her chair and could tell by the shift of weight on the legs. 
 
    “There,” she said. “I guess I’ve made my case. So let’s do both hands beautiful.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush,” she whispered, and she began to paint. 
 
    A few minutes later Jason stared at his fingers. 
 
    Lisa capped the sweet smelling polish. “Okay, a little lacquer to harden up, and…let’s leave them long for the time being.” 
 
    “Leave them long?” Jason sounded like he was choking. 
 
    “Just for a while. They are so beautiful.” 
 
    She began coating them with lacquer and Jason watched in dismay. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, a spanking table.” Lisa unrolled plans on the dining room table. 
 
    Jason stared at the instructions. 
 
    It was shaped like a horse with a bent back. It had platforms for the knees and elbows. It had a ring for the face to rest on. But the ring looked like it could be elevated. Weird. 
 
    “This is the spanking table I want you to build.” 
 
    “But, this is…” 
 
    “Can you do it?” 
 
    “Well, yes. But you’re going to need to get the materials.” 
 
    “I’ve already got them on order. Of course you’ll have to go to the store for any extras.” 
 
    She was holding his hand, and he was thinking about the hand she was holding. He had long, red fingernails. They were cool, but…he didn’t want to be seen in public. And his hair…he didn’t want to be seen as a woman. 
 
    “Where did you want me to build this?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. We could build it in the basement, or the garage, or the building out back.” 
 
    “Is this going to end up a dungeon?” 
 
    “Probably. And this spanking horse is going to be the centerpiece.” 
 
    “So, screams can least be heard under the house.” 
 
    “But it’s such a nice thought, to leave you in the backhouse for a night. To sleep in my own bed without you drooling over me.” She was looking up at him and laughing. 
 
    “But not the garage. We keep tools and cars and stuff in there.” 
 
    “Okay, so the basement sounds best.” 
 
    She nodded. “So you better get started. The sooner you get this done the sooner I can fuck you.” 
 
    That made him grin, and he set to work. 
 
    First, he cleaned out the basement. There wasn’t much in it, but he leaned it and painted it black, then he fixed the electrical outlets and brought everything up to code. 
 
    This took time, of course, and there were times he just stopped and breathed hard. His cock was pressing against the chastity tube so much, and the butt plug was tormenting him in the most delightful way. 
 
    The real problem, however, was his nails. It’s hard to use hammers and saws and such when you’re sporting inch long fingernails. Not a day went by that he didn’t have to stay up late and repair his nails. Still, the work progressed. 
 
    “Looks, good,” observed Lisa, after a few weeks. “Why don’t you make the old coal room into a cell. Put a metal door on it, put some eyebolts in the floor and on the walls for chains.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
    More weeks passed, but the basement was finally done, and the cell, and he was about going out of his mind. All he could think of was sex. The odd thing was that he was becoming focused on his asshole. That was where the prostate massager was. The chastity tube just kept him horny. The butt plug kept him focused on a certain body part. 
 
    He began construction of the spanking horse. He drilled holes in the concrete and fixed the legs to the floor. He put padding on the center platform, and he attached the platforms and the face ring. Finally he attached the leather bands to the legs and the platform, and the thing was ready. 
 
    By now the weather had changed, and he was wearing nylons and dresses to keep warm. There was a space heater, but it was only marginally efficient. So he wore what Lisa told him to, and that’s the way it was. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go,” Jason proudly handed Lisa a flute of champagne. He picked up his bourbon and Coke and led her down to the basement. 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” Lisa marveled. She touched the padding on the top, felt the smooth finish, and tugged on the restraining straps. “This is beautiful. I think you need to make more of these. We can sell them on the internet.” 
 
    He grinned at the compliment. “When do you want to try it out?” 
 
    She turned to him with a wicked grin. “Want your spanking, do you?” 
 
    “No. But I want the fucking that comes afterwards.” 
 
    “So you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “How long has it been?” 
 
    “Months.” 
 
    “Let’s see, several months at my sisters, and a couple of months. It’s been a half a year since you exercised your weenie. Except for jacking off, of course. What if the chastity tube has made it shrink?” 
 
    “What?” He had never thought of that?” 
 
    “Gosh, if that happens, then I guess we will have an open marriage.” 
 
    “But I don’t want an open marriage!” 
 
    “But if you can’t please me, should I go without?” 
 
    “Well, there are other ways to please you!” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Anal. We could try anal! You’d love anal!” 
 
    “Do you love anal? Do you love having that little doodad rubbing against your prostate?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Then you prefer anal sex.” 
 
    “Not over regular sex…” but he wasn’t sure about that. The months of wearing the butt plug had fixated him, and if he had to be honest, maybe he would have preferred anal sex. 
 
    “Well, okay. How about this weekend? Shall we break it in this weekend? Maybe start on Friday night and take it on a test drive?” 
 
    “For the whole weekend?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That might sort of depend.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On how much you like getting spanked? How much you like getting fucked.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “You promised.” 
 
    “I know, and I won’t back out, but I’m just worried that I can’t take it.” 
 
    “Okay. Then spanking on Friday night. Then fucking on Saturday night. Okay?” 
 
    He actually wanted everything on this night, right then, but he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
     
 
    All that week Lisa teased him. She made out with him, she massaged his body, she sucked on his balls and played with his prostate massager. 
 
    By Friday night he was beside himself. He could hardly speak, he was so flustered, and he was ready when he got home from work. 
 
    Lisa had put a couple of drinks on the counter with the instructions to drink them, then  to get naked and go down and lock himself onto the horse. 
 
    He tossed those drinks down in an instant, stripped off his clothes, and ran down the stairs. 
 
    It was easy to strap himself onto the horse. He simply laid down and pulled one strap over the small of his back. He was able to reach his knees and he pulled the straps tight over his ankles. Then he reached across and attached one arm. That left him one free arm, and, of course, that was the toughie. 
 
    Still, where there’s a will there’s a way. He attached a ribbon to the straps, put it in his teeth, and managed to fasten his fourth limb. It wasn’t real tight, but it would do. 
 
    A half hour passed, and he was in a state of nervous excitement. His chest was thudding and it felt like he had a charge of electricity in his gut. 
 
    Click, click, click. Heels came down the stairs. 
 
    His face was in the ring but he managed to look up. 
 
    Lisa was wearing a dominatrix outfit. She had mesh nylons, leather corset, and her boobs were positively exploding in the cups. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    She was holding one of his belts, and she slapped it against her open hand. 
 
    “Looks like somebody has been a bad boy.” 
 
    “Um, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. I like bad boys.” 
 
    She went around the horse and pulled the straps tight. Now he was positively locked in and couldn’t get free. His ass felt particularly vulnerable. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “‘Yes, ma’am.’ Or, ‘yes, Mistress Lisa.’” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Lisa.” 
 
    She walked to the rear of the horse and inspected it. She fondled his balls. “I’m going to enjoy this.” 
 
    She stepped back and he closed his eyes. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    His head jerked up and his eyes opened. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    He began to cry. 
 
    The odd thing was that she was, in spite of the vicious sound, not hitting him hard. She was taking her time and enjoying herself. She casually walked around, whipped him with the belt, again and again. 
 
    His ass turned a bright red, his back had stripes on it, and sometimes she would whip the back of his thighs. 
 
    He sobbed. He begged. He pled. He cried. 
 
    There was something terribly emasculating about being whipped by his wife. 
 
    She was the one he loved, she was the one he had opened himself up to, and that meant there were no walls between them. 
 
    She stopped and walked up the stairs. She came back with a couple of drinks. 
 
    “Whew. This is hard work.” She smiled, sipped her own drink, and held a glass with a straw in it to his lips. 
 
    He sucked greedily. 
 
    “Oh, my. You’ve been crying.” 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    She wiped his face and kissed his cheek. 
 
    “Are you ready for round two?” 
 
    He ducked his head into the ring and muttered something that could have been yes, but might have been something else. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
     WISSS! SMACK! 
 
     WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    The first session had been the warm up, his whole body had been warmed. This session was for his buns, and only his buns. It didn’t last as long, thank God, but it was quite a bit more violent. Shortly his buns were purple, and she finally stopped. 
 
    He was sobbing as she undid his straps, then she helped him to a sitting position, and that was when he found out what a spanking was all about. 
 
    She held him, and he held on to her, and the relief he felt was indescribable. 
 
    He sobbed and gave himself to her completely. He didn’t think about sex. He just wanted her to hold him, to forgive him. And he didn’t even know what he had done that he wanted to be forgiven. 
 
    She held him as she shook and trembled. Finally, she helped him stand up. He had a hard time walking, but she got him upstairs and to bed. She gently rubbed cream into his back and butt and legs. She soothed him, and he cried, and he eventually went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jason awoke the next morning and just lay there. Lisa was already up. He didn’t even remember her going to bed. He just remembered her soft touch and the fact that she loved him again. It was truly a stupendous moment of warmth and goodness and he didn’t remember ever feeling this way before. 
 
    He started to get up, then groaned. He was sore. Really sore. His whole body ached. His skin ached because of the spanking. His muscles hurt from being rigid and resisting. His inside ached from the tension he had gone through. 
 
    Yet, in a way, it felt good. 
 
    He waited a while, then tried again. Slowly, slowly, he managed to sit up. A half hour later he had taken a shower. Still, he hadn’t see Lisa. He went out to the kitchen and saw that her car was gone. Well, it was Saturday, and she must have had some errands. But he really wanted to see her. To tell her how much he loved her. To tell her how glad he was she had spanked him. 
 
    She returned about noon. she entered the house with a sexy smile and went right to him. She held his balls and cage and they sat down and he told her how much he loved her and how good that spanking had been for him. 
 
    She kept kissing him and telling him that she understood. Finally, however, she said, “Shall we get started on this evenings activities?” 
 
    He gulped. He loved her. He wanted her. He was scared of her. He couldn’t refuse her. 
 
      
 
    She walked him down to the basement and said, “Before I fuck you let’s put you on the horse.” 
 
    He was curious, but accepting. He would do anything she said. 
 
    She placed him on the horse and tightened the straps. He lay there, complacent, filled with love, and she said, “I’ll be back in a minute.” Then she walked up the stairs. 
 
    She didn’t return for some time. But when she did was was wearing a chemise and holding a pair of drinks and a bag. Sat sat next to him and sipped from her drink and put the straw to his mouth. 
 
    Again, he drank greedily.  
 
    “There is one thing you should understand,” she said. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She reached into the bag and took out a strap on. She buckled it on and he stared at the big cock jutting out from her crotch. “What are you…” 
 
    She picked up her drink and sipped some more. 
 
    “Several things, honey. First, you said you liked anal.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Second, I didn’t say you could fuck me, I said I would fuck you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Third, you would like to fuck Angelina Jolie.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “No, we talked, you admitted you would like to kiss her big lips and fuck her. Feel her tits. And you didn’t even think about me.” 
 
    “But I did! You were doing the talking!” 
 
    “Here’s the deal, honey, I walked out and you didn’t stop me. We talked for months, and you wouldn’t comply with my wishes. Now you want to fuck me? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “But, Lisa…I don’t want anal sex!” 
 
    “Really? The way you wiggle around that butt plug you could have fooled me.” 
 
    She lifted the ring his face was in and suddenly his head was up and he could see her. 
 
    She stood in front of him and her cock was pointing right at his mouth. “Honey, I forgot the lube.” 
 
    He licked the big prick. He sucked it. He tried to get it as juicy as he could. 
 
    She walked around behind him, took out his butt plug, and inserted her penis. 
 
    Jason’s eyes opened. This was different. It wasn’t precisely hooked and bulbed to touch his prostate. It was big and filling and designed to fill his hole and touch his prostate no matter what. 
 
    He lay there, his fingernails long and his hair coiffed, and took it. 
 
    And liked it. 
 
    He liked the way she filled him up. He liked the way the veins felt as they rippled and swirled down his passage. He liked the way she felt pushing her pubic against him. 
 
    He liked everything about it, and he began to groan and push back. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. I knew you’d like it,” she crooned, wiggling her hips and scouring his inside with the tip of the big cock. 
 
    For a long time she went in and out, and he moved his hips and accommodated her. 
 
    Finally, she pulled out. She walked back around in front of him. She offered him another sip of his bourbon and Coke, and she said, “Honey, I lied. When I was in California I fucked Ross.” 
 
    Jason’s heart broke. 
 
    “One of the reasons I don’t want you to fuck me is…well, he’s got such a bigger dick that I don’t want to settle for less.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened and closed, but he was speechless. 
 
    “Ross?” she called out. 
 
    A man appeared at the top of the stairs. “Hey babe.” He was like a muscular surfer, a wry grin on his face, and ‘so the fuck what’ to his smile. 
 
    “Why don’t you bring down the mattress. Just put it by the stairs.” 
 
    Ross disappeared for a second, then he came down the stairs dragging a single wide mattress. He tossed it on the floor, then began taking his clothes off. 
 
    Jason stared at the man.  
 
    “Hey, dude. Good to meet you. I like your wife.” 
 
    In a minute he was undressed. He was strong, bigger than Jason, and with a bigger cock. A much bigger cock. It stood out like an ax handle. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that, man. It’s only sex.” 
 
    “How would you like it I fucked your wife?” 
 
    Ross grinned. “Doesn’t look like you’re going to be fucking anything for a while. 
 
    Lisa came around to the front of the horse and knelt and looked at Jason. “Honey, you’ve got a choice to make.” 
 
    He stared at her. He loved her, yet…she was going to cheat on him! 
 
    And underscoring everything was the fact that he was horny. 
 
    “Ross is about to show you how it’s done. You and I, we probably won’t be fucking again, unless you decide that you like anal.” She grinned, “But I could tell you did. So we will be fucking again, just under my rules.” 
 
    “What choice?” he asked. 
 
    “The choice is simple. When Ross puts his penis in me he intends to cum. If you don’t intend for him to cum, then simply yell for him to stop. At which point he’ll stop, and cum in you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. You can let him squirt his seed in me, or you can take it yourself. Easy choice, eh?” 
 
    Jason didn’t think so as he watched his wife and her lover come together on the mattress. 
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    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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    If you liked 
 
    ‘Make Sure You Feminize Him…’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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