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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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A Note from the Author!

Another day in Feminization paradise, eh?

We have busty MILFs, lots of forced feminization, a witch and a mummy, and, of course…castration!

Can’t go wrong with a line up like that!

Five stories that delve into the minds and hearts of men and women who consider feminization!

Five stories that might shed a little light, might inspire and encourage, but will definitely grow your pants!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


A Busty MILF Feminized Me!

I wanted to be a man,

but she made a girl out of me!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Young men love MILFs.

They follow them around with their tongues, and other things, hanging out.

And MILFs love it.

Nothing is better than having the benefit of a ding-a-ling that never stops ringing.

Nothing is better than being on a pedestal.

And how do MILFs keep their young men once they have them?

Read on and discover for yourself…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Todd pulled into the driveway and stopped.

His car wheezed, coughed, and went silent.

He adjusted his pants. As usual he had a king sized boner. Sigh. That was the curse of being 19 years old. Old enough to want to fuck anything that moved, but younger than what he wanted to fuck.

Sure, he could screw Annie Bowkins, who lived down the street, but…she was inexperienced, a bit stand offish, and the kind of girl that was upset if you accidentally on purpose slapped her butt.

Then there was the Shisker sisters over on the next block. Word had it that they had done a double on Chuck Pearson after a college rehearsal of ‘Annie, Get Your Gun,’ but they wouldn’t even talk to him. Nose in the air bitches.

Damn. A long summer of jerking off to the internet.

He stepped out of his car and stretched. He wasn’t a bad looking kid, a bit thin, but he had a wiry strength. His hair was long and his complexion was clean and tanned. Looked like a surfer.

He went to the trunk and got out his bag. Sighing, he carried it into the house. Three months of jacking off. What a fucking waste. Why couldn’t he be a chick magnet like Tom Watson? Or at least have a steady girl like Johnny Thompson?

He opened the garage door and stepped into the cool and pressed the button to lower the door.

That was the moment he saw her.

Next door, the new owner of the James’ place. The James had moved away and this was his first view of the new owner, and what a view!

She was maybe thirty, and had a body that put a brick shit house to shame. She was built!

She was wearing short shorts, the material so tight he could see the tattoo of red lips on her ass.

She turned front ways to him, examining some mail, and he saw her monkey knuckle.

Lord, it was perfect. Big labia, the clitoris was a stiff, little point.

Then she turned sideways and he saw her mountains, thrusting out from her tight waist, above her perfectly round ass. And he—

Oh, fuck! The garage door was lowering and it cut off his view of paradise!

He slammed the up button a couple of times, but the thing had to cycle through. It had to reach the closed position before it could start opening again!

He was now desperate, he was bent down, his face to the ground, peering under the now rising door.

Too late. She was gone.

He stepped out of the garage and looked around. Damn!

In that short trip to the mail box and back she had disappeared, and he was left with a bigger boner, and that was about all.

A dripping boner, at that!

Sighing, just his luck, he picked up his bag and entered the house.

“Hey, Mom. Hey, Pop!”

“Hey! Look what the cat dragged in!” His Pop was getting a beer out of the fridge. He got two and opened the second for Todd.

“Toddy!” His mother always called his Toddy. A remnant from when he was four years old.

She hugged him, then stepped back and inspected him.

He stood a little pooched, tried not to show his hard on to them.

His mother didn’t notice. She looked at his face, held it, kissed his cheeks and did the mother thing.

His father, though, had a grin. And he realized that his Pop had been looking out the kitchen window about the same time he was looking out the garage door.

Damn! His Pop was a horn dog!

Well, who could blame him, seeing a babe like that.

His Pop sucked at his beer, and Todd raised his.

“So, three months of catting around, what a life, eh?”

“Don’t be crude,” said his mother.

“Crude? Why’s it crude to be a man?”

“It just is. What do you want for dinner, Toddy?”

His neighbor’s pussy, he thought. “Oh, I don’t know. Meat loaf? Potatoes? Lots of butter?”

His mother chuckled. “You got it.”

Todd put his bag in his room, then came back and sat with his father on the patio. It was hot, and the pool looked pretty darned inviting.

Well, tonight. His parents didn’t care if he skinny dipped at night, but not during the day. Heck, there was a big hedge around the back yard, but, the rules were the rules.

“So how’s school?”

“Not bad. Grades are up, might make the dean’s list. And I am sexually desperate.

“That’s my boy. I remember when I was your age.”

Uh oh.

“I made good grades and had a new girlfriend every week,” he punched Todd on the arm. “Yeah?”

“Uh, yeah,” Todd smiled wanly, tried to put a good front on.

“Of course this was before I got married,” he mused, thinking back to the days when he was foot loose and fancy free, and so was his penis. “But the girls…this was the ‘burn your bra’ period…the girls wanted me as much as I wanted them. I’ll bet it’s even better now.”

“Uh, yeah.”

His Pop lifted a beer and Todd lifted his, and they drank to sex, which his father had memories of and Todd had none.

“Somebody bought the James’s place.”

“Yeah, some good looking quiff, eh?” His father was quite proud of being able to say ‘quiff,’ probably reminded him of the old days

“What’s her name?”

“June. Say, she’s real friendly, a real MILF. You’ll probably meet her. You’ll probably get real friendly, too.” Wink, wink.

“Uh, yeah.”

And so the afternoon went. A little chit chat with his parents, and a little more beer.

Then he headed for his room.

He unpacked, took off his clothes, except for his underwear, and laid back on his bed.

It was hot, and he wanted to rest after the long drive. Shortly he was asleep.

Dreaming of what he had never had.

Pussy.

He met June the next day. He was mowing the front lawn, back and forth, cross cut, emptying the grass catcher, and suddenly she was there.

Wearing those short shorts again. Wearing a halter top that was big, and which she still bulged over.

Up close her eyes were blue and laughing, and she said, “You’re Todd.”

He stopped pushing the mower and said, “Hi. I heard you’re June.”

“I am. Welcome home for the summer.”

“Thanks.”

Then there was nothing to say. She just watched him, waiting, and he was suddenly embarrassed, and acutely aware of her curvy flesh.

“I, uh…I heard you bought the place next door,” he finally managed to blurt.

“I did. It’s a nice place. I like how the pool is secluded. I can take my clothes off and swim any time I want.”

His mouth was suddenly dry and it was all he could do not to look down at her tits.

“You should come over some time. We can swim together.”

Todd gulped, and suddenly was dizzy. Was she coming on to him? Or just being super neighborly? Or was she a cruel person who liked to tease men?

“I…I…yeah.”

She looked down at his cock, which was suddenly hard in his shorts. She looked up at his face, touched his cheek with her fingers, then turned and left.

Todd almost fell down. His heart was pounding and so was his hard.

June smirked as she walked back to her house. She wasn’t mean, but she sure did like to tease young men. They were so anxious, so desperate, and who was she to disappoint them?

Besides, his father was such a lech, it was nice to get a little revenge, even if it was on the wrong person.

Todd stared after that perfect ass until it disappeared into her house, then he pushed the lawn mower, and made squiggly lines on the cross cut.

Go swim nude? With her?

Oh, Lord in heaven.

He quickly finished the lawn and headed for his room. He avoided his mother, his father was at work, and locked himself in his room. He opened his laptop and pulled up ixxx.com. He scrolled down to MILFs and went hunting.

Large breasts, round hips, perfect and plump lips, and his hand moved faster and faster.

Heysoos! Swim naked? With June? No way! His cock would be so hard! It would be like a big rudder, dragging him down, but when he drowned it would be as a happy sailor!

He gripped his balls and stroked harder. He felt it coming then, he felt—

“Todd? Are you all right?”

His mother knocking on the door. Man, what terrible timing. He jammed his cock back into his pants. Bending it all out of shape as he tried to fasten his pants.

“Uh, yeah.”

“What’s the slapping sound I heard? Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah. That’s…that’s just me exercising.”

“Oh, okay. Well, don’t hurt yourself.”

Then she was walking away, down the hall, and he was left with a ruined moment and his pecker all scrunched into his tight pants.

Todd wanted to cut the lawn every day, three times, and see June again.

But he couldn’t do that, so he just went out to the pool and swam laps. In his Speedos his cock bulged, and it was embarrassing when his mother came out, so he would quickly jump in the pool and swim laps. But even swimming, feeling the sluicing of water through his tightly clad package was a turn on.

And he couldn’t get June out of his mind.

He wanted to go knock on the door and ask her to swim, but he knew she just had to be kidding.

An older woman flirting with a young man? That didn’t happen.

So he swam, and sighed, and had a beer, and when his mother went to the store he was sitting in the sun, dozing, when he heard…

“Ahem.”

He opened his eyes and jerked upright.

He had been daydreaming, of her, and here she was, standing right in front of him, looking down and smiling at his bulge.

“Oh, uh, hi!”

“Want to come over and go swimming with me?”

“Uh, yeah! I…no.” how could he go swimming with her? Not with this big dick poking half through his Speedos.

“Of course you’ll have to lose that swim suit. You don’t mind showing me your cock, do you?”

“Uh…no.” But he was in a panic!

“Well, come on then. I’ve got cold beer at my house, too.”

He was standing now, he didn’t know how he came to be standing, but he was. But he wasn’t moving.

She turned, took a half step, then turned back. “Well?”

“Uh, okay.” He took a step, and then it was started. She walked in front of him, and he walked behind her, his eyes down, looking at that perfect ass. Seeing the rotund curves, the smooth flesh of her waist, the bra that had to be too skinny to support her amazing mammary glands.

She led the way through the side gate, across the drive to her gate, and back to her pool.

It was a big pool, with a couple of diving boards. One tall and one regular. There were big rocks on a hill surrounding the deep end of the pool, and a small house for changing behind the garage.

“Wow,” he said. “This is nice.” His mind thinking, trying to figure out something intelligent to say.

“It’s pretty good,” she said, reached behind her and starting to unfasten her bra, she she stopped. She turned to him. “Could you undo me?”

Now she was standing inches from him, her breasts thrusting against his chest.

Her lips were just inches from his. Her red, lips, so plump and curvy.

Her eyes, mesmerizing him, watching him, gauging him.

He reached behind her, around her, and she moved even closer. Her hips touched his bulge and he almost swooned.

His fingers fumbled, and she was suddenly hugging him. “Can you reach it okay?”

He nodded, her hair up against his face, her lips by his ear.

It took a moment, his fingers seemed to have been paralyzed, then her bra fell loose.

She stepped back, pulled out of the straps, and he stared down at her.

They were perfect. They were heavy, but they didn’t sag. The had that sexy upslope that young girls had, even though she wasn’t young. At least, not that young.

Her nipples still touched him, and it felt like they were electrified. He had never been so aware of his body in his life.

“Thank you,” she whispered, meeting his eyes, then her lips touched his, just a bare touch, and she stepped back and fell into the pool.

Deliberately into the pool. All naked, and she didn’t have any hair down there. And her flesh was perfect.

She came to the surface and grinned at him. “Well?”

“But, I…I have a…”

“Oh, Lord! Do you have an erection? I’m shocked! I never expected that!”

But she was laughing at him.

His face red, having no choice, he hooked his thumbs and pulled down on the waist band.

She treaded water and watched, now quite interested.

His dick sprang out. SPROING! And she smiled and said, “I thought so. Come in and let me feel it.”

He stepped into the pool, and hadn’t taken his Speedos all the way off, they were around his ankles and he tripped and fell, almost on her.

He came to the surface, spluttering water, and she was laughing hysterically. “Oh, that was good!”

But now his Speedos were off, and he tossed them onto the edge of the patio.

She paddled slowly towards him, came closer and closer. Then her hand was touching him, down there, gripping him, and he felt like he was going to drown and go to heaven.

“My, you are a big boy, aren’t you.”

She pulled him gently, swimming, and he had to swim to keep up.

She circled the pool slowly, doing the back stroke while she watched him struggling to keep up.

He was drowning, but he didn’t care, as long as she held him.

She finally stopped at the side of the pool, turned him so his back was against the side, then wrapped herself around him.

She didn’t let his dick into her, but he could feel it pressing against her slit.

She kissed him, and not just a little brush of the lips.

Now she was holding him, drowning him with her mouth, using her tongue, pressing her breasts against him.

He did the best he knew how, but he was aware that he was probably lacking.

Still, she didn’t seem to care.

At last, she sighed and backed off. Then she turned her back tot he side and was next to him.

“You’re nice.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“But you’re pretty inexperienced.”

“I, uh, yeah.” He was ashamed.

“But I like that. I like taking a greenie and teaching him. It’s almost like I’m losing my own innocence all over again.” She was watching him as she hung to the side of the pool. “Would you like me to teach you about sex this summer.”

“Yes,” it popped out of him, too eagerly, and he was shamed again, but she just laughed.

“All right. I’ll take you under my wing. I’ll tease you and deny you, and maybe, if you’re a good boy, if you learn everything right, then, who knows, maybe at the end of the summer we might actually do it.”

He was looking at her, and he could hardly breath. He felt like he had tripped and fallen down the rabbit hole and ended up in a very surrealistic place.

He actually felt like he was outside his body, an onlooker to something that involved him deeply, but which he hadn’t come to grips with.

“Of course, if I do this, then you have to do things for me.”

“Sure. Anything.” Again, eagerness overwhelmed him.

She chuckled at how desperate he was.

“You might not want to do it once I tell you what it is.”

“Sure I will. I’ll do anything!”

“Very well. Let’s go inside and I’ll tell you what you have to do.”

She walked up the steps in the shallow end of the pool. He was behind her, watching her perfect buns sway back and forth, seeing the taut muscles working under that heavenly flesh.

They entered the house, and his dick had never been so stiff. It bobbed as he walked and there was actually a little drop of pre-cum on the end of it.

It was naturally cool inside her house. No A/C was needed.

She walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. She took out a big bottle of Coke and a bottle of ‘Macallan 12 Yr Double Cask’ scotch.

Scotch in the fridge?

She opened a cupboard for a couple of tall kitchen glasses, then placed a half a dozen ice cubes in each. She poured and Coke and the scotch half and half into the glass.

“Some people look down on me for spoiling the scotch with Coke, but I’m a sweet girl, and I like sweeter drinks. Scotch has the best kick, but Coke makes it palatable. She offered him a glass.

She was about his height. She was tall for a woman, and he was short for a man. He knew that should she wear heels he would be shorter than her.

She stood, naked, one arm across her body under her breasts, the other hand loosely holding the glass of scotch.

He was three feet from her, his penis pointing at her and quivering.

She was smiling broadly. “Are you much of a drinker?”

“No. Just a bit of beer.”

“Do your parents care?”

“Not really.”

“Your parents are interesting.”

“Not really.”

“Not to you, but your father is a horn dog. I’ve seen him watching me with binoculars, and peeking at me through the hedge when I’m swimming. I think he was jacking off. Your mother…she’s a mouse.”

“She’s just shy,” Todd said defensively.

“You’ve got to learn to see things for what they are. What am I?”

It felt like somebody just threw up a road block in his throat. He busied himself by sipping his scotch

“You’re a beautiful woman.”

“Am I a slut?”

“God, no!”

She laughed. “Shows how much you know.” She stepped closer to him and lowered the arm that was across her body. Her boobs dropped a small bit and she placed her hand on his dingus.

The groan erupted out of Todd without thought. He lurched and tried to fuck her hand, but she squeezed.

“None of that. I’m in charge. I’m in charge of your prick for the summer. You won’t play with it. You won’t masturbate. You will do what I say. Is that clear?”

He nodded, his throat gulping uncontrollably.

“Come with me,” she said. She turned and pulled him along. He followed her closely, had to, and he had to be careful not to step on her feet.

She led him down a hallway and into a pink room. The walls were pink, the bed and dresser were laminate white. The curtains were pink with ruffles.

She held him at the door, squeezing him, and a droplet managed to eke out and fall on the floor.

“This is who I am. I’m not a slut. I’m a MILF. I’m a woman with a problem, and the problem is that I love taking young men and making them into girls.

His mouth opened. She looked at him, smiled, and jacked him.

“Oh…” he groaned.

“Come here,” she pulled him to the dresser. On the dresser was a photo album. Still holding him, now making sure he didn’t cum, she opened the album and began flipping pages.

Beautiful women. Women with big busts and narrow waists. Women immaculately made up with red lips that looked so incredibly sexy and kissable. Shy women. Tall women. Women that seemed inordinately nervous.

“These are my boys.”

Todd’s eyes opened wide. He looked again. It was impossible to tell. The women were so…so…sexy!

“This is what I want to do to you. We’ll do it here, and sometimes, when I have you like I want you, we’ll drive around town, out to the country. People will think we’re lesbians, and there is a touch of the exhibitionist in me. I will make out with you in public.”

He made an urking sound. He felt sweat on his brow.

“We’ll work around your parents. Late at night, when they’re gone on a weekend, or for vacation. They’ll never know. Only you and I will know, and we won’t tell anybody. The only proof will be in this book, and nobody will see it except for me and people like you. And even if somebody did see it, they wouldn’t know who you were.”

She closed the book and turned to him. She held him, slowly jacked him, but kept up the pressure so he couldn’t shoot. Her breasts were pressing on his chest, and her mouth was whispering into his face, her lips inches from his.

She touched her lips to his. Tenderly, gently, thoroughly.

“But there is one other thing.”

“What?” Was that really his voice? He sounded like he was in another room.

“We have to do something about this.” She shook him. “You can’t wear sexy clothes and have a big, old boner bump. That wouldn’t look good.”

“Oh,” he was dazed.

She let go of him, backed up and sat on the pink bed. “So jack off.”

“What? I mean…here? Now?”

“Yep.” She watched him with a fixed stare. Her eyes glittered, and she exuded an excitement.

“But—“

“If you want to play this game. If you want to be my toy for the summer, then you have to play by my rules, and my first rule is for you to get soft, and now.”

He hesitated, but after what he had gone through, swimming with her, making out with her, this was actually…okay.

He gripped his dong and began moving his hand. He was nervous, timid, but he was also compelled. This was a dream that was happening to him.

His hand move faster.

“It shouldn’t take you long,” she murmured, now looking down at his penis.

It didn’t. She had primed the pump and it was full of pressure, ready to burst. With a mighty groan his legs shook and he almost fell. White ropes shot out from the end of his penis. the first one actually struck her thigh, the other three fell short and splattered on the pink rug. Then he was reduced to dribbles and oozes.

He was trembling, his heart was pounding, and his mind was frayed. She watched, and he could feel her excitement. She wiped the string of sperm off her leg and sucked her finger. Her eyes were happy.

She went to the dresser and took out a small box. She turned to him. “Okay, honey, the summer is officially starting. But we’ve got to hurry and get this on you before your beautiful penis wakes up again.”

She took out a chastity tube and a ring. She knelt in front of him and placed the ring over his package. Then she slipped the tube on his pecker, pushed the ring and the tube together. There was a click and the inset lock was locked.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“Not now,” she said. “Not till the end of summer, and then only if you’ve been a good girl.”

He looked down at his package.

His dick was already starting to get hard again. At least, trying to get hard. It was pushing against the plastic, his skin was pressing against the clear plastic and he could see flat skin and white edges. He knew there was no way in hell he was getting out of this.

Below the tube his balls suddenly looked big and round. He had just emptied them, but he could feel them working, regenerating his massive amount of sperm.

Then she was raising his face by the chin, pressing her body against him, kissing him, holding his now encased balls and package.

He found himself grunting, so excited he could hardly stand it.

But this was what she wanted. She wanted him out of control, drooling for her, at her beck and call.

Then she stepped back. “We’ve got a few hours to get started, so I want to measure you.”

“Measure me?”

“I’ve got plenty of clothes and lingeries, but not all will be in your size. And make up needs to be selected with your particular shades and hues in mind. Come with me.”

Again, she grabbed him by the package. but now she didn’t stroke him. She couldn’t, so she just pulled him along behind her.

Down the hall and into another room. This one was more of a work room, but he had no idea what kind of work she did.

She opened a desk and took out a tape measure. She began measuring him and writing the measurements on a piece of paper.

Hips, waist, bust, inseam, everything.

He stood, quiet, and marveled. He had just cum, in front of a beautiful woman. No, he hadn’t had sex yet, but the promise was there, and, quite frankly, what he was feeling now, what was happening to him, this was probably better than sex.

After all, he had squirted, and it was over, and now he was building again, getting horned up, and it felt so incredibly good.

Done with measuring, she took him back to the pink bedroom. He stood in the middle of the room and she entered the closet. She came out with a pink pinafore.

He blinked.

“Don’t worry. We’ll dress you up in all manner of dresses, but I find if I properly embarrass you with this, she held up the pinafore, it was gingham pink. “It will help you adapt in the long run.”

She tossed the dress on the bed and went to the dresser. She took out panties, a bra, and a sleeveless blouse. Then turned to him. “Oh, my Lord. We need to shave you.”

“Shave?” he repeated blankly.

She giggled. “I do so love these first few days. Those are the real joy. Come on.”

She walked him down to her bedroom. It was large with a poster bed and straps on the poles.

Into her bathroom, him staring at the leather restraints.

“Are those—“

“Put this on. I’ll help.”

She was holding a bottle of Nair, and she began slathering the stuff over his skin.

It was cool, and exciting, and his dingus was revolting against its imprisonment. It wanted to get out and dance!

She squirted a glob into his hand. “Be careful of your hair. It’s so long and perfect.”

He nodded and stared applying the stuff to his chest and arms.

Shortly he was covered with swirls of gelatinous goo. She stood back and just grinned. “God, I love this.”

A few minutes later it started to burn and she pushed him into the shower and stepped in with him. The water was warm from the get go and she washed him thoroughly, rubbing and rinsing his body and his little hairs went circling down the drain.

“Wow,” he murmured when she pulled him out of the shower and started toweling him.

“What?”

“It feels so different. It feels like I’m really and truly naked for the first time. It feels like all my hairs are standing on end, but I haven’t got any.

“I know.”

Now dry, she took him back to the pink room and helped him into panties. She took a small string and tied it to a little ring on the end of his chastity tube and pulled his cage back between his legs. She attached it to the top of his panties. Now his package was gone. He was virtually smooth fronted.

“I wish we could just sew your penis back. Just pull it back and suture it to your body.”

“Have you ever done that before?” he asked, a little stunned by the concept.

“Twice. Two young men were brave souls. I ended up not fucking either of them. They didn’t have the dick for it anymore, and they liked being confined in such a fashion.”

That was something for Todd to think about. And it was very exciting. His penis struggled even harder in the cage.

In the bottom drawer of the white chest was a pair of breast forms, and she applied glue to his chest, then pressed the boobs to his skin.

She held them, pressed hard, with him lying on the bed and her on top of him.

They stayed like that for five minutes, and by the end she couldn't control herself. She kept kissing him, giggling, and looking so very, very excited.

She put a bra on him, and it was a perfect fit. She really knew what she was doing.

He stood up and she pulled the blouse over his big tits.

He stared down and actually grew a little faint at how his tits stuck out.

“They’re big,” he muttered.

“That’s the way I like ‘em,” she chuckled.

Then the pinafore.

It was shapeless, and there was a certain awkwardness to his bare arms that didn't even match the pinafore, and he looked more like a school girl than a sexy woman. But that was what she wanted for his ‘maiden voyage.’

She sat him down at the vanity in the pink room and began brushing his hair. She teased it, styled it, and instructed him.

“I want you to use some shampoo and conditioner. Will your mother notice it if your hair gets shiny and beautiful?”

“She’ll notice it if I come home with it all curls, other than that…I don’t know. She’s…”

“She’s what?”

“She’s not a very sexual person.”

June stopped with the hair and knelt in front of him. “Why do you say that?”

“She just isn’t. I mean, I think she used to be, I remember her dressing sexy when I was younger, and she used to hang on Pop all the time. But nowadays…”

“One of them, or both, had an affair.”

“What? How can you say that?”

“Don’t act so shocked. They’re adults. they have desires. Underneath that mousiness is a volcano. It’s that volcano being stoppered up that has turned her inward, made her refuse her own sensuality.”

That was really something to think about, and Todd thought.

Then June put lipstick on him and he couldn’t think at all.


Part Two

Todd returned home late that night. He had spent the day with June. They had drunk scotch, danced, and she had acted like she was totally enthralled by him. And maybe she was. But he was more enthralled by her.

She was easily the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and he had been given free access to her breasts, her flesh, her face, her lips, even her pussy.

Not totally free, for he still had the chastity tube on, and she had indicated she wouldn't take it off until the end of summer.

But free enough to be commanded to eat it. To lick it. To chew on her clitoris and reached up and fondle her nipples until she groaned and arched her back and went into a half minute paroxysm of physical rapture.

Now he sat on his bed and considered his situation.

He was locked up tight. No way to get out, or even to feel his penis.

He could feel his balls, and he held them and fondled them for a bit, and wanted to touch his shaft, his head. He had just cum that afternoon, but the effect of the chastity tube was to wake him up all over again.

You always want what you can’t have, and if it is an orgasm you’re being denied, then you want it even more intensely.

The house was quiet, and he wondered at June’s remarks concerning his parents.

One or both of them had had an affair?

He was having an affair, but he was committed to someone else. He was okay.

But what would the effects of having an affair while you are committed to someone be?

Yes, his father was a horn dog. That was something he had always known.

they would be walking through a store and his father would flirt with some lady feeling the peaches, or some girl at the check out counter. It was compulsive, part of his personality.

But what if he had taken it further? What if he had carried through, taken some woman and screwed her?

He could imagine his father in a motel room, grunting and groaning, his grinning face a caricature of lewdness and depravity.

And his mother would know.

Maybe she wouldn’t know openly. But she would have a sixth sense. She would detect something in Pop, and…what would that do to her?

Would it make her a mouse?

She didn't use to be a mouse. She used to be young and vibrant. Heck, she had captured Pop, and that would have been at the young peak of his horniness, when he was a young man with a full load and the will to expend that load whenever and wherever he could.

He looked down at his penis again.

It was inflated as much as it could be, the skin pressing against the sides and tip of the penis cage. The balls were big, shiny globes, the skin stretched tight, the efforts of the penis to get hard pulling the skin.

He had thought he was horny that afternoon, but it was nothing like this. He wanted to get free. It was a subtle torture that was even more torturous for the fact that he enjoyed it. He loved being imprisoned, unable to touch, just getting hornier and hornier.

June had warned him of this. “You’ve going to be hornier than you ever thought possible,” she had said, holding his cage, touching his lips with hers, pressing on his fake boobs. “You must learn to enjoy it. You don’t have any choice, anyway, so just enjoy it.”

Oh, God! He was was enjoying it! The screaming torment of uncontrolled sex controlled.

He heard a noise in the hallway and he pulled the covers over his body.

Tap, tap. “Toddy?”

“Yes, mom?” He turned on his side and tried to make sure she couldn’t see any trace of the cage holding his manhood.

His mother opened the door and slipped inside. “I thought you might be awake.”

He laughed, a bit weakly, and said, “Mother’s intuition, eh?”

She sat on the side of his bed and considered him. “I guess so. I’ve always had these feelings…known what was going on. I remember the time you hurt yourself  playing baseball.”

“Billy Windsor slid into me. He was wearing spikes his father had bought him. I don’t think he intended to hurt me.”

“But I knew it,” she said. I was doing dishes, right there in the kitchen, and I had this awful feeling and I said to Tom. Tom, drive me to the ballpark, right now. He took one look at my face and got the car out.”

They were silent for a moment then, lost in a past.

Then she said, “I have a feeling something is happening with you now.”

“Mom!”

“I just have this feeling.” She was looking at him, searching him, and demanding an answer.

But what answer could he give? I’m in an affair with a woman who wants me to be a girl and locks my dingus up and…

“Well, I’m fine and nothing’s wrong.”

“It’s June. Our neighbor, isn’t it.”

Holy Heysoos Xristo! “Why would you say that?” Trying not to let his voice, or an expression on his face, give him away.

“I have a feeling.” Still with that hollow-eyed stared.

“You should relax,” he tried to laugh it off, but his laughter was weak.

“Well?”

He sat up a little, then stopped. He still had a bit of glue on his chest from the fake boobs. Lord knew he didn’t want his mother to see that!

“Mom! There’s nothing the matter!”

She still stared, and he suddenly knew he was going to have to give her something.

‘Besides,” he blurted, thinking fast, “What if there was something going on between me and that, uh…June.” Right, as if his pretending not to know his neighbor’s mind would stave off his mother. “I’m free, white and almost 21. I go away to college and handle things. I’m free to have a life.”

She was silent, but her eyes had relaxed. “So it is June. How did it happen?”

“Mom!”

A noise in the hallway. “Margaret?”

Margaret was silent for a brief second, then, “In here.”

The door cracked open and Tom stuck his head in. “There you are,” he grinned. “I thought maybe you ran away with a traveling salesman.”

“No,” she said, and she was back to being a mouse.

Todd was fascinated by the dynamics on display here.

Had one or both of them had an affair? Was that why his mother had this unnerving sixth sense about him? She had just gone from being interrogative into being a mouse.

But he remembered June’s words. There was a volcano under the mouse, and it was ready to erupt.

“Well, come to bed. Let Todd have a little sleep.”

He walked back down the hallway, leaving the door open, the sound of his padding feet receding.

Todd’s mother stood up and looked down on him. Her eyes were inscrutable, yet there were depths there. There were things going on that Todd had never suspected.

“You go have your affair. Get it all out of the way.” Then she slipped out of the door and closed it.

Todd lay staring after her. His eyes were open, as was his mouth.

Go have your affair? Where the hell had that…it wasn’t all sixth sense!

Or maybe it was, but…it was something more.

He suddenly contemplated his parents in new lights.

One or both of them had had an affair.

His father was hail fellow full of cheer. Was he hiding a dalliance?

His mother had moused up, was she hiding from the fact that he had cheated?

Or was she hiding the facts of her own affair?

Whatever it was, Todd was now dealing with things on adult level.

“I honestly don’t know, but it looks like you’re right. In some sense, in some way, you’re right.”

He was wearing panties, his cock cage pulled back.He had on the bra with the boobs, a garter and nylons, and he felt like a million dollars.

A million dollars that was wondering about his parents.

June brushed powder on his face. She had trimmed his eyebrows slightly, styled his hair for the day, and was staring at his face intently. Not him, his face.

“I tell ya, people are people. They get married and want to be true, but then the bloom goes off the rose, and…” she shrugged.

“Were you ever married?”

“I was.” She worked on his eyes, brushing the lids gently, making them dark and dusky.

“He had an affair, so I had an affair, and the next thing you know we had affaired ourselves right out of a marriage.”

“Was he…did you do this to him?”

“No. Lord knows, I wanted to, and maybe if I had we would still be married. But, no. We got a divorce. Then, I don’t know what spurred me, I took on a young lover, I think maybe just to prove to myself that I was still attractive, and…I just started making him up.”

“You still attractive?” He laughed. “How could you ever doubt? You’re the most beautiful woman in the world.

She froze, pulled her hands back a little and looked at him. Not his face, but him. “Thank you.” She placed her lips on his, just placed, and he felt his heart rate accelerate even faster than it was.

She moved her face away and contemplated him again, longer.

He was silent, knowing that something was going on inside her, but not what.

Then she reached down and felt him. “I love you.”

She was serious. Her statement was made with all her soul.

But he wondered, how long would it last? And: until one or both of them had an affair?

But he simply returned, “And I love you.”

She smiled wanly, and he wondered if he had made a mistake. It was what he felt, but he was 19 and she was 30, and…did MILFs fall in love with their boy toys?

She returned to his eyes and finished the shadowing. She put liner and mascara on him, then plumped and painted his lips.

“You’re sure your mother didn’t notice anything about you?”

“No. It was dark when we talked, and I didn’t see her before then.”

June nodded. “Good. I don’t like it when people get mad.”

That made Todd think. Would his mother get mad at what he was doing? Probably. But how mad?

“Okay, beautiful, let’s put a dress on you.”

This was not a pinafore day. It was a slinky dress day. She helped him into a stretchy black dress that hugged his boobs.

She frowned.

“What?”

I can see that these are fake boobs.” She gave a big sigh. “I wish we could give you vacation boobs.”

“Vacation boobs? what are those?”

“Injections that give you boobs. They only last a month or two.”

He felt a lightening surge of excitement lance through him.

“When my parents go away, could we do that?”

“They’re going away?” Her eyes were bright. “For how long? When?”

“Next week. A six week cruise. They’ve been planning it for a while.”

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered. “Would you be willing? If I can get somebody to do it to you?”

“Uh…” he thought rapidly. Would he be willing to have ‘real’ boobs for a while?

Then she added, “And to have your cock sewed back?”

“My…really?” The thought excited him. He had only had the chastity tube on for a day, but he was so excited all the time. Did he dare risk it?

“What if something went wrong?”

“What could go wrong?”

“I don’t know. but…operations? Injections? That’s always scary.”

“Yeah, but if you do it, then at the end of the summer, when your chest has returned to normal, and your cock is let free…you’re definitely going to get the fuck of your life.”

Then she added something that stuck in the back of his mind, mystified him, and made him wonder in the small moments of his life.

“If you want it.”

Why wouldn’t he want it?

A week later Todd’s mother and father got up early in the morning and had him drive them to the port.

They hugged him, and his father said, “Okay, son, you have a great time.” Wink, wink.

His mother hugged him, then held his face and kissed him right on the mouth.

Not sexy, just an intense mother to son communication. “You do what you have to,” she said. And there was, in that statement, a world of freedom. It was the leash being cut, the mooring being cast off, a virtual command.

Ignore us and our problems, you have your life, you do what you want and the hell with us.

Todd watched the cruise ship sail away, and he waved. then he went back to his father’s car and headed for home.

It felt so weird to walk around with his hammer in the slammer. He looked at everybody and thought: everybody knows, but nobody knows enough to say anything. And…what if they did? What would they say.

He headed for home, but he didn’t get there. To get home he had to drive through town, and when he reached the far edges of the town proper he turned and drove to a medical clinic.

June was waiting for him, and she could hardly contain her excitement. He got out of the car and she was standing, impatient, and her eyes glittered like a madman’s.

“I can’t believe…you’re making my dreams come true.”

And you’re making mine, he thought.

They walked into the clinic and were shown into the back room, into a small operating theater.

The doctor was a small Japanese lady, middle aged, and she gave no hint of thought as to the idea of putting boobs in a man’s chest.

But very few people would give it much of a thought. These were modern times, after all. People did this sort of thing all the time.

Well, maybe not the folding of the penis thing, but…it was modern times.

The doctor put Todd under, his choice, her preference, and went to work.

June sat in the waiting room and held herself back from nibbling on her long, red nails.

Long, red nails.

She was going to be able to give Todd long, red nails. And he could live at her house. They could even sleep in the same bad.

Her pussy was twitching as she sat in the uncomfortable waiting room chairs. And she was sure that she was going to leave a wet spot.

But, so what? She was having a dream come true!

In the operating room the doctor began injecting material into Todd’s pectorals. She went round and round his nipples, and slowly he grew boobs.

Then, smiling, happy she could do this for him, she injected botox under his nipples. Immediately his nipples swelled up and grew stiffer.

His breasts were large when she was done. As large as she could make them, and she began working on his penis.

The penis operation was very simple.

First she took his chastity tube off and put it aside. Being unconscious his penis was slack.

Then she spread his legs apart. She made a small slit under the head of his penis, then another small slit on his perineum. She placed the two slits against each other and deftly sewed them together.

Now his penis was pointed down, curved between his legs. She gave him a shot to keep his dick limp for a week. By then the attachment wold be strong enough that it wouldn’t come apart.

When she was done there wasn’t but a couple of drops of blood, and Todd was effectively neutered.

June was sitting nervously when the nurse called her in.

“He’s about to wake up,” said the doctor. “I thought you should be here.”

June stood next to the table and the doctor gave Todd a shot. just a few seconds later his eyelids fluttered.

“What?” he asked. “What?”

June stood by him and held his hand. “It’s done, honey. When you feel ready we’ll head for home.”

He nodded, and remembered what he had had done. Oddly, though he was excited, his penis wasn’t. It just laid there and didn’t do anything.

Todd felt a deep, deep throb of energy deep in his gut. He was feeling that energy more and more. In fact, the more his penis woke up, the more he felt that excitement inside.

It was bent down between his legs, and it was like he had a female mons. It had been six days, and his penis was stirring, trying to get erect, then giving up.

It was so totally different from being in chastity. It was like his penis knew, and didn’t even try, but the excitement was there, and doubled and even tripled.

His balls, interestingly enough, had gone up into the cavity between his legs, the canal from which they had first descended when he was a child.

Down there he was virtually a woman.

Of course, he had no slit. But it was like the head of his penis was a clit. A misplaced one, but still a clitoris.

The great joy, however, were the treasures on his chest.

No more falsies, now he could wear bras the right way, and felt he right weight, and…it was incredible!

He was experiencing a freedom he had never imagined.

“Todd? Are you ready?”

Todd turned from his vanity table and smiled at June. “I still need help on the make up.”

“Not a problem,” June spoke airily. She knelt next to his table and did the fine tuning.

She had never been happier in her life.

This was different from the young men she had feminized before. She had real feelings for Todd.

She wondered how he would feel about remaining this way for the rest of his life.

“God, I love you,” he whispered as she plumped his lips.

All the plumper she had used on his lips for the last week and his lips were staying round and curvy.

She wondered if he would consider hormones.

“And I love you.”

Done with make up, hm wearing a pretty summer dress with low cleavage, her wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, they headed for the car.

Interestingly, she was wearing less make up, even as he wore more.

Interestingly, they had found that his boobs were bigger than hers.

Interestingly, they loved all these little discoveries.

They drove through town, out to a small bar on the outskirts. It wasn’t well known and they had lots of privacy.

Not that Todd needed privacy. He was flowering, enjoying being appreciated as a beautiful woman.

He was sometimes experiencing a dollop of worry as he realized that all this might some day come to an end.

Would come to an end.

Sigh.

They entered the bar, held hands as they went to a booth, and ordered bourbon and Coke and fully loaded fries.

They munched on the fries, fed each other, drank, and June brought it up.

“Todd, why don’t you stay like this?”

“You mean with boobs and…and my cock all…you know?”

“I know.”

He was silent. They ordered more drinks.

She was pressed against him, her boobs on his arms, and waiting patiently.

“I’m still a virgin.”

“I know.”

More time.

“I would be staying a virgin. Never fucking.”

“It’s something to think about.”

“Would you want to never experience sex again?”

“We’ve got dildos and vibrators, butt plugs in a pinch.”

“And what about me?”

“We can use those on you.”

Now he was really silent.

June had hinted about that for a week. She had even played with his heinie, and he had found it extremely pleasurable. But to never have a fuck?

Sure, he had jacked off, but he had never experienced a woman. Could he give that up?

“That feeling you have. That excitement. You’ll have it forever. You’ve jacked off, and you know that feeling of excitement is better than any simple squirt you’ve ever had.”

“But being in a woman.”

A woman, a hand, it’s still just a squirt. And wouldn’t you…” she paused, well aware of the significance of what she was about to say, “like for me to own you like that? To tease you? To deny you? To fuck you…and the most you’ll ever get out of it is being drained.”

“Drained?”

“When somebody fucks you there is a such a thing as an anal orgasm. Some people call it…a sissygasm.”

Todd drank, and his mind was now soaring.

A sissygasm. An orgasm in the butt. How good would that be?

They drank some more, and talk it over a little, then just talked about other things.

Finally, June: “I know it’s a big decision. Take your time. We’ve got until your parents come home.”

Todd said: “I’d like it.”

June was surprised by his quick answer, and by the determination in his voice.

“I’d like to be your forever virgin. I want to remain this excited. I love you, and I want to love you.”

June was ecstatic. She couldn’t believe her ears, and her fortune. This truly was her dream come true.

They kissed, and hugged, and sealed the deal with another drink.

“I can’t believe it,” repeated June for the eighteenth time. “You’ll be mine. You’ll never fuck anybody else. You’ll never fuck anybody, and only I’ll fuck you.”

“It’ll be like I’m your property. I’ll be excited just to be in your company, to have you smile at me. I’ll do everything you say, and…we’re going to be so happy!”

They left the bar, arms around each other, looking at each other and grinning, and they couldn’t stop stopping and kissing each other.

They finally got in the car and June drove. She always drove, and they kept looking at each other and laughing.

They reached June’s house and headed into her house, and to the bedroom.

“Okay, honey, are you ready for me to deflower you?”

Todd murmured, “I’ve got a favor to ask of you.”

“What’s that, honey?”

“I bought a dildo a while ago. I don’t know why. At first I thought it was a joke. Then I thought I was being stupid, but now I know why. It looks like my dick.”

“So you want me to fuck you with that dick.”

“Could you?”

“Of course I can. Let’s go get it.”

Giggling, now wearing just lingerie, they headed across the driveway to Todd’s house. They entered the house and went to his room.

Oddly, Todd hadn’t been home much. He didn’t need his own clothes, and he was staying at June’s house.

Now he stared around, and it was as if he was seeing his room for the first time.

The trophies from Little League. The pennants for his favorite ball teams.

Childhood. Fun memories, but now he was grown up, and he was going to grow all the way up in just a few minutes.

He found the dildo in a box in his closet, hidden where his mother would never find it. He took it out and handed it to June.

June snapped it into her harness and looked at him, her eyes glowing in the darkness. “Do you have any lube?”

“In my parent’s room.”

They ran to the master bedroom and opened his father’s drawer. He had rubber in there, and a big bottle of lube.

Funny, it was like his parents didn’t have sex, and yet the rubbers kept disappearing, and being replaced.

June pushed him back on the big bed and greased up her dick. “Let’s do it here.”

“Face up or face down?”

“Face down. I want to feel your clitoris while I’m humping you.”

Todd got in the all fours position and shivered when June lubricated him.

“I’m using a lot,” she whispered. She might be wearing a plastic peter, but she was so excited it was easy to imagine it as a real one.

Todd just made a mewling sound, gripped the sheets, and the June pushed forward.

Todd’s eyes opened wide. He groaned. He had never felt anything so glorious in his whole life! He had—

“What the fuck!”

Todd and June swiveled their heads and looked towards the doorway.

Tom and Margaret were standing, suitcases in hand, staring at their son and June.

“Holy fuck!” muttered Tom, and he licked his lips.

June jumped back and turned. She was amazing in her lingerie, her breasts upthrust, and she didn’t know what to do. She stood, her big breasts heaving, the large dildo projecting out from between her legs.

“I should have known!” snapped Margaret.

“Mom! Dad! What are you doing here!”

His dad said nothing. It was as if he was hypnotized by the sight of June and her dick.

His Mom, however, dropped her bags and took a step into the room. “Just like your father! For years I’ve been trying to get him to fuck me, but all he wants is for me to fuck him!”

Todd’s mouth dropped open.

“So I’ve had it. We cut short our trip and I want a divorce.”

“But, Mom!”

“But now I return home and find that you are the same as your father. I thought an affair with June would be good for you, that it would make you a man, and not a…a…”

“Mom!”

“A QUEER!”

Todd blinked.

June actually jerked back and turned her head in confusion.

Tom hung his head sheepishly.

“Mom! I’m not a queer!”

“You…you take it up the butt! Like your father!”

“That doesn’t make me queer! I still like women, I just…there’s just other ways to have sex.”

Tom shrugged. “I’ve been trying to tell her that for years.”

Margaret tilted her head. “You’re not?”

“No! A queer might like it up the butt, or not, but he loves men. Does it look like I love a man?” A wave of his hand indicated June.

“Well, no…”

“I’ve been trying to tell her that for years.”

Margaret turned to her husband. “So you don’t like men?”

“Honey! I positively love women! Heck, I flirt with them all the time!”

“Yes,” she frowned. “You do.”

“But I don’t fuck them! I just want to be fucked by you!”

Margaret looked at everybody in turn, her eyes going around the room, and she was truly thinking.

“Maybe…” she said softly, “maybe I’ve been thinking about this all wrong.”


Epilogue

“How do you think they’re doing?” asked Todd.

He and June were sitting in deck chairs. They had taken Todd’s parents’ place on the cruise.

“I’ll bet the counseling is working,” smiled June. She raised a hand and indicated two more Margaritas to the deck steward.

They sat and looked at the passing ocean. It was comfortable, and forever.

“Do you think my mother will get over her fear of men being gay?”

“Maybe. I don’t know. But the reason question is…how are you doing?”

Todd smiled, “You mean with my big breasts, and my appointment for bigger boobs, permanent ones, and my new regimen of hormones and a limp cock for the next year?”

“Yes.”

“I’m feeling pretty good about it. I have this eternal energy in me, and I am totally and forever in love. Why?”

“Oh, nothing. I just thought you might want to go down to the cabin and bend over for a while.”

“Just as soon as our Margaritas arrive.”

They looked at each other, held hands, and waited anxiously for the deck steward.

END
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Forced Feminization Chastity!

Totally controlled by an AI chastity tube!
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A Note from the Author!

I just came across the AI silliness. Apparently you can have an AI, Artificial Intelligence, write an erotic story.

I don’t see it.

Can you imagine being turned by a robot?

There’s no way a robot can replace my perky boobs, double crossing pussy, my smiling ways!

BUT…that opens the door to controlling men through AI. Just tell your AI not to let your man cum.

Oh, the tears, as a man argues with a machine!

And, you know, there are already chastity tubes controlled by computers, so we’re not too far away from this potential.

Anyway, that’s what this story is about, so enjoy, and…             

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What do you mean, I have to wear one of those things?” Marty was disgusted, but tried not to show it. After all, he really, really, really needed a job.

Marty was a handsome fellow. He wore his hair long, and he didn’t have much muscles, but he was smart enough to get a job The House of Chimera.

The House of Chimera was a cosmetics company, and currently he was facing the head of HR, Pam Steward, and the chastity tube lay on the table between them.

“It’s simple,” she said in a soothing voice. “We seem to have problems with the men we hire. We’re a mostly woman company, you know, and the men think they can turn it into their private hunting preserve. To defeat that mindset we have begun requiring all men to wear protection.”

“Protection for who?”

“For whom. And it’s for the women.”

Pam was a good looking woman. Hefty breasts, blonde hair in a Hamill cut, and a pleasant face.

Marty stared at her. He wanted to object, to say ‘hell no!’ but he hadn’t had a job for a while, his wife was getting tired of supporting them, and…he had to have a job.

“How long do I have to wear it?”

“As long as you’re in Stepforth Valley. The guards at the gate have a key for when you go on vacation. I have a key, and…that’s it.”

“But, I’m married!”

“And your wife will understand.”

“Understand when we can’t, uh…have sex?”

“Absolutely. There are features in this chastity tube that will…let’s just say that she’ll be happy.”

“Happy with no sex? You don’t know my wife!”

“No. But I know women. Believe me, Marty, you’re not the first to be required to wear a chastity tube. There are others, and they are all having no trouble, after a little adjustment period, of course.”

“Of course,” he muttered, trying not to sound bitter.

“Now, once you have agreed to our conditions, you will find that the pay and the benefits far outweigh any temporary inconveniences. For instance, your pay will be…”

She talked blithely on, and his mind was spinning.

Put on a chastity tube? Damn! But not only did he need the job, but the job paid so well…and he decided, right then, that he would stick it out for a while, keep sending his resumes out, and score another job pretty darn quick.

Lock up his weenie. Huh! Who the hell did these women think they were?

Unfortunately, during his short trip through the building to HR he had seen a few of the women. They were good looking, with a capital go-o-od!

“So what do you say, Marty? Are you willing to go to work for us?”

Marty nodded. “I would like to talk it over with my wife first. Can you give me a day?”

“Of course we can! In fact, I’m glad you care enough to talk it over with your wife. Jennie is her name?”

“Jennie. Yes. Jen for short.”

“Please, head for home, take a copy of our contract to show her, and let’s meet tomorrow…ten o’clock sound okay?”

He gave a nod of his head. “Sounds fine.”

“Very good. I’ll walk you out.”

Marty held the thick copy of the contract in his hand as he crossed the parking lot. He reached his car and turned and looked back at the buildings that were the corporate headquarters of the House of Chimera.

There were four buildings, tall and mirror covered. Behind them, and surrounding the valley, was a thick forest.

He looked out over the valley. Probably a thousand people worked here, and there was a small village for them to do their shopping.

And most of them women. And not just women, but drop dead gorgeous women.

Just walking through the buildings he had seen dozens of women with tight waists, round butts, and large breasts.

And all of them were made up immaculately with the House of Chimera cosmetic products.

Oddly, there were even a number of really tall women, and they were the most gorgeous of all.

Sighing, he got into his car and rolled out of the parking area.

He glanced at the contract on the seat next to him. He grunted in disgust. He had asked for a chance to confer with Jen, but he already knew that he wasn’t going to take the job.

Oh, Jen would be excited, but when she found out that he would be locked up, that would queer the deal.

She’d probably laugh and tear up the contract, and they could leave this place on the morrow.

As if she would do without sex! Hah!

He arrived at the hotel they were staying at, courtesy of the House of Chimera, during his interview process. He parked the car and trotted up the steps. Third floor, end of the hall.

He passed his key card over the lock and it turned green and he entered.

“Honey?”

“In here,” she called out.

A half smile on his face, carefully designed to disarm her and prepare her for the ludicrous terms of his contract, and hurry her along to leaving this place, he walked out to the balcony.

“Hey, babe,” he called, then he realized there was someone out on the balcony with her.

“Hi, Marty. This is Shiela Wasson. She’s the welcoming committee, she’s come to welcome us to the valley and see what she can do to make our stay easier.”

“Hi, Marty. I just talked to Pam on the phone, and she said you are a perfect fit for our team.”

Shiela Wasson was a knock out. Just like every other woman in this valley.

Auburn, stacked, a smile under her penetrating blue eyes, and…she was tall. One of the taller ones.

“Glad to meet you, Shiela.”

A handshake, and then Shiela said, “Well, I guess I better head out. You’ve got my number, and anything you need at all, just call. That goes for you, too, Marty. Well, a pleasure.”

Shiela gave Jen a hug, shook hands with Marty, and headed out.

And Marty was worried. Jen looked pretty happy.

“So how’d your interview go?”

“Pretty good, but there’s a couple of things we should discuss.”

“Oh, okay, have a seat.”

“Let me get some alcohol in me. Would you like a drink?”

“I think I would,” she smiled. “And Shiela brought us a Welcome Basket. I believe there was a bottle of good scotch in it.

Marty perked up. Good scotch? Oh, yeah.

He went into the kitchen and found the scotch easy enough. Johnny Walker Blue Label. Eighty bucks a pop!

Zowie! Pretty good present for a guy who was looking forward to seeing this valley in his rear view mirror.

He put ice in glasses and mixed a bit of ginger ale into the drink, then brought both bubbling glasses out to the patio.

They sat on the patio and stared over the countryside. It was beautiful. Too bad about that. He would have liked to do a little hiking and biking in these environs.

But, time to lay out the bad news and start packing.

He placed the contract on the table and sipped his drink while Jen read the fine print.

She frowned, started to speak a couple of times, but held herself back.

Finally, she finished, and she sat back and drank her own drink and looked out at the far forest.

“Well, that is one interesting piece of work.”

“Yeah. That’s what I thought. If they think—“

“Of course, having you in chastity for a while would be a disappointment for me, but…I think I can handle it.”

Marty blinked. “What?”

She appeared not to notice the sudden strain in his voice. “I mean, if Shiela is any kind of example of the women in this valley, then I should probably be grateful that they would remove temptation, so to speak.”

Marty started to sweat. She didn’t mind his cock being locked up? WTF?

“Did you read the find print about requesting permission for temporary release?”

He hadn’t, but he was too weirded out by this whole thing. “Sure. But do you mean you would really want me to be locked up?”

“Want? I don’t think so, but, let’s face it, honey, you haven’t worked for a while. The longer you go without work the harder it will be for you to find a job.”

She was accepting this too easily, and Marty started to feel a bit desperate. “Honey, I don’t…I don’t think I should take the job.”

She stared at him, and suddenly it felt a little cooler on the patio. but the temperature hadn’t gone done. Only Jen’s inner cool had dropped.

“Marty. Let’s look at this logically. You haven’t worked for almost a year. You’re well qualified for this job, over qualified, according to Shiela, and you need to get back on the horse.”

“But…no sex?”

“Well, we can do it either of two ways. Either you get yourself locked up and go to work and get no sex, or you sleep on the couch and get no sex. Which method of no sex do you prefer?”

“But, honey! There’s other jobs!”

“Not with this pay, and not for a person who’s been out of work for as long as you have.”

“But…honey!”

An hour later Marty was finally ready to admit defeat. Jen had held her ground, and it was either take the job, or look for a new wife.

Damn! Why did she have to be so good looking? If Jen had been a skag he could have just left her. But she wasn’t a skag, and he really did love her.

Well, the good news was that as soon as he gave in her attitude changed. She went from being a cold bitch to being a warm honey baby. She pulled him into the apartment and rewarded him with her lips.

Then, his penis stiff and his mind whirling with sexual thoughts, she laughed. “Wouldn’t it be funny if I refused you tonight? You would have to go to work and get locked up without any relief before hand.”

“That’s not funny!” His voice cracked with desperation.

“Of course it is,” and she couldn’t stop laughing.

The next day, ten o’clock, Marty was escorted back to HR.

“Good morning, Marty! Are you ready for the great adventure?”

“Sure,” he faked enthusiasm. He couldn’t believe that he was going to do this.

“And you’ve read the contract completely? All the fine print and devilish details?” She was smiling, and he thought she was being a little too cheerful.

Well, that was probably her being satirical.

“Absolutely.”

He had glanced at the first couple of pages, then tossed it aside. He was being hired to do a job, he’d do it, don’t drown him in details before he even got there.

“Okay, then let’s see to your medical and fitting.”

Pam spoke into her phone, “Hello, Marsha. I’ve got Marty Felson here. Are you ready for him? Okay. We’ll be right there.”

Marty followed her downstairs to a medical suite. Pam left him with a very good looking woman. This one was really tall, towered over him, and she had the usual set of amazing physical characteristics. She also had a wide smile and it seemed as if she was looking right through him.

“Hello, Marty. I’m Marsha. Are you ready for your chastity fitting?”

“Sure.” Put on a happy face.

Her face turned a little wry, “And you’ve read the contract completely?”

Lord, what was it with these women and contracts? he thought. “Yep.”

“Excellent. Then let’s get started. “If you could disrobe completely.”

Marty took off his shoes and pants and shirt. He was still in underpants and socks.

“Everything,” one eye brow lifted in amusement.

Sighing, he shucked socks and underwear and stood as God had made him.

“Hmm. You’re nicely endowed. Fortunately, I have one that will fit you.”

She grabbed his penis and started jacking him.

His eyes went wide.

“Just stay with me, Marty,” Marsha murmured. “We need you at max expansion for the best fit. “

“Maximum expansion? But you’re going to be putting me in a small place. This isn’t logical!”

“I know. It flies in the face, doesn’t it? But we designed our own chastity tubes and they work quite a bit differently than anything you may have encountered.”

Why is she still smiling This isn’t funny?

It only took a handful of seconds, then he was stiff. And he was horny. Being handled by a beautiful woman was making his heart pound, and her breasts were so big, and he could really see himself kissing those magnificent lips.

“Yes, you are big. But here we go…”

Marsha went to a shelf and took down a box. She opened the box and took out a clear tube. It was large, and Marty wondered why he wouldn't just fall out of something so large.

She knelt in front of him and he looked down on her head. Damn, she was that close to giving him a blow job. If he just thrust his hips forward a little…

He coughed and his hips bucked a little, just an inch.

But she had a firm grip on him and her lips remained apart from his anxious cock.

She had opened up the tube—it was the weirdest chastity tube he had ever seen, not that he had seen many, or even any—and laid his cock in it, then she simply closed it. There was a ring behind his balls, and it felt weird, kind of stretchy.

Hunh! If it was stretchy he could just pull it apart and slip out long enough to…

She palpated his balls.

“UNH!”

“Sorry, just fitting everything in place. Almost done.”

She reached over to a machine and touched a lead to the tube. The machine made a beep, then she stood up and smiled. “All done. You’re good to go.”

Marty looked down and examined his new prison.

He could see his penis. It was still hard and the tube was big and contained him easily. Because of the tube it looked like his dick had grown an inch.

“This is the weirdest thing,” he mumbled.

“As I said, we manufacture these ourselves. The plastic will shrink as you do, but with a ten per cent expansion limit.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’ll get small, but…let me explain it with numbers. If you were ten inches long, and could get bigger, you would only get 10% bigger. You could grow one inch, and that would be all.”

“That’s not so bad,” grinned Marty.

But she grinned back at him. “But when you shrink to 5 inches the tube will only expand .5 inches, or a half inch.”

“Oh.” Then he got it.

“So if I shrink to three inches…”

“Normal for a male of your approximation.”

“Then it won’t…I’ll only…”

“That’s right.”

Oh, fuck! he whimpered in his mind.

“Well, it’s been a pleasure. You can get dressed and report to Marsha.”

Sadly, realizing that this big boner she had created with his peeny was the last boner he would have for a while, he tried to think dirty thoughts.

But how long can a man hold a dirty thought? Even surrounded by large women with amazing breasts who looked better than Marilyn Monroe?

He left the medical office feeling like a whipped dog, and suddenly his cock yanked to the right.

He stopped, but he could still feel his cock pulling to the right.

What the fuck?

He looked to the left. He had wanted to get a drink from the drinking fountain just five yards down the hall.

His penis was tugged to the right. And it felt like he was getting tugged harder. The pressure of the pull was increasing!

He tried to turn to the left, and suddenly his dick hurt.

“Ow!”

Two really good looking woman were passing him in the hall, and they giggled as they passed him.

So he walked to the right, and the pull went away. What the fuck?

Down the hall, and saw another drinking fountain past the steps leading to the second floor.

He passed the stairs and…groaned. The tube was pulling him back towards the stairs.

He tried to keep going, but the tube wouldn’t let him. It pulled so hard he thought his dick was going to be pulled off.

He quickly turned and headed up the stairs, and his dick stopped hurting.

But it was definitely no longer hard. It had shrunk, and the penis cage had shrunk with it. He now felt about three inches long, and a sexual longing rose up in him.

You can’t just do this to a man! he thought.

But it had been done.

Upstairs and down that hall to HR. He walked in and Marsha was waiting for him.

“Hello, Marty. Are you ready to meet your section boss?”

“Uh, yeah, but…” he paused, then blurted, “How does this thing work?”

“Your tube? It’s in section fourteen of the contract. A complete explanation.”

“Yeah, but…I didn’t understand all the technical stuff. Could you give me the layman’s explanation?”

Marsha pursed her lips, and she got that same wry expression on her face that the doc had had.

“Nerve induction. When it feels like you’re being pulled there are electronic pulses that make it feel like you are being pulled in one direction or another.”

“But I’m not actually being pulled?”

“Oh, Lord, no. But if you wander into an area that you are not allowed in it may feel like you are being pulled.”

“But I just wanted a drink of water, and it felt like it was going to be pulled right off me!”

“Oh, just tap it twice. It will give you a certain amount of leeway, but only a certain amount. Are you sure you read the contract completely?”

“Oh, yeah,” he lied.

“Well, good. I’d hate for you to have an inadvertent accident of some kind. These tubes can be quite adamant in their modes. Are you ready to meet your section chief?”

They went downstairs, into the basement, into a big laundry room, and Marty was introduced to a man named Oscar.

Oscar wasn’t cheerful, he wasn’t dour, he just was. “Hi, Marty. I’ve got you at station six. Come on, I’ll get you started.”

Marsha bid him good bye, and Marty followed Oscar to station six.

It was a small room, about twelve by twelve. There was a big pipe coming out of the ceiling on the left. There were six washing machines against the wall. there was another big pipe coming out of the ceiling on the left.

There were two boxes of soap pods. A shiny sink and a couple of rolling carts,

Marsha had left, and now Marty was instructed by Oscar. “Dirty clothes come down the pipe. Separate whites from colors. Bleach pods there, color pods there. Any underwear you got to do by hand in the sink over there. Hang them on that rail and a blow dryer will dry ‘em out in a few minutes. Fold and put on the carts. Shove the carts into the hall and somebody will roll ‘em away from there.

“What?”

Oscar repeated the instructions verbatim.

“Wait. I get that. But I thought I was hired to be a chemist, to help develop cosmetics.”

“Me, too. But read the fine print.”

“Well, I’m not doing this.”

“Okay,” and Oscar turned and left the room.

Marty stood there for a long minute. What the fuck was this? He was supposed to do laundry? That wasn’t what his contract read!

Of course, he hadn’t really read it, but…no way he was going to do this.

He walked to the door, but as he passed through it he received a severe jolt to the cock.

“Fuck!” and he instinctively jumped back through the door, and the shock went away.

His mouth open, his brain stunned, he edged forward and started to go through the door…”OW!”

He stood, trapped in the little laundry room, and stared at the corridor.

The corridor led to the stairs, the stairs led to an exit, and…he couldn’t go through the door.

Bink! Bink! Bink! His chastity tube made the sound and looked down.

Then: “Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Shocks went through his package. He jumped up and down. He ran around the room, and finally he stopped at the big pipe. He was holding himself up with one hand on the edge of the pipe. The shocks to his groin stopped.

SHWOOOMP!

Clothes came spurting out of the tube.

He jumped back and stared at the clothes.

Bink! Bink! Bink!

He looked at his dick, all imprisoned and struggling and turned on.

He looked at the clothes, and he got it.

Still, he waited for the first shock.

“OW!”

Then he jumped for the pipe and began taking the dirty clothes out and putting them on top of one of the washing machines.

The shocks stopped.

Moses fucked a duck!

He remembered enough about his instructions that he separated the colors and whites and put them into separate machines.

He put bleach pods in the whites, soap pods in the colored, and started the machines.

SHWOOOMP!

WTF?

Bink!

He started separating…

The morning went slowly. He had no way of fighting this insidious torture. He put clothes in the washing machines, took them out and put them in dryers.

SHWOOOMP!

He washed bras and panties by hand and hung them where a dryer blew on them.

It was hot, and he was sweating profusely.

And his dick kept trying to get hard.

And couldn’t.

And it was driving him nuts!

God! He just wanted to rip that tube off and rub out a squirt!

He had had sex the night before, Jen had given him a great fuck, but now that he was trapped, he wanted it again.

Being denied increased desire. You want what you can’t have.

He picked up the clothes and put them in the washers. He put the washed clothes into the driers. He washed dainty underthings by hand and hung them to dry.

He put everything on carts and rolled the carts into the corridor. The carts disappeared and he once saw man pushing the cart down the corridor.

He picked up the clothes and put them in the washers. He put the washed clothes into…on and on.

It was physically taxing work. Sure, he did biking and hiking, but that didn’t prepare him for the bending over, picking up, stretching to hang up, and so on.

Then, after two hours, he felt a warm buzz down there.

He stepped away from the pipe and wondered what new torture he was going to be suffering.

No torture.

Oscar suddenly walked in. “Break time. How you doing? Hmm. Looks good. Three more periods to go till quitting. Any questions?”

He was already heading for the door when Marty managed to blurt, “Yes!”

He turned around and waited.

“How can I see HR! I want to quit?”

“Didn’t read the contract, eh? Well, neither did I. But you can head up on your lunch hour, or after hours, or before hours. Whatever suits you.”

Marty had a sinking feeling. “How long have you been here?”

“Couple of years. I don’t know. You lose track of time.”

“And you’re…in a chastity tube?”

For answer Oscar rapped on his groin. Tunk. Tunk.

“But…”

“Listen, when you go home tonight read the contract. Then, if you still have questions, see me on break or lunch. Don’t bother me before or after hours. I got a life.”

Oscar left.

Marty shook his head. Oscar had a life? What kind of life? What kind of a life was this…this…slavery!

Still, the warm hum was continuing in his chastity tube. He sat down on top of a washing machine and started examining it.

It was made of plastic, but it wasn’t like any kind of plastic he had ever seen.

He could bend it a little, probably ten per cent, but that was all.

He tried to pull the ring open, and it stretched…about ten per cent.

He tried to pull on the flesh of his cock and back it out of the tube, but it was like he was gripped by the tube, like it was almost part of him.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

He couldn’t take it off, couldn’t pull out, couldn’t manipulate it so he could cum and get smaller and then somehow get it off.

But it got smaller than he would only have…10% expansion.

Damn! He was going to have to think sexy thoughts and try to keep his dick big.

But it already looked pretty small in the tube.

Bink! Bink! Bink!

“Oh, shit!” He jumped over to the pipe and began working.

It was a long day. He worked and was physically tired. His mind, however, kept going crazy, trying to think his way out of the mess he was in.

Lunch, and his dick led him out of the room, down the corridor, and into a lunch room.

He found a sack with his name on it and opened it.

Two sandwiches. Peanut butter in one and tuna in the other. A carton of milk.

“Fuck!” he whimpered for the umpteenth time that day.

Oscar happened to be next to him and he said, “You’re lucky. I was overweight when I came, I only got one sandwich for the first six months.”

“But a guy can’t live on this!”

“AI formulates the diets based upon your nutritional needs.”

His shoulders slumping, Marty sat down at a table with six other men. He ate slowly, dispiritedly, and listened to the conversation, of which there was little.

Most of it had to do with the weekly baseball game, and what ever happened to Jimbo.

Marty gathered that Jimbo was a previous worker, and that he had disappeared.

Well, he envied Jimbo, whoever he was, and he wanted to disappear.

After 45 minutes: Bink! Bink! Bink!

He got up, tossed his wrappers in the can by the doorway, and headed back to his room.

“They’ve got me working in a laundry!” he complained to Jen.

Jen listened with an impassive face.

“All I do is wash clothes all day long, and, get this…I have to wash bras and panties by hand! Damn it! If I had any starch I’d starch their fucking bras!”

“Now, honey, it isn’t that bad.”

“Yeah? You try doing laundry all day!”

“I’ve done my share of laundry. By the way, I joined the Women’s Circle.”

“What the fuck is the Women’s Circle?”

Wives of the male workers. Sort of a support group.”

“Like you sit around and go knitting and stuff?”

“No. More like yoga classes, dance instruction, college courses if we want to join the House of Chimera, that sort of thing. In fact, I’ve got a date to see a basketball game next Thursday.”

Marty blinked. A date? But, no. Not that kind of date. Just a day, not a guy.

“Well, good.”

“Do you want to go?”

“Are you kidding? After a day of folding laundry? No fucking way! Besides, I’ve got to see HR.” And he was thinking: I fucking quit!

“Well, I’m sorry things aren’t exactly as you like. Would you like a little rub a dub?”

He smiled. ‘rub a dub’ was their code for a little sex. “Best offer I’ve had all day, but…oh, shit!”

He looked down at his tube.

“Oh, don’t worry about that. The girls of the Women’s Circle told me how we handle that.”

They were sitting on the couch and she suddenly turned and leaned over to him.

She kissed him, and he almost sobbed for the relief he felt. After a day of being bullied and led around by his dick, he needed a little loving.

She reached down into his groin and started rubbing his chastity tube, and the damndest thing happened!

The tube began to grow.

He broke apart and stared at his dick. The tube was growing on the outside, but the inside was still small! He couldn’t get big, but it felt like he was getting bigger.

Nerve induction! he realized. That stupid nerve induction was good for something after all!

Jen kept rubbing, and kissing him.

“Take off your clothes, bitch,” she whispered in his ear.

He grinned. Call him a bitch, would she? Well, now that he had his dick back—he assumed the nerve induction would give him the sensation of a orgasm—he would show her who the bitch was!

He lost his clothes, quickly, and sat next to her, kissing, sucking on her breasts, and feeling her hand slide back and forth on his big tube, little weenie, with amazing sensations.

“Fuck!” he whispered. “I’m going to cum!”

“Not before me,” Jen said, and she suddenly jumped onto his lap. He was sitting, she was facing him, and the big, stiff chastity tube slid into her.

“Wha!” his eyes bulged.

“Fuck!” she whimpered happily. “This is bigger than you. Move, bitch!”

Now he was stuck. He was hot and horny, and she was riding him, but the sensations imparted by her jacking hand was no more!

Being inside her with the tube gave him no sensations. No nerve induction. Nothing!

But she was getting everything…and then some!

She groaned and she tilted her hips and he had never seen her so wild! She humped and she pumped. She jammed onto him and pinched his nipples. “Fuck me, you bitch!”

So he fucked. Bewildered, his cock small, but stuck in the up position of the chastity tube.

“Oh, yes! Yes…yes…..YE-E-E-ES!”


Part Two

Marty was hollow-eyed the next morning.

Jen had kept him up all night, fucking his sensationless dick, he was physically sore from all the work the day before, and…he hadn’t read the contract.

Still, as he bleached whites and washed colors, hung bras and folded dried clothes, he knew where he was going at lunch.

Pam Steward. Head of HR. And he was going to quit.

First break, and he was double exhausted.

Then lunchtime, and though he felt like hamburger that had been chewed up and spit out, or just crapped out, he headed up to HR.

He knocked on the door and barged in.

Pam was sitting at her desk, chatting on the phone. She seemed quite happy.

Marty waited, and when it looked like she was going to ignore him, he reached over and put his finger on the phone. Click. She was hung up.

She swiveled towards him. Stared at him.

“I quit.”

She opened her desk drawer and took out a little fob. She aimed it at him and pressed on a red button.

ZZZZZZZZ!”

“OW! OH, FUCK! OW!”

He was rolling on the floor, holding his groin, when she finally lifted her finger off the red button.

She waited a minute, then said, “Get up or I’ll do it again.”

Quickly, Marty struggled up to his feet, then sank back into the chair that was facing her desk.

“I didn’t say you could sit.” she was speaking calmly.

He opened his mouth to speak, but she aimed the fob.

He sprang to his feet. He was holding his poor groin. “I quit!” he gasped, not sounding so determined any more.

“First, you do not come into my office and hang up my phone. That is a punishable offense.

“Second, you have obviously not read the contract, in spite of being told to, and then you have lied about it. That constitutes a punishable offense. I’m giving you fair warning because you’re new.

“Third, go read the contract. If you still wish to speak to me then please return to this office. I will talk to you when I feel like it. Now get out of here.”

Marty’s mouth was opening and closing like a big mouthed fish.

she raised the fob.

He raised his body and headed for the door. Quickly.

He walked slowly back to the lunch room. Got his sack, and started eating. Tuna fish sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly. Mmm. Milk.

God, how he wanted a burger and a beer and some greasy fuckin’ French fries!

“You went upstairs,” commented Oscar.

Marty nodded. He was close to crying.

“I can guess how that went.”

Marty squeezed his eyes shut.

“Come talk to me first, if you want. I might be able to save you some pain.”

“I will.”

That night Marty walked into the apartment and got out the contract.

Jen watched him. She was sitting on the couch, watching the Kardashians and eating chocolates. She straightened up and just watched.

Marty went through the contract, and he saw how thoroughly he had been fucked.

To sum up 20 pages of fine print, he was contracted for 10 years. He was subject to punishments handed out by HR, or other administrative agents. He would receive guidance—that was what they called it—by the AI, which worked through the chastity tube.

So he could be shocked by the AI, or any woman of position, and that was the way of it.

Suddenly he felt a warm buzz in his groin.

He jerked and looked down. WTF? His tube was growing, without letting his sausage grow, and…and it felt like he was being jerked to a cum!

“Do you like it?”

He turned to Jen and gasped.

She was holding a fob!

“I got my fob today. In fact, I had a training session on how to use it. Did you know that I can cause you great pleasure?”

That was obvious.

He reached down and held his growing tube, with the small weenie inside. It felt like he was going to cum.

“Or I can go the other way.”

“Then you joined the…Chimera?”

“Oh, no. But every woman in this valley is deemed to be superior to men.”

He was sitting back in the chair now, gasping, feeling himself right at the edge, ready to go over. And he wanted to go over. He needed to go over!

“Please,” he said. “Get me off.”

“Oh, honey! I’m sorry! I thought you understood.”

“Understood what?”

“I can give you pleasure, but I can’t get you off. Only the AI can get you off…when it feels you deserve it.”

“No!” he gritted his teeth and humped, but he suddenly realized, as the AI backed off with the nerve induction sensations, that the closer he got the more the machine would back off.

He wasn’t going to be allowed to squirt!

And he hadn’t been allowed to squirt the night before!

And he had never wanted to squirt so badly in his life!

“But you can help me out?”

“What?”

“That training session, we actually used the fobs to make men do things. That much power, it made me so horny, and you’ve got that big thing between your legs.”

“But it’s not a real dick! It’s a chastity tube! The more I fuck you with it the hornier I get!

“But, honey, I need it! Surely you can suffer for me a little, can’t you?”

He didn’t want to, but there is one thing a. man can’t do, and that is to shut down his sexual drives.

Men are driven by their penises. They have to do what their penises say. there is no way around it.

“Now come over here and lay down. I really liked riding you the other night, and I think w’ell make that our favorite position. Me on top, you on the bottom. It just feels so much better that way.”

Giving a sob, now afraid of his wife and her fob, Marty stood up and came to the couch.

She grabbed him and threw him down and climbed on top of him.

Suck my titties, bitch!” she yelled, and she began to rock back and forth.

Marty was stuck. Really and truly and royally stuck.

He worked all day, then he went home and Jen wanted to make love.

Apparently she liked his chastity dildo better than his real dick.

She didn’t say so, but the frequency of her desire was telling.

And the days passed.

On Sunday he was given a day of rest. Which consisted of an AI ordered baseball game. He was surprised when his cock started pulling him across town and he ended up at a baseball field with all the other guys.

So he played baseball.

Then, he was AI commanded to take his wife to a fancy dinner. It didn’t help that she insisted that he be well dressed, and that she demanded that he open the door for he, hold her chair for her, and all the other silly customs that have arisen over the centuries.

And it certainly didn’t help when Marty looked around and saw other women, dressed to the nines, with their men sitting so quietly across form them, saying ‘yes, dear,’ and ‘no, dear,’ and acting thoroughly whipped.

And he noticed other things.

Some men stood silently behind their women, waiting to serve them.

And, worst of all, there were some older women being accompanied by younger men.

“Do you see that?” muttered Marty. “It looks like they hired escorts.”

“They are escorts.”

“What?” he stared at his wife.

“The women’s husbands were found lacking, so they leave them home to clean up and they order escorts for dinner.”

Marty looked around in astonishment.

Jen continued, “I was offered an escort. With a real penis, not a caged one.” She was staring at him with a fixed glitter in her eyes.

“But you wouldn’t…”

“Never say never, Marty.”

Marty was a very cowed man when they returned from dinner. So cowed that he didn’t please her with his AI chastity dick.

“Damn, it Marty. Get into it! I don’t want to have to order an escort!”

Marty tried, but he was a shattered man.

Work continued. Days of the big pipe pooping out dirty clothes, stained underwear, and having to wash, fold, hang to dry.

Nights of servicing Jen, trying his best to act enthusiastic, even though he didn’t feel very enthusiastic.

The same old, same old.

Ordered by Binks through his chastity tube.

Punished by the fob when he transgressed.

Guided by the pleasure of the AI controlled tubes.

And his spirits sank lower and lower.

So low that he knew he was going to have to do something.

And the day Jen left him home and went out with an escort was the breaking point. When she came back, filled with semen, and demanded that he lick her clean, he knew he had had enough.

Marty knocked on the door, waited briefly, then opened the door to HR.

“Come in, Marty!” Pan greeted him cheerfully. “How’s it going?”

Marty sat and considered the woman.

She wasn’t emotional about it all. Instructions were instructions, orders were orders, punishments were punishments.

“What do I have to do to get a promotion?” Which, of course, translated as, how the fuck do I get out of the laundry section!?

Pam sat back and pursed her lips and contemplated him.

“Marty, it’s obvious that you’re not happy.”

He said nothing. She was reading him rightly.

“Unhappiness causes ones work to suffer, and your work has suffered.”

“I…” he stopped controlled himself so it wouldn’t appear as an angry outburst. “I try, but I was educated to be a chemist, and I am having a very difficult time adapting.”

She smiled and nodded. “I like a man who is honest, and who controls himself. As it happens, I do have one position that you would be qualified for.”

“I’ll take it.”

“Before you even know what it is?” Yet she wasn’t upset with him. In fact, she seemed a bit pleased. “You must really be ready for a change.”

“I am.”

“Okay. Report to me at nine o’clock in the morning. Tomorrow.”

He grinned. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She was smiling broadly.

His brows lowered slightly. “So, what is it?”

“Tomorrow,” she said. “But don’t worry. It won’t be as strenuous as laundry, and I think, upon observing the kind of person you are, that you might even like it.”

“Oh, okay.”

He left, and wondered all the way back to the laundry: what kind of person I am? And what is that?

Then the crush of keeping up with the pipe that pooped out clothes drove the thoughts from his mind.

He was happy that night, and he tried his best to please Jen. He worked extra hard. He tried to make the best of the warm buzzing in his groin, and he tried not to let the frustration bother him when he was teased and edged to the point of no return, but not allowed to go over it.

He tried to go to sleep, in spite of the gnawing in his groin, because he wanted to be fresh and rested for work.

His tube Binked at eight to wake him up, and he jumped out of bed and proceeded to get dressed.

He had been told to dress casual, so he put on shorts and a tee shirt.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m getting promoted,” he smiled.

Actually, he forced himself to smile. He was upset on a very basic level about her using escorts.

“Promoted, eh?” she smiled, and for the first time he noticed that her smile was a bit smirky.

Well, that was okay. He was out of the laundry, and he was a new man.

At the proper time his tube went Bink! and he headed for work.

He was close enough to walk, and he liked the walk. Fifteen minutes later he was standing at the door to Pam’s office. He tapped, and didn’t enter, for she came out.

“Ready for work,” she chirped. Most excellent.”

Marty fell in step with her, unlike some women she didn’t demand that men walk three steps behind her, and asked, “Did you know I was here?”

“I know where you are all the time.”

“You do?”

“Of course I do. The AI keeps track of your whereabouts, even your emotions. In fact, that’s why I considered you for this job. I know you haven’t been happy, but you’ve controlled your emotions very well. Almost as well as a woman.”

That made him blink. He always thought of women as emotional creatures. And they…they weren’t? How weird.

Down the corridor, down the stairs, and out of the building.

“We’re in one of the other buildings?”

“Yep. Administration. The basement. The type of work they do there is very hush hush. Consider yourself honored to be allowed.”

She walked him through the front door of the back building, flashed her card through the reader, stopped at the security station to get him a card, then headed for the basement.

This was a better basement than the laundry section. The walls didn’t look rough painted, there were potted plants, and the bathrooms turned out to be ten steps above the urinals and thrones of the laundry section.

They reached an area where the walls were made of glass, and he could see four different rooms.

In three of the rooms women were sitting in chairs, like in a beauty salon, and beautiful women worked over them. Applying make up, washing and styling hair, painting fingernails.

The place smelled of a beauty salon, too.

Pam walked him into a large, glassed room. There were three women sitting in chairs and chatting. And, like in every other place in Stepforth Valley, they were top heavy, stunningly beautiful, and smiling.

“So! Is this our new victim?” asked one of the women.

“This is Marty. Marty, this is Joan, Betty and Trisha.”

Marty matched names with appearances. Joan was like Joan Jet. Black hair and a sultry smile that laughed at you. Betty was like Betty Boob. Short, curly hair and red lips that looked like they wanted to kiss you, while they laughed at you. Trisha was like…unique. Auburn hair and level eyes that took you apart, before they laughed at you.

“Let me know if Marty doesn’t work out, I’ll take him back to the laundry.”

At that statement Marty decided he would be the bestest boy in the world for these sexy women.

Pam left, and Marty faced the terrible trio.

“Hey, Marty, sit in the chair over there and I’ll explain what we do here. You won’t mind if we do it while I’m talking, will you?”

She guided him to the salon chair and sat him down. There were wheels on the chair and she pushed the chair back against a sink. She tilted it back and the other two girls started washing his hair.

“Don’t ever cut your hair, Marty,  or should I call you Martha?”

“Martha”? he asked, as the sensual feeling of slender fingers running through his locks seduced him.

“Your long hair is probably the real reason Pam sent you to us. Men with short hair just don’t care about their appearance.”

“Oh.”

“You see, what we do here is make cosmetics for men.”

Marty was blinking now, and trying to catch up. Cosmetics for men?

“There is a very small market for male cosmetics. Mostly young men into the unisex thing, but that is changing. Men are learning that women are more beautiful, and they like that beauty, and things are changing. Last year the cosmetics industry, women only, made $532 billion. The male cosmetic industry only made about $50 billion. But the statistics are changing, the male industry is estimated to grow by over 400% in just a couple of years, and we’re going to be the cutting edge of that growth. think about it. Men with perfume, lipstick, hair products. Soon you won’t be the lone male with long hair, you’ll merely be part of a growing crowd that is desperate for top of the line cosmetics. Cosmetics designed for men, for their skin, for their lips and their color and…there is no end.”

“Oh!” He was stunned.

Marty’s hair was dried and styled into a gorgeous fall of waves and curls.

He didn’t know it because they didn’t bother with mirrors there. Heck, whatever they did was designed by the best minds in the company, and Marty would wear whatever they deemed appropriate for him. Or the AI would bink him. Or, worse, he would be sent back to the laundry.

And it wasn’t bad. He didn’t have to work until he was sweaty and stinky. His muscles weren’t sore. He just sat in the chair, leaned back, and the women did things to him.

Talk about being pampered!

The morning passed, and at first break the women pulled up chairs and discussed him.

“His skin needs a little work.”

“It’s all that sweating in the laundry.”

“Let’s clean all his pores and try a particulate anti-aging cream.”

“I agree. We have to do his nails before lunch.”

“Joan, why don’t you do that. Long and not too pointy. We don’t want him scratching his butt and cutting himself.”

They all laughed.

“Okay, before we color his lips I want them plumped.”

“How about his nipples?” and they all laughed again.

And his dick was feeling good down there.

To have women working over him, caring about him, discussing him…it was sexy, and his penis was trying to get bigger in the worst way. Which led to an interesting question.

“Marty? Would you like me to give you something for your cock?”

“What? Like what?” He was quite puzzled.

“I can give you a pill that will make you limp for a day. It’ll ease up that cramped feeling down in your tube.”

“Well, uh…I’m already a little worried that it will shrink, or something. Being in the tube for so long.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. We can make it big, we can make it small…”

The other girls burst into the line from ‘White Rabbit,’ the old Jefferson Airplane song.

The ones that mother gives you, don’t do anything at all!

They all laughed, and break was over.

But Marty, laying in the salon chair, the girls working over him, couldn’t stop thinking.

A pill to stop his attempted growth? That would feel pretty good.

The afternoon break, and Marty asked Joan, “What about this pill that makes me soft? Are you sure it’s safe?”

“Absolutely. I take it and I haven’t had a boner in years.”

Which caused the other girls to hoot merrily.

“Here, try it. It’ll wear off this time tomorrow, and if you don’t like it, then you don’t take any more. If you do like it…” she shrugged.

Marty took the pill. Swallowed it dry, and wondered what it was going to do to him.

He was afraid his dick would just fall off. After all, a man lives by his dick, and to not have a boner is like not being a man at all.

Not that he was that much man now, with his penis trapped in the chastity tube.

Fifteen minutes later he was soft. And it felt good.

He was still horny, just gently horny, not raging horny, and it felt so comfortable, like he could actually think for a change.

And he had the sudden realization that what women had said for years was true. Men do think through their smaller head.

The afternoon went on, and now Marty felt a curious sense of freedom, as if detaching him from his boner had unleashed him from his cares and worries.

He joked with the girls as they gave him long fingernails. He told them to make sure they used enough botox on his nipples. He even teased them about their boyfriends, which drew a group frown.

“What? Did I say the wrong thing?”

“There’s not enough men in the valley,” answered Trisha.

“So what do you do?”

“We stand in line for escorts, and, well…” they all looked guilty.

“What?”

“We make love to each other.”

Marty did a slow blink.

“You’ve got me locked up, and now limp, and you’re turning lesbian? Wouldn't it be easier to just screw me?”

Unbelievably, he wasn’t hitting on anybody. He was just amazed and blurting out what he was thinking.

“Well, we could screw you,” murmured Betty.

“I wasn’t hitting on you, I just…” he suddenly wasn’t sure what his place was in the hierarchy here. After all, they were treating him nicely, almost like one of them, and he didn’t want to step on any toes.

“No, no. It’s just that there are rules, so to speak, about who you screw in the valley.”

“What rules?”

“It’s frowned upon to fuck somebody’s husband without their permission.”

“Without their…” his head started to whirl. Permission?

“And then there’s you.”

“What about you?”

“When you were assigned to this section you were bumped up, and you’re sort of in a no man’s land.”

“Or no woman’s land,” quipped Joan wryly.

“I don’t understand.”

“Okay. We’re making you into a woman, in one sense. A woman has more rights. Do you have more rights?”

Marty suddenly felt ten times lighter.

“I mean, you are a man, but when you leave here today you will look like a woman. You’re not trans, but you are. You aren’t man nor woman, and yet you’re both. So how do the rules apply to you?”

“How do they?”

“That’s it. We don’t know. So we play it safe. We treat you like one of us. And we really have no idea of whether it would be okay for us to fuck you.”

“And believe me,” said Trisha, “we want to. God, to have our own personal penis bearer, what a dream!”

“But you can’t unless I get my wife’s permission.”

They stood mute, shrugging and looking helpless.

At five o’clock Marty walked out of the Male Cosmetic section.

He was wearing a short, red dress which showed of his freshly Naired legs.

Under the dress he wore a tummy shaper, which helped hide his chastity tube even more.

He had something called vacation boobs. Breasts by injection. They would last a couple of months, and the girls could change their size and shape at will. His dress and bra allowed for a bit of cleavage to show.

His hair was long and silky and it curled around his shoulders.

His face was perfectly made up, with his eyes looking scintillating, and his lips as red as cherries, and botox plump.

But they hadn’t used botox on his nipples. They had used something called a hyaluronic. His nipples were larger, and they were standing up quite nicely.

They did let him wear his own shoes on the walk home, but he had to put on high heels once at home so he could get used to them.

And he felt sexy.

He arrived at the ground floor of his apartment and changed his shoes. He practiced walking back and forth in the corridors, keeping his feet in a line, heel and toe, trying for that sexy and powerful ‘click, click’ sound.

Finally, he walked up to his apartment and entered.

“Honey, I’m home,” he tried, but his voice was a bit faint. He was humiliated, shamed, mortified…and felt great!

Of course maybe it was the fact that his dick was’t hard.

“Marty? Is that…is that…” Jen sat on the couch and stared, trying to speak, but eventually giving up.

“I’ve been assigned to a new section,” he explained to his flabbergasted wife.

“You’ve…you’ve…”

“I’m in the male cosmetics section. They’re working on adapting female cosmetics to male cosmetics. Today I’m a woman. I don’t know what I’ll be tomorrow.”

Slowly, Jen stood up. She was open eyed, dropped mouth, staring. “But, you…you…”

Then she did the weirdest thing. She picked up the fob, which was on the side table, and aimed it at him.

“Hey!” he cried out.

She pressed the red button.

Nothing happened.

“I don’t like you like this!”

She pressed the button again and again.

Nothing.

“I can’t make love to you like this! Change back!”

That was the moment that Marty realized he didn’t want to change back.

To go back to being a man? Wearing rough clothes? Making stupid jokes? Thinking with his second head?

No thanks.

Jen just stood and cried and kept pressing the fob.

Finally, Marty stepped forward and took the fob out of her hand. He put it on the side table.

“Sit down, Jen. It’s time we had a talk.”

Jen sat, and was gently sobbing, afraid to even look at him.

Marty went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. He brought them back and offered one to Jen. She took it and guzzled it down.

He sat down across from her and waited until she could look at him.

“Honey,” he said, “You’ve been mean to me.”

“I…I haven’t!”

“Yes. You have. I didn’t understand the contract, but you did. You had a meeting with the Women’s Circle, but you didn’t tell me about all sorts of things. Like the fob. You used the fob on me, with no thought as to my pleasure. You just used it for your pleasure, and you enjoyed my pain. You haven't asked me what is going on with me, you just started going out with escorts.”

With so much evidence forthcoming, Jen could only sit and shake with tears.

“So we’ve come to a point. You can have a divorce, but—“

“Why didn’t the fob work on you?”

He sighed. She was showing what her real concerns were, and that was revealing that she was still mean.

“The fob didn’t work on me because I’m in the Male Cosmetics section. I am in a grey area, not man or woman, and the fob, the AI respects that.”

“But…I want to use the fob!”

“Yes. I’ll bet you do. But there’s the problem. There’s nothing wrong with controlling somebody, but it’s a two way street. You’ve got to give as well as get, and you haven’t been giving me anything. You’ve just been taking. Now, I either want a divorce, or permission to fuck other women.”

“I’ll never do that! I’ll hold on to you! You’re going to be my slave!”

“No, honey. I don’t think so. I’ve been talking to women, the women in my section. They say that while slavery can exist, it isn’t looked upon with any favor in the valley, by the House of Chimera. there are rules and regulations, and a hierarchy, but…no slaves. There is always choice, but you have tried to take all my choice away, so I want either a divorce, or, if you wish to hold on to this marriage and make it work, then I want permission to fuck other women. Fuck them the same way you fuck your escorts.”

“But I only get an escort once a week! If that! And if I get a divorce I might not get them at all!”

“Then give me permission, and hope that you can learn to love me as a woman. Maybe then I’ll feel like fucking you again.”

Jen had slowed down her crying, but now it picked up again, and she put her face in her hands and lowered her head.


Epilogue

“I get him today! It’s my turn!”

“You had him on Saturday!”

“You can’t skip my turn because it fell on a Sunday!”

Marty sat back in the salon chair, his arms crossed behind his head.

They had redone his nails and permed his hair. His boobs were bigger, and he was naked. Though his dick was limp the chastity tube had grown a big cock.

It was five o’clock, time to go home for everybody…except one lucky girl.

They argued for awhile, then turned to Marty.

“Marty? Honey? Could we ask a favor of you?”

“Sure?” he said magnanimously.

“Well, you heard us, and we can’t figure out who gets you this afternoon. So…could we…do you think it’s possible…”

“Can you fuck twice this afternoon?” blurted Joan. “That would solve everything!”

“Well, I suppose I could, except…” he grinned as he forestalled their celebration, “how many cums do I get?”

“But, Marty…”

“Marty, the AI says…”

The argument rose and fell, but Marty held his ground.

“Two fucks equals two cums. Or none at all!”

“Marty!” Their voices rose as one.

But Marty just stretched out and let them see his penis.

Limp inside, but big outside. But no matter how many pills he took, for no squirts or multiple squirts, for limp or not limp, the fact was that the AI, if properly overridden, could give him as many squirts as he wanted.

He sure did like that nerve induction stuff!

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


A Castration Story!

Neutered and feminized,

he became the perfect husband!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

I stumbled across the fascination for castration during the course of researching a story, and I was surprised.

Men think about it, seriously.

There are over 600,000 men in North America who have been castrated.

Women think about it for their mates. Sometimes they just want a softer, more accommodating man.

And we won’t even get into the various states and their punishments.

You want to see what happens in the minds of men and women when a man is deprived of his package?

How the subject comes up, what men think of when contemplating it, how women feel when their man is about to become…less.

Here you go.

And, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Come on, buddy, you’re going to like this,” Tom called to his mutt from the kitchen.

Buddy came scampering through the house, sliding across the kitchen floor on all fours, trying to stop and failing, and banging his canine head into the door to the garage.

“Oh, my God!” Tom burst into laughter. “Don’t you ever learn?”

His wife, Linda, shook her head sadly. “You men. You really don’t learn.”

“Hey! I didn’t get so anxious to get my nuts cut off that I banged my head into a door!

Linda picked up her purse and checked for keys. “No. You get so anxious for sex you bang your head on the door.”

“Well, yeah. But that’s understandable,” he leered at her.

Tom was a slender five five, just an inch below Linda’s five six. He was a handsome enough fellow, though a bit effeminate. He wore his brown hair long, his penis was short, but he sure did like sex.

Linda wasn’t as enamored by sex. He figured she should be, with breasts as big as hers, and an ass so round and inviting, but…oh, well.

Of course, it may have had something to do with his shortness.

He was four inches long when hard. His balls were even a little small, and he didn’t cum much.

She thought maybe his ‘inadequacy’ was what made him such a horn dog.

She started to walk past him and he suddenly grabbed her and, like a dog, humped her leg.

“Woof woof!” he barked and laughed. “Come on, baby, let’s breed!”

“Heysoos Xristo!” muttered Linda. “Give it a break.”

“Come on, honey, be my bitch.”

She pushed him away and snapped, “I wouldn't think a man going to see a vet about being neutered would be so happy!”

“Hey, it’s Buddy that’s getting neutered. I’ve still got my rock ‘em sock ‘em dinger, and I need to do some dinging!”

She managed to get out of the door before he latched on to her again. Buddy slithered through the door and ran and jumped up and down by the car.

Come on! Come on! Come on! He jumped and banged his nose against the door.

“Damn men,” murmured Linda, opening the door so Buddy could jump into the back seat.

Before she could get into the front seat Buddy had jumped into the front and was barking and wagging his tail.

“Get back!” she said sternly, and she slid behind the wheel.

On the other side of the car Tom got in and fastened his seat belt. He turned to Buddy. “You ready for the great adventure, handsome? You ready lose your nuts? Make mama all proud?”

“I don’t feel proud,” Linda groused, backing the car down the driveway. It’s just something that has to be done.

“Easy for you to say. Wait until we spay you.”

She stopped the car with a savage slam of her foot on the brake pedal. She turned in her seat and faced her husband. “Honey, it’s not me that’s out of control. I think you better realize that before I take you down to the vet!”

“Oooh!” he laughed. “Mean bitch gonna cut my noodle.”

Linda said an unladylike word and continued backing up. Once in the street she hit the gas and tried to ignore Tom.

Tom was twisted around and scratching Buddy’s jowls.

“That’s women for you, handsome. They just don’t understand the truly great things in life. But you do, don’t you. Are you going to miss your pecker? Huh?

Bark! Bark! Tail wagging madly. His long, floppy tongue flapping around and his slobber spraying the back of the car.

They drove through the town, and Linda turned on the radio and the old Lou Reed song came on, Walk on the Wild Side.

But she never lost her head

Even when she was giving head

“See, buddy, no more head for you. You’ll lick yourself and there won’t be anything down there to lick.”

“Will you knock that off?”

“But he’s my friend! I feel for him!”

Linda shook her head. “Somebody’s going to be feeling for you pretty soon.”

Tom just laughed and scratched Buddy’s butt above the tail. Buddy immediately lowered his back legs and began grunting.

“See, pal, that’s women for ya. They try to spoil everybody’s fun.”

Linda just sighed.

They pulled into the parking lot and Tom put the leash on Buddy. they walked into the veterinary clinic and were shown to a back room. in a short while Doctor Lassing entered.

Dr. Lassing was a tall woman, and quite well endowed for that height. She was wearing a white lab coat, however, and all Tom could do was imagine what was under that white garment.

Linda saw him eyeing the doctor’s shape and she nudged him.

Tom shrugged and had a shit eating smile.

“Hi, Buddy. Here, let me get you up on the…there we go.”

Buddy tried to chase his tail on the stainless steel table, his nails clicking frantically on the steel, and Dr. Lassing kept a hand on him. She gently got him to lay down, then reached for a syringe.

She stuck the syringe into a fold of fur and pressed the plunger. In a quick moment Buddy was laying as if asleep, his eyes rolling, his tongue hanging. He was unconscious.

Lassing arranged him on his back and used some rubber tubes to tie his legs apart.

“Is this going to hurt him?” asked Tom, suddenly expressing his true feelings, his worry for his mutt.

“He won’t feel a thing.”

“How about afterwards? Will he miss his…you know?”

“His testicles,” Doc LAssing spoke drily. “You can speak frankly here. And we’re just talking about a body part.”

“Yeah, but it’s a pretty important body part.”

The doc had Buddy tied down now and she looked up at Tom with a wry grin. “Tom, that body part does help him run, and it doesn’t help him sniff. Even his tail is more useful, helping him balance, showing emotion.

“Well, his penis showed emotion.”

Both the doc and Linda looked at each other and chuckled.

“Not a necessary emotion, Tom.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Look, Tom,” The doctor turned to a cabinet and got out the neutering tools, “You’re just having a typical male reaction to seeing an orchiectomy.”

“An orchi-who?”

“Orchiectomy. It’s the removal of the testicles. Also called castration. As opposed to a penectomy, which is the removal of the penis. Or a complete emasculation, which is the removal of everything.”

Tom went over it in his mind.

Lose your balls it is orchiectomy, or castration.

Lose your penis and it is penectomy.

Lose everything and you have been emasculated.

“Geez,” he muttered. “That’s more than I really wanted to know.”

“Why? Does it bother you? Does it bother you that Buddy is going to be castrated? If it does, we don’t have to do it.”

Linda frowned.

“Well, no. He’s a little out of control, humps everything. He even runs away if he can.”

“So you’re really doing him a favor.”

“Well, I don’t know about that.”

“He’s not going to smell a lady dog and run into the street after her and get hit by a car.”

“Well, if you put it that way.”

Linda smiled, “That’s the problem with Tom.”

The Doc blinked, and Tom protested.

“Hey! That’s not—“

“If we put Tom on the table, could you perform a castration or a…a orchie whatever on him?”

“Well, it would be highly illegal. I’d lose my license, but…it’s the same procedure.”

“What are you saying?” Tom’s voice rose.

But Linda was now ignoring him. “Can you go ahead and do your thing here? And don’t mind Tom.” She turned to Tom and grinned. “Unless you wanted to be next.”

Tom was stunned into speechlessness. He was uncomfortable with talking about Buddy being castrated, and now he was being teased, and he didn’t like it!

The Doc shrugged and turned to the unconscious Buddy. She took a knife and held one of his testicles. She made a small incision, then simply pressed on the sack and one of buddy’s testicles popped out.

It wasn’t gross. It wasn’t disgusting. It was just a simple pop, like squeezing a zit, but not as gross, in a weird way.

She did the other one, did a little stitching, and was done.

Buddy lay on his back and slept snortfully.

“Wow,” said Linda, her eyes gleaming. “That was easy.”

“I tell you, it’s just a simple procedure. I do a dozen a week. Dogs and cats, mostly. Though I did do a horse once.”

“What?”

“Yes. The poor thing had cancer of the testicles and we had to try and save him.”

“Did you?”

“Yep,” The Doc smiled. “He’s now grazing out in the pasture with a bunch of mares.”

“Mares?” asked Tom.

“Males tend to be a little softer when they get neutered. They prefer the company of mares.”

“Would that be true of human males?” asked Linda.

“Hey!”

“I suppose so. I haven't neutered any men, but it stands to reason. But you want to know something funny? Something that most people don’t know?”

“Sure.”

“When males have their testicles removed they can still get erect.”

“Really?”

“Sure. They get erect, but it’s not quite as stiff as normal. They can even have sex, and here’s the weird part, they can even ejaculate.”

“What?”

“Sure. It’s not easy, and the sperm is a little watery, but…they can fuck, and even ejaculate.”

“But they’re shooting blanks.”

“Yes.”

The two women stood in thought for a moment.

On the table Buddy whined and kicked a leg.

To one side Tom was looking away, trying not to be involved. This whole subject matter was making him nervous.

“Buddy will wake up in a few minutes.”

“He’ll be able to go home?”

“Sure. Within 24 he’ll be running around and won’t even know he’s lost his marbles.”

Linda giggled, then glanced at Tom. “Lost his marbles, eh? I know somebody else who’s lost his marbles. Or…maybe he should.”

The girls laughed, and Doc Lassing left the room.

“So what do you think, lover?”

“About what?” Tom asked dourly.

“About what we were talking about.”

“I think you girls are mean.”

“Uh oh. Did we hurt your feelings?”

“No! But…you girls were making fun of men, laughing about stealing testicles.”

“Honey! We wouldn’t steal testicles! They’re yours. You would have to agree to losing them before…you know?”

“Yeah, I know.”

Tom sat down and looked at his cell phone. It was obvious he was done with the conversation.

Watching him carefully, her lips pursed, Linda was in deep thought. Tom might be done, but she was just starting.

Sure enough, Buddy was chasing squirrels the very next day. Tom and Linda were watching through the patio window. Linda was thinking. Tom was trying to ignore everything, and forget about the ‘suggestions’ of the day before.

Buddy sprinted for a tree, once again he was too excited, and he ran smack into the oak.

Above him, the squirrel chattered its laughter.

He stood up and walked in a circle, his body a little slanted, then focused on the squirrel again.

“Look at him go,” said Linda.

“Yeah, he’s full of it.” Then Tom realized extra meanings in what he had said and clamped his lips together.

Linda didn’t miss it though. She stood up. “I’ll get us some drinks.”

In the kitchen she filled two glasses with ice chips from the fridge, then poured half Coke and half Wild Turkey. She came back out to the living room and handed Tom his glass.

Buddy was wandering around, sniffing roots, peeing on rocks, and generally being a dog.

Tom and Linda sipped, each with their own thoughts. “He’s normal,” said Tom. He couldn’t stop thinking about Buddy’s lost balls.

“Why wouldn't he be?”

Tom just looked at Linda.

They drank some more, and Linda was content to wait. She could feel Tom about to bust.

“You know,” he finally said, “He used to run around the neighborhood, but we usually got him pretty quick. Do you think he’s a virgin?”

Linda spurted a bit of her drink and laughed. “You’re worried about whether our dog is a virgin?”

“No! But, I wonder…if he never fucked, he doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

“Hmm. Maybe. But are you saying that if he did know what he was missing we made a mistake in having him neutered?”

“I don’t know. I’m just thinking out loud.”

“Tom, if I didn’t know better I would think you’re obsessing on this castration thing a bit much.”

“I am not. I’m just…wondering.”

She turned to him, crossed her long legs and let her dress ride up.

Tom couldn’t help but look down. He could almost see her box and he licked his lips.

Then he looked up at her.

Linda was grinning.

“Tom, you made the remark yesterday that Buddy was out of control. Is there that much difference between you and him? Outside of the fact that you’ve got balls and he doesn’t?”

“I’m not out of control.”

She laughed.

“Well, I’m not. I just appreciate sex.”

“A little too much.”

He frowned, turned his attention to buddy.

“I dare you to go through a day without horning after me, without staring at my ass or trying to cop a feel.”

“Why would I do that?” he asked, turning back to her.

“Just to prove that you’re not a horn dog, like Buddy was.”

“And what would you do if I did lust after you? Have my testicles removed?”

“Tom! I told you! That’s a decision you would have to make!”

“Yeah, but admit it, you’ve been thinking about it.”

“The only reason I think about it is because it’s written all over your face. Ever since we brought Buddy back you stare at his testicles. Or where they were. It’s obvious what you’re thinking about. Heck, you’re more obsessed with his doggy parts than you are with my female parts.”

He shook his head.

“So, can you go through a day without being sex crazy?”

“Sure,” he muttered, hoping that his simple agreement wold be the end of it.

“Okay. Starting now.”

“Wait a minute!”

“For what?”

“I wanted to get a little tonight!”

“You want a little every night, and you usually get it. But this is a real test. Can you, Tom, control yourself and act like a human being. Can you subdue your sexual nature and treat me like a human being, instead of your little sex fuck?”

She was putting sexual innuendos on her speech, and it was like shooting him with sex bullets. She could see that just talking about denying him was giving him a super boner.

“Well, I could, but…”

“Big talker.”

“Damn it! Okay! Starting now, for 24 hours, I won’t have a sexual thought.”

“And that includes Buddy’s condition.”

Tom opened his mouth to object, then thought, why not. He crossed his legs, an unconscious gesture, and drank his Wild Turkey. 24 hours, eh? “Done!”

Then they both just watched Buddy rolling in a little patch of dirt at the bottom of the squirrel tree.

Don’t think of the color purple. But it’s too late. You had to think of purple before you could ‘not’ think of it.

It was that way with sex and Tom. And worse.

Not thinking of sex put him in the frame of mind of always thinking about it.

Oh, he tried, at least for the first hour.

He would find himself thinking about his wife’s beautiful mounds, then chastise himself, No! No! Don’t think of sex! Then think of something else.

A few minutes would pass, and he would be talking with her and he would suddenly be focusing on her beautiful, wonderful, sexy lips. Lips that gave him such wonderful blow—No! No! Not sex!

In all fairness, he did a wonderful job of acting.

Oh, he still had a big boner cropping up, but he was determined, so he used all his will power and tried to think of baseball. But a bat is like a penis, and there are balls involved and he was suddenly visualizing an umpire slicing open the pants of a ball player and holding the balls and screaming, like he was calling a strike, “OFF!”

Off? WTF?

He shivered and thought about spread sheets.

Spread. Like spreading legs. And in between the legs was a pair of balls, and the umpire was pulling them out, a quick flick of a knife, and…it was a pussy!

But what happened to his—

“Fuck,” he whimpered..

“What was that, honey?”

“Oh, nothing,” he spoke blandly, doing his best to hide his agitation.

But the weird thing was he wasn’t really thinking about sex. Except, it was the end of sex.

The conundrum in his mind was that in not thinking about sex he kept getting confused with the image of Buddy losing his chestnuts.

Watching him surreptitiously, Linda held in a snicker.

He was good, but she had years of observing Tom, and she could see how much trouble he was having.

Well, good. She was a little tired of his constant grab ass, begging for sex bullshit.

She liked sex, but not that much, and she wanted a break. A long break. She was actually pleased with how their life had progressed since taking Buddy to the doctor.

That was when she started contemplating Tom seriously. She sat and read a magazine, but was using her peripheral vision to watch his groin.

Nothing. Throb, throb. Something. A bulge.

The bulge might wane a bit, but only for seconds. Literally, seconds. Then that familiar pulsing pushed his pants out.

She had read somewhere that men have a sexual thought every seven seconds.

Man, that was certainly true.

If, of course, it was sexual thoughts that were causing him to pulse down there.

That was when she started considering how he seemed to be worse, if that was possible, since Buddy’s trip to the doc.

Then she looked up at his face.

He was reading a book. Not one of those Grace Mansfield books, but a dry looking thing about computer language.

Computer language, if there was anything not sexy that would be it. Bill Gates probably hadn’t had a stiffie since puberty.

Yet, Tom still had the bulge.

And his face looked…sweaty. Sort of desperate. Lord, her husband really had a problem.

“What are you looking at?” he asked, looking up at her.

“Just thinking about how handsome you are.”

“Well, knock it off.”

She smiled wanly, “Having trouble, are we?”

“I’m not thinking about it.”

She nodded and went back to reading her fashion magazine. But in her mind she imagined Tom with a totally smooth front. No bulge. And under the clothe a mons. Smooth flesh. Hairless. And that surprised her, for it made her breath harder.

And she felt an unusual, moist, pulsing sensation between her thighs.

Oh, my!

The day passed. Tom worked at home, and he got a lot of work done. He kept pushing aside sexual thoughts and focusing on work.

He was stunned by the number of sexual thoughts he had. Sometimes he didn't even have sexual thoughts, he just had a throbbing boner and it was all he could do to not push down on it and whine.

And he did push down and whine a couple of times, when Linda wasn’t looking.

Am I really that bad? he thought.

Yes, he answered himself.

It was discouraging to realize that his wife was right, and that he was out of control.

Like Buddy had been.

He looked down to where Buddy was curled up. and watching him.

It hadn’t been long, but Buddy was the same, and he was different.

He had all the old Buddy energy. He chased the squirrel all morning.

But he wasn’t humping legs and dragging his spread legs across the lawn to masturbate.

Tom had a vision of himself, dragging himself across the lawn, feeling his dick against the grass.

Could he get off doing that?

Buddy could.

But…Buddy looked ridiculous.

How ridiculous would he look trying to get off by dragging his package through the grass?

Damn! No! No!

But a minute later he was sitting back in his swivel, apparently contemplating the work on his computer, but really folding his legs and trying to stifle his weenie. Damn thing was like a volcano that kept trying to erupt.

He went back to work.

After dinner he and Linda watched a movie. Curled up on the couch, her in his arms, watching a chick flick. It was her night, so he had to watch the love and mush stuff.

Damn. Nobody getting shot or exploding. Nobody chopping a leg or arm or head off with a bloody machete.

He sighed.

Her hand was on his thigh.

He throbbed.

She looked up at him and smiled. “I know it’s tough, but you’re a good man.”

“I’m okay,” he returned.

But he wasn’t. He was a horn dog, and he was coming to grips with that fact.

But it was exciting to hold her, and not touch her.

Her touching him, and him not responding, it was a purer feeling.

Love? Not lust?

That was an eye blinker for him.

Getting ready for bed. He usually liked to sleep naked, but now he was afraid to. He was afraid to show his wife his boner. He didn’t want her to see his weakness. He wanted to be pure for her.

What weird thoughts.

But there was nothing he could do about the big stiffie he showed as he stripped out of his clothes.

“Do some exercises,” she suggested. “Take your mind off it.”

He did some jumping jacks, but his package flopped up and down, reminding him of what he wasn’t supposed to think about.

Then he tried to do push ups, but…his weenie kept touching the floor, again, reminding him of what he wasn’t supposed to be reminded of.

When he looked up Linda was grinning.

“It’s not funny,” he groused.

“I know, honey. But you’re trying, and that’s what counts.” She tried not to grin, but it was hard, and her mouth was curved upward and every once in a while her lips writhed as she read her magazine.

He tried sit ups, but every time he bent over to touch his elbows to his knees he was face to face with his traitor, his cock.

Finally, he lay back and just lay there.

“What’s the matter, hon?”

He admitted it. “I’ve got a problem,”

She twisted around and lay across the bed. She wasn’t being sexual, but her breasts hung half over the edge of the bed and he tried not to look sat them.

“Well, you can’t fix a problem unless you know it’s there.”

“But what do I do? Today I tried not to think of sex, and I worked twice as hard, I did two days of work in one. But even then, thoughts kept popping up. I wold see sexual things in my mind.”

“It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not! I never realized how bad I was until now. How do you put up with it?”

“With having sexual thoughts? Women just don’t have as many as men.”

“No.” He gulped. “With me. How do you put up with me?”

“Love.”

He stared up at her, and for a moment, just a bare moment, in spite of her large breasts bulging over the edge of the bed, in spite of her beautiful face and scintillating eyes and red lips, he saw her.

Not the sex her, but the her her. The love her.

Heysoos, he breathed.

Then he was back to obsessing on her charms, and his penis quivered in the air and wanted to shoot.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m going to do it.”

“Do what?”

“I will not think of sex. I won’t even initiate sex. That’s up to you. When you want it. Until then, no matter how many boners I get, I won’t bring up the subject, I will try to suppress my horn dog nature. I will try to be a human being and focus on love instead of…of…”

“Lust?”

“Lust. My base nature. My out of control self.”

Linda nodded and bit her lip. This was working out even better than she had thought. “I’ll try to help. What do you want me to do? Do you want me to dress less provocatively? To wear a robe more and cover up my tits? What can I do?”

“Hell. Dress even more sexy. Flaunt it, show it off.”

“But—“

He held up a hand. “First, this is a test. There is no test if you dress down. You go right ahead and dress sexy, as sexy as you can. You can even touch me anywhere you want. Test me.”

“And second?”

He heaved a sigh. “Just because I’m an out of control horn dog doesn’t mean you should suffer. You shouldn’t have to modify your behavior just to suit an out of control horn dog.”

She nodded. “Honey, I’m proud of you.”

At that moment they both heard it.

Wew wew wew! It was buddy, whining at the back door.

“Damn it,” said Tom, getting to his feet, his boner bobbing up and down. “When is that dog going to learn how to use the doorknob?”

Linda laughed as he padded through the house, but she wasn’t laughing  at the thought of Buddy standing up and pawing at the doorknob. She didn’t know why she was laughing.

But something felt really, really right.

The days passed and Tom did his best. He tried to look at his wife’s eyes  and not her boobs when she was naked and talking to him. She dressed so that her boobs hung out, and it was a very free feeling. She had always wanted to dress so freely, but Tom’s ‘condition’ had always forestalled her from doing that.

She felt good.

And Tom, true to his word, was not humping her leg or leering and drooling and acting like a typical man.’It was refreshing.

And, for the first time in a long time, since they had been married, Linda started showing more affection.

She hugged him out of the blue. Kissed him just to kiss him.

And left him stunned and dazed and wondering.

What was happening to him?

He was happier!

More desperate, but…happier.

Weeks passed, and Linda initiated sex.

One night she turned to him, kissed him deeply, and he knew what she wanted.

Before it was always what he wanted, and she was resigned.

Now it was what she wanted, and she wasn’t doing it because she had to. She was doing it because she wanted to.

He responded quickly. His boner, always at the ready, was never more ready.

“Easy, lover,” she whispered, holding him in her hand, brushing her lips across his.

“I’m trying,” he gulped.

“I know.”

She pulled his head to her breasts and he sucked on her nipples. She groaned and arched her back, and he shot in her hand.

Squirt. Squirt. Squirt.

And it was done.

He moved his back and stared at her in horror. “Oh, my God1”

“That’s okay, honey,” she hid her disappointment.

“But, I…after all this…and I didn’t even…”

“Hush,” she whispered. Then, “Get my vibrator out of the drawer.

Her vibrator. Her best friend when he was not available. She didn’t tell him that she had been using it a lot during their marriage, and more than ever since he had started trying to control himself.

Shamed, he slid out of bed and got her vibrator.

She was horny now. She had been cheated out of the weenie, and she wanted some.

She kicked the covers off the bed and lay, spread, and her voice rasped sexily, “Do me, honey. Make my pussy sing.”

It was a thoroughly erotic moment, in spite of him having just lost control of his sperm. He stared at her pink slit. He moved in between her legs and parted her labia with one hand. He touched the vibrator to her clitoris, and she groaned and arched her back again.

Yes. She was hot.

He moved the tip up and down the length of her snatch. He inserted it an inch.

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

And he realized: It’s bigger than me!

It was a sobering moment. It was an honest moment.

Always he had thought, it’s big enough. I get her off, though sometimes he suspicioned he didn’t, and that she was just faking it.

But now he didn’t fool himself. He watched how, as he pressed the tool deeper into her, how she grabbed her tits and pulled on them, the expression of rapture on her face, and he knew that he had been cheating her.

He twisted and plunged, pulled and tilted, and watched in amazement as she acted like she had never acted under his dick.

She likes the plastic better than the meat!

Then she was crying out, pulling him up to her, holding him, crying, and then….slipping into a deep sleep.

He lay in her arms, and he knew: I’ve got to do something about this.

But he wasn’t sure what.


Part Two

Tom was a man with a problem.

He still had his overwhelming lust, even though he kept it under tight wraps.

His dick just wanted to go off at all times.

In addition, he now knew that he couldn’t satisfy Linda. Now that he wasn’t squirting his dick all over the place he was guilty of premature ejaculation.

In addition to his PE, he finally admitted that his dick just wasn’t long enough.

How had his wife managed to stand it all these years? His horn dog drooling over her, his inadequate penis…how?

Like all men, Tom, had another problem. Of course the past few weeks he had surmounted that problem, and that was looking at sex on the internet.

Hey, horn dogs like porn. A statement of truth.

But he hadn’t been looking at porn because he was determined to be a better person.

But now he remembered one of the things that had fascinated him on the net.

Chastity.

He had seen the videos. He had read lots and lots of stories.

Men locked up, overcoming their base desires, becoming better human beings.

Or slaves.

Well, he wasn’t so much interested in being a slave as he was in being a better human being.

So he risked a half hour of his purity and explored the concept of chastity.

Not just the videos and stories, but the Christian ethos of being chaste.

To have sex only to make children.

To control oneself and not engage even in onanism.

And he read of people who claimed to have achieved a higher state of existence. Who were free from the impurities of day to day living and lived in a state of grace.

Hmm.

And there was more. A lot more.

Free from immorality. Cleansed of sin. Sex only for marriage, and  the production of children.

Tom sat back in his swivel and put his arms behind his head. He just sat there and thought of his life.

He had started masturbating when he started getting boners. That was a long time ago. And every act of masturbation had chiseled away at his purity, at his sense of self.

He wasn’t a Christian, but this thought of being chaste, of making the act of sex a holy one, reserved only for special times…he got it.

Being a repentant horn dog, he really got it.

“What are you sitting here so gazing far off for?” Linda entered the room and sat int he chair next to his.

“I’ve been reading about chastity. I’ve been thinking about how sex should only be reserved for certain times.”

“Do you want to get a chastity tube?”

He blinked. He hadn’t been thinking that, but now that the idea was out there…he turned to Linda. “What do you think about that?”

“You wearing a chastity device? That’s up to you. I mean, it’s sort of kinky, it turns me on, but…a man’s dick is a man’s dick. What he does with it is up to him.”

“But you’re in this. We’re married, and I need your…I don’t know if it’s approval, but your understanding.”

“I understand. You want to be better than a simple minded horn dog. You want to be a better person. I’m all for that, and whatever method you choose…I’m supportive.”

He pursed his lips and studied his wife, and he studied her in a pure manner.

Yes, tits. Yes, cunt. But so much more. A loving human being who seemed to understand this stuff so much better than he.

“What if I asked you to hold the key, to help control me. To be in charge and only let me out when you wanted.”

She nodded. “I can handle that. But can you handle the frustration of not being able to touch yourself? Of not being able to jack off? Of only being able to hug me and hold me, unless I dictate otherwise.”

Tom thought about all he had read. He thought of all the Christian arguments, and the seeking of a better soul. No. He wasn’t a Christian, but… “Actually, I think that would be good for me…it would…bolster me up. It would help me. And we both know I need help if I’m ever going to control myself.”

“Okay. Order one and we’ll try it out.”

“Try it out for how long?” he asked, merely out of curiosity.

She smiled. “As long as I want.”

He found himself smiling.

He ordered a FYJENNICC HT-V5 Chastity Cage Cock Cage off of Amazon. He chose that one for the simple reason that it had the highest reviews. Of course there were only five reviews, and that might be from company employees, but…he had to start somewhere.

On a Friday night he sat down with Linda and a couple of glasses of bourbon and Coke.

The chastity device was on the kitchen table, harmless, in pieces, and holding tremendous potential.

Tom could feel his excitement boiling. He had never been so hard, which was so odd because he was about to lock up his dingus.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to get that thing on.”

She looked at his groin. It was bulging.

“Take off your clothes.”

He looked up at her, then did as she commanded.

She studied his body as he stood there. He was thin, wiry, and his cock just wasn’t all that much.

His penis, only four inches, stuck straight out. But it was so very hard.

“Okay, if you decide to do this, then I’ll masturbate you so you can get it on.”

“Really?” He thought about impure thoughts and being warned against masturbation. “I don’t know if—“

“Just once,” she said wryly. “I know what you’ve been thinking, Lord knows we’ve discussed it enough, but…one bout of choking the chicken isn’t going to kill you, and we can just consider it a going away party for your little fellow.”

Your little fellow, he thought sadly. Why couldn’t I have been born John Holmes?

“Well, we could, but…I think that defeats the purpose.”

“Your choice. Don’t say I didn’t offer.”

She was wearing a peignoir, her breasts thrusting out. She was fully made up. She had taken to making herself as beautiful as possible. Not just because it was a test for Tom, but because she liked being beautiful, especially now that she could do so without him drooling all over her.

“So how are you going to get small enough to fit inside your new best friend?”

Buddy was sleeping in the corner, chasing cats in his dreams. His legs twitched in running type motions.

“I don’t know. Wait?”

“I’ll drink to that,” Linda hoisted her glass.

So they drank. Within two drinks Linda went to Coke, and Tom poured more and more bourbon into his glass.

“Is drinking this much an example of purity?” Linda asked at one point.

“Ish in a good caush,” he answered. “But you got to promish…you got to put the dingish on my thingish…”

“Okay,” she laughed. She was really enjoying this.

Truth, ever since Tom had started obsessing on being a better human being, and then found an interest in chastity, she had been feeling horny.

But she hadn’t acted on that horniness. She had controlled herself and asked for sex only once a week. Denying him had been so much more fun than sex.

And now she was about to deny him big time. She would have the key, she could sneak and vibe herself off when she felt like it, and she could keep him in his chastity for weeks, maybe even months.

God, did that make her wet!

The night progressed, and finally, Linda suspected Tom wasn’t even aware any more, his penis went down.

She quickly tried a couple of sizes and settled on one that was snug, but didn’t choke. She locked the thing, then hung the key on a gold chain around her neck. The other key she thought about throwing away, but finally decided on hiding it in a shoebox in his closet.

Not her closet, because that was where he would look. He would never expect her to hide the key in his closet.

Giggling, she returned to the table.

Tom was half slumped, his eyes bleary, and she helped him to his feet. “Come on, lover. Time to hit the sack.”

“Yeah.” He looked down at himself. “Fucker’s really gone, isn’t it.”

Linda trembled, her knees suddenly weak. What he had said…gone…holy moley!

She walked him down the hallway, supporting him, feeling an orgasm edging into her.

God! How could this be! She had only locked him up! She hadn’t done anything! She hadn’t touched herself, and yet…and yet…

She stopped just inside the doorway and pushed him up against the wall.

He was drunk, sloppy, but she didn’t care.

He was hers. He was her prisoner. He was hers to do with what she wanted.

And right then she just wanted to kiss him, to hold his now caged package, to feel his body and lust after it.

She wanted that spontaneous orgasm without touching that had almost happened in the kitchen.

That he was drunk and sloppy helped her. It made her even hornier.

“Oh, honey,” he sobbed, and she pushed his head to her breasts.

Lightening lanced through her nipples, and she held her head back and leaned against him, supported herself on him.

“I love you,” he sobbed.

And she came. Just like that. A blast of white hot fever rushing through her body, consuming her, making her shiver and quake and hardly able to stand up.

She held on, sliding half down his body, and found herself on her knees, staring at his chastity tube,

God, it was beautiful. She could see his flesh inside, plastered up against the plastic. The flesh smooth, outlined in white, the cage heating up and looking downright milky in parts.

She struggled to her feet, then led him to bed.

Chastity brought purity, but it also brought struggles.

He was pure, he couldn’t fuck, and Linda didn’t seem too inclined to fuck him.

She sure did like teasing him, though. Teasing got her wet and hot, and she would occasionally have that penetrationless orgasm.

And if she didn’t, she could push the situation with his tongue. Or his fingers.

But, purity notwithstanding, he endured a level of frustration that he had not known could exist.

Every moment of every day was a challenge to his struggling cock.

Still, he forced himself to go on. He suffered through her desire for sex with no penetration. NPA she called it, No Polk Attached.

He found himself taking cold showers and talking to himself.

He exercised, running and biking for hours, repeating the mantra in his mind. No! No! No!

And he found a strange thing happening.

Over the months he felt a sensation growing in his chest. It was as if the sperm in his balls was being transmuted into a glowing golden sensation running up through his chest.

It was funny, one moment he would be laying on the rug, humping the carpet and crying, and the next moment he would be in a rapture, above the need for sex, in a sort of sexually deprived heaven.

It changed the way he behaved.

Self imposed chastity had been one thing, but now that he had no choice, and now that he was getting only one fuck a month—one which he didn’t even really want to partake in, but which he had to for the sake of Linda—he was becoming a totally different person.

It was as if somebody had taken the filters off his eyes and he could see.

He began insisting on opening the door for Linda, even though she drove. He would just open the door, see to her comfort in the driver’s seat, then run around and get in himself.

He held chairs for her.

He was happy, and he wanted other people to feel that happiness, that comfort of the mind that he was experiencing.

He helped out with the housework. A lot.

He would hear the vacuum start up and he would stop what he was doing and run into the living room and insist on taking over.

He found himself doing odd things, like polishing the silverware, or washing the windows on the outside of the house.

And he was happy.

In fact, he was ecstatic.

Just a warm, wonderful feeling suffusing his body.

His cock started to settle down. It still struggled occasionally, but he found himself now able to refuse those impure thoughts.

He simply stood, as if meditating, hung his head, and willed his boner away. Then he raised his head, smiled, and went on with helping with the housework.

His work ethic improved. He was getting twice as much work done, and it was now virtually error free.

It was as if, when his sex was imprisoned, his spirit had been let out.

Linda was also happy. She was getting more sex now than ever before.

“Honey,” she would smile and look at him over breakfast, or during the day, and he would see it in her look.

“Okay,” he would nod happily.

He was being tested, and he was intent on passing the test. He wold experience a single mindedness that he had never before experienced as he lay between her legs and delved deep with his tongue. Or fist.

Or he would fuck her, wearing a strap on, and glory in the look of pleasure emitting from her beautiful eyes.

And life progressed.

Tom was sitting in a chair on the patio, throwing a stick for Buddy. Buddy would happily scamper across the lawn, dive into the bushes, and come trotting back, happy as a dog with a stick, and drop it in his hand.

“Here go, handsome,” and he tossed again. And again and again.

“Hey, honey,” Linda sauntered out with a pair of drinks. As usual, she was wearing a peignoir. A half bra underneath the translucent material showed off her bulging breasts, and the nipples peeked over the edge.

“Thank you,” he smiled at her, and he sipped.

He didn’t drink as much lately. He was so happy, and he just didn’t drink. No need to go searching for relief when he had no problem to seek relief from.

“You know,” he said as she settled into the chair next to him, “I’ll bet if you put drunks in chastity you could make them sober.”

“Ha! Let’s see you get that past the town council.”

“Hell, the Supreme Court.”

They chuckled and watched Buddy jump at a bush where the stick had lodged higher up. He would eventually shake the bush enough that the stick would fall.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh oh,” quipped Linda. “Is that wood I smell burning?”

“Har de har,” he said with a satisfied smile.

“So what have you been thinking about.”

“Castration.”

Linda didn’t move. She held her drink. She stared at Buddy.

Tom said nothing. He let the word hang in the air like the bomb it was.

“Tell me about it.”

“I watched Buddy, he’s the one who got this started. Tell the truth, he seems happier. He’s the same dog, but now he’s not sexually obsessed. He even gets erections every once in a while.

“I watched myself, struggling to be pure. I got over being a horn dog. I can satisfy you without my penis, which is, I must admit, rather underpowered.

“Now I’m in chastity, and…I like it. Oh, it was difficult at first. I went through frustration like you can’t believe, but now…I’m not just happier, I’m ecstatic. I feel like I’m in a state of rapture that just doesn’t end.

“The kicker to all this is that you don’t need my rather undersized peeny. You seem to have much better sex when I use my tongue and my fist, when I use one of the dildos we’ve collected over the past months.”

“You do make a good case,” Linda murmured.

In truth, she was close to orgasm. She was heating up down there. She could feel herself ready to pop. She was hotter and wetter than she had ever been. She was so excited, and she didn’t really understand it.

It had been building for months, this horniness, and now…now it was peaking.

Could castrating her husband really result in that much joy?

That was moment where Linda truly looked at herself, and she was having thoughts which would take years to sift through.

But the real thought right then was…his castration.

He would have no balls.

“Are you talking castration with penectomy? A full emasculation?“

I don’t know.”

“Well, you could give up your testicles, and still get boners. You could give up your penis, and still have lots of testosterone making you horny. Have you considered the fact that it might be the testosterone that is giving you such wonderful feelings?”

He frowned. “If it was up to you, what would you have me lose?”

“All of it.” She didn’t even hesitate. It just spurted out of her like she had been thinking about it all along.

But she hadn’t, unless it was a deep though that had just surfaced.

He nodded. “But it’s still my choice.”

She placed a hand on his knee. “Honey, it’s all your choice. It always has been and always will be. But I do have one request to make of you.”

“What’s that?”

She told him, and his mouth dropped open.

It took a couple of months to arrange, and during that time they had much discussion. Very deep discussion. They talked about the types of operations, what each entailed, what the pros and cons were, recovery times, any medicines that needed to be taken. Everything.

But six months later Tom and Linda headed for the hospital and his big day.

Linda was allowed to watch. She had had to be adamant, but finally the hospital had agreed.

She was in gown and had to go through the whole scrubbing procedure, even though she was going to be sitting on a high chair at the back of the room and wouldn’t be allowed to touch anything.

She watched as Tom was rolled into the room. He gave her a thumbs up then laid back and stared at the ceiling.

Nurses came in and washed him and sterilized his groin area. He wasn’t wearing his chastity device now, and his penis was standing straight up.

Watching, Linda realized that this was the last erection Tom would ever have.

Done with sterilization procedures, the nurses stood back and the doctor moved in.

“Are you ready, Tom?”

“Sure am.” He sounded determined. Maybe not eager, but determined, and Linda wondered at the mix of emotions he must be feeling.

The doctor nodded to the anesthesiologist and a cup was placed over Tom’s face and he counted backwards. To 94.

Linda watched closely, her back erect and her head high as she videoed the operation.

The doctor simply used a scalpel and removed Tom’s testicles. He tied off little tubes, and removed his penis.

Linda stared, and she felt a profound emotion, a sense of loss, yet, inside her belly she sensed a gladness, if it could only come out.

The doctor then began gathering the skin and cutting it off. this was a scrotectomy. The loose sac that held the balls was pulled tight, smoother over, and finally stitched.

When the doctor was done Tom had a smooth front with a little pee hole. It looked somewhat like the slit in the head of his dick. There was no baggy skin, just a smooth mons.

It was done.

Tom woke up and was aware quickly.

He asked Linda about the operation, but he didn’t want to see it yet. He wanted to just rest, go home, and in his leisure reflect on what had been done to him.

“How are you feeling, honey?”

“Tired,” he smiled.

And he went to sleep.

A few days later Tom was released and he was wheeled out of the hospital in a wheel chair.

He was bright and chipper, but warned against strenuous exercise.

Linda drove, and they talked lightly, surface talk, and avoided any discussion of deep feelings.

They arrived home and Tom entered the house walking like an old man.

“Are you sore?”

“More numb than sore, but I sure don’t feel like clicking my heels.”

“How about a drink?”

“I don’t think so. Hey! Buddy! Did you miss me?”

Buddy had missed him, and he jumped and pranced and danced and tried to lick Tom’s whole body with his tongue.

A week later Tom was able to walk normally, and two weeks later he was given the okay to do moderate exercise, but don’t overdue it.

He walked around the block.

Two weeks later he was running around the block, and four weeks later he was given the okay to start biking.

Linda watched him leave the house, and she sighed.

Tom was, indeed, a changed man.

He wasn’t a horn dog any more. Not by a long shot.

He was polite, considerate, and more concerned with her than himself.

At night time they snuggled, and it was the nicest, purest feeling Linda had ever had.

Pure love, without sex to get in the way.

And if she wanted sex he was glad to oblige.

In fact, he seemed to get more out of strapping on a dildo, or using his mouth, than he ever had with a penis.

Yet, she sighed. There was one more thing she wanted, and Tom had agreed to it.

Funny, she had never thought about it in the beginning, but…it was a logical next step, when you think about it.

At least, it was logical for her, and Tom seemed more than willing, even anxious.

Tom arrived home an hour later. He kissed Linda, quite passionately considering that he had no more testosterone coursing through his veins, and went for a shower.

He was scrubbing down, using a bit of Nair, making sure he was sexy bald over his whole body.

The shower door opened and Linda was there. She was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke and a handful of pills.

“You’ve recovered, it’s time.”

He nodded, and without stopping the shower he took the pills, washed them down with bourbon and Coke, and handed the glass back.

He thought Linda was going to head back to the kitchen, but she just placed the glass on the counter and stepped into the shower.

They held each other, pure in their love.

“Thank you,” she whispered into his long hair.

“Por nada,” he replied.

She kissed him. “You might have to do me.”

“Ready, willing, and able, in an unable way,” he smiled.

“How is it, Tom?” she asked, drawing back a little.

“It’s more and it’s less,” he replied. “I have more of that wonderful glowing feeling inside, and yet, there are things I miss. I miss the idea of plunging into you. That intimacy is special, and I’m sorry I had to give it up.”

“Are you glad you did?”

“Yes and no.” Then he chuckled.

“What?”

“It’s always going to be like that. No matter how much research I did, no matter the fantasies and thoughts…it’s different. But men have been castrated for centuries, for the length of man’s history. There were castrati in Italy, pre-puberty boys castrated so they could sing better. There were monks castrated so they could worship God better. There were people who were castrated against their will, and they all had a choice. Even the unfortunates who were simply punished. But with all that choice, I’m glad you asked that one thing of me.”

She stared at him.

“I think that experiencing female hormones, becoming feminized, going through a transformation of gender, getting breasts and living like a woman, will give me that little something that I miss, or that I think I miss.”

“But if it doesn’t”

“Then it doesn’t matter. As long as I have you…nothing matters. And that is the secret of the universe.”

Under the sluicing of warm shower water they kissed again, and he felt her breasts, and lowered his hand to her pussy.

And Linda rejoiced in her soul. Maybe a man’s castration, or complete emasculation wasn’t for everybody, but it sure was for her.

She had never been so happy in her life.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Sex Switched by a Witch!

She was his step mother and a MILF

and she feminized him ruthlessly!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Witches get a bad rap. People have been picking on witches for hundreds of years, and what is a witch, really?

She’s a human being with extra abilities. With talents that the untalented people are jealous of those talents and who then attack the witch because of them.

And just like people, there can be good witches and bad.

One witch might curse you, and you’ll break a leg, or go limp, or suffer some other weird misfortune.

Another witch might bless you, make that beautiful girl love you, help your ding dong stay strong, and give you other wonderful presents.

So don’t hate them, love them, and realize this one, important factor: everybody has talent, so don’t attack people with talents, seek them out, learn from them, and become a person of talent yourself.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“He was a good man…” the preacher droned on.

Johnny stood with bowed head and let the tears fall from his eyes. They fell on the ground just in front of the toes of his shiny shoes.

“…loved by all, he…”

Next to him Shiela stood, a veil over her face. No tears came from her eyes, at least none that anybody could see, but the occasional sob was heard by everybody.

Around them, and around the hole in the earth, a hundred mourners stood. Some dabbed their eyes with hankies. Some just stood, eyes downcast, a miserable look on their faces.

“dust unto dust, earth unto earth…”

“Oh, Johnny,” Shiela gripped his hand suddenly, her slender but voluptuous body leaning against his arm.

Johnny supported her with an arm, and even though it was his father’s funeral, he felt her breasts against his arm.

Large breasts, with pink tips that her sexy outfits around the house didn’t hide.

Under that veil was her mouth, a red plumpness that he wanted to kiss. Always.

Damn, he was getting a boner just thinking about it, and that’s all he needed, a boner at his father’s funeral.

Fortunately, the preacher finished his spiel and everybody began to step forward and toss handfuls of dirt on the shiny lid of the coffin in which resided his father’s earthly remains.

“Can we leave now?” Shiela whispered, her veil brushing against his ear.

Johnny nodded and guided her out of the circle of his father’s friends. They walked between the rows of headstones, heads down, noting flowers on some of the graves, overgrown weeds on others.

They didn’t talk, and the chauffeur was waiting. He opened the door and Johnny and Shiela bent and entered the spacious automobile.

It was cool in the vehicle, the AC running on high.

Shiela sat, and took the veil off.

In the darkness of the limo her beauty shone. She had dark hair, red, red lips, her eyes were level and could melt Johnny on the spot.

The driver sat behind the wheel and closed the door. He pulled away from the low curb and wend his way through the cemetery. They passed people come to pay respects, and no one could see in through the tinted windows.

Shiela’s hand slid over Johnny’s thigh and rested on his groin.

He sighed.

“You had a boner during the ceremony,” Shiela chuckled.

“I’ve got a boner now,” he said.

“When we get home I’ll spank it for you.”

“Good.”

They sat quietly after that, Shiela occasionally rubbing Johnny’s groin, as the limo sped through the countryside.

They arrived at their big apartment at noon, just in time for lunch. But it was a lunch like no other.

The apartment was the whole top floor of the  Hansen building. It had seven bedrooms, four bathrooms, a billiards room a library and a huge kitchen. It even had a small swimming pool on a large side patio.

That’s right, that Hansen. Roger Hansen, who had just died and been buried. The financial genius who could have bought out Bill Gates.

His wife, Johnny’s step-mother, strode into the bedroom, pulling Johnny by the crotch.

“I’m sorry Roger’s gone,” stated Shiela, throwing the young man, he was only 20, on the bed. “Fortunately, we had plenty of time to discuss what he wanted done with his estate, and with you.”

Johnny wasn’t surprised by the fact that Shiela had unzipped him and grabbed him overtly by the penis. He went eagerly.

His step-mother was a MILF, that was for sure. Ever since he had come to live with his grand-father Shiela had been smiling at him, brushing up against him. Now she was even more open in her affections.

She leaned over him and unbuckled him, pulled his pants off and threw them over her shoulder.

“And we’re going to have to discuss our financial arrangements, and other things, but for right now I want you to know one thing…I’m in charge.”

She pulled his shoes off, threw them tot he side, then peeled his socks off and dropped them next to the bed.

“But…wait…”

“For what?” she asked, ripping at his shirt, buttons popping and shooting across the room. “I’m fucking hungry. I need sex a lot, and you’re nominated. Besides, once I fuck you I own you.”

She pulled his tee shirt off and he was naked.

Johnny was a handsome enough fellow. Brown, soulful eyes, long, brown hair, an oval face with even features. His body was his only weakness, being slender with just a trace of pudge on it. Youth had kept him relatively trim, but there was no way to hide the little love handles that soft living had brought him.

Still, he was good looking.

And now he was rich. And so was Shiela. They were listed as co-inheritors in the will, and her remarks about getting together on financial arrangements were right, and her comment about ‘owning him’ was ominous.

But, though he had noted the remarks, he wasn’t thinking about them right then. He was thinking about what his eyes were seeing as he lay on the bed and stared at Shiela.

The veil was gone and her face was pale with bright red lips. Her eyes were very, very dark. Almost like she had no whites. Her nose was lengthy, but not ugly. It just gave people the idea that she was looking down on them. She was a remarkable beautiful woman, about thirty years old, and commonly touted as a gold digger by the newspapers.

Johnny, as she grabbed his weenie and began to suck, wasn’t about to have an opinion. No man would, having his ashes hauled like that.

She could have been Hillary Clinton for all Johnny cared as she slurped on his hog.

Well, maybe not Hillary.

She clawed her way up his young body, losing clothes as she moved.

The short, block outfit was pushed aside revealing a thong and shelf bra. The boobs that peered over the top of the shelf were absolutely amazing. They were big with pink points, and they were flushed with excitement right then.

Her waist was tiny, and her hips round and perfect for grabbing.

She hovered for a split second, then, without using her hand, dropped down on him.

Johnny gasped. She was older, a MILF, but that cunt was tighter than any college girl he had ever sampled.

And she knew what to do with it.

“Don’t squirt,” she told him, and she went to town.

Johnny humped and pumped, he did his best to keep up, but he was outmatched.

Shiela simply knew how to fuck.

Knew how to fuck, he realized in the dim recesses of his mind, like a woman who had 10,000 fucks of experience.

In the end, all he could do was hold on to her hips as she took control and made him her own.

Done with the amenities of a dedicated bout of love making, though it was more sheer sex than love, Shiela sat at her vanity and brushed her long, dark hair.

Johnny hadn’t squirted. He was erect like he had never been, and couldn’t understand it.

“I didn’t…didn’t…”

“I know,” she smiled in the mirror at him. A smile without teeth, and very knowing. “I like my men that way. I want you always ready. I need sex a lot, and…” she shrugged. She was very unconcerned about how her statement revealed her lack of…was it morality?

“Did you fuck my grand-father that way?”

“Oh, honey, he fucked me that way. I owe everything I am to him, and don’t think that just because you’re my little fuck toy that I don’t miss him. I loved him, and I love you, but I’ve got my priorities straight.”

Her priorities straight? Johnny wondered what her priorities really were.

“Now then, we’ve got a lot of work to do. I’ve got the businesses on auto pilot for the foreseeable future, and I’ll be handling them from another realm, anyway. The most important thing we have to do now is see to you.”

“What about me?”

“You’re uneducated, slovenly, and you don’t even know how to use that delightful prick of yours.”

“What?” Not that he disagreed with her, but…that was pretty ballsy of her to treat him like that.

“But don’t worry about it.”

And, amazingly, he stopped worrying.

In fact, he had stopped worrying, really, when she had taken his hand at the funeral!

“Now, come here. Sit.”

She stood up and had him sit at her table.

She stood behind him and placed her hands on his face. She pressed gently on his cheeks and studied his features.

“Okay, we’ve got a lot to work with.”

She lifted his hair with her hands and held it out behind him. “Good. Best hair I’ve seen in a long time.”

She placed her hands on his shoulders. “But I don’t think…” she frowned, and kept that thought to herself.

“What are you talking about?” he asked.

“We need to work on you. And I don’t think I like the way…hmmm.”

She was back up at his face, her fingers long and slender, her touch cool, but leaving a tracing of heat where she touched.

“Well, first things first, I suppose. In my closet you will find a pair of high heels. The ones with buckles and padlocks. Bring them to me.”

Johnny normally would have. laughed at such a request. He had been raised rich, he wasn’t a servant, but something moved him. His feet just shuffled, a liquid sort of power slithered through his leg veins, and he found himself at her closet.

It was a big walk in, big as a small bedroom, and it was loaded with underwear, dresses, shoes, everything a woman would need to be stylish and well dressed.

He found the shoes easily enough, and he stared at them for a brief moment before the liquid in his veins moved him again.

They were dark leather. Not quite black, more of a midnight sort of grey. They were tall, would cover her calves. The laces were made of a thick material that was almost like wire.

At the top were little padlocks.

He picked them up and brought them to her.

“Put them on.”

“What?”

She smiled at his confusion. “I need to break them in, I hate sore feet, so you will break them in for me.”

“I’m not wearing women’s boots! They wouldn't fit, anyway!”

“Oh, you’ll like these boots,”

And he changed his mind. “I will?”

“Oh, yes. They will shape your calves, slenderize your ankles, and make you feel good all the way up to…” she grabbed his balls, “…here.”

He shivered. God, he was horny. To be used for a fuck, and to be treated in such cavalier fashion, it was…heady.

“Now, sit down and put them on.”

Since she was sitting on the vanity chair now, he sat on the floor. He was naked and his butt felt the thick carpet.

He slid one boot onto a foot, and up the leg, and…it felt good.

It felt like someone was massaging his calf. Hands in the boot slickered up and down, and he actually pulled and pushed the boot a couple of times to better feel this sensation.

In the mirror, put on fresh lipstick, Shiela smiled at him with one eyebrow lifted.

He put on the other boot, felt that same shaping sensation, and pulled and pushed it.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“You bet,” Shiela responded. “Now tie them tight and close the padlocks.

He pulled the long laces, working up the boots to the top. “But I don’t have a key!”

“I do. The key is in my heart. Now, lock.”

He closed the little padlocks, and they clicked, and he was locked into the high heels.

He stood up, and felt taller. Three inches taller, and he looked around in wonder.

“Like it, eh?”

“It’s…pleasurable,” he admitted.

“And it will get more pleasurable. Practice walking.”

Johnny had never walked in high heels in his life, but walking in the boots was educating. Within a few back and forths in the room he was striding like he had worn the heels his whole life.

He placed his feet in line, felt his ass sway, and it wasn't even like he was walking. It was like the heels were walking, and taking him for a ride.

And with every step he felt that shimmying sensation like his legs were being massaged. Up and down, and the thrill went up to his groin and made his penis pulse even harder.

Shiela frowned. She turned around and stared at his groin. “We’re going to have to do something about that. Be limp.”

His dick shrunk down to a nubbin.

“What the fuck?” he blurted. Oddly, though he was surprised that she could simply tell his dick to go down and it would, he was more upset that he had shrunk without cumming!

Shiela intuited, with a lopsided smile, what his real upset was. “Don’t worry. You’ll cum some day. Maybe. Maybe not. But you’ll always be horny.”

His dick stayed limp, but he felt that sensation inside his veins, that liquid sensation that had made him walk into the closet, but this time it was aimed through his body, all of body, from the tops of his fingers and toes, inward to the groin.

His penis didn’t get hard, but it felt like he was on the verge of cumming. He stumbled in his practice walking and gripped his groin.

“Don’t touch it, just feel it,” instructed Shiela.

Johnny suddenly couldn’t move his hands towards his penis. Couldn’t scratch his balls. All he could do was whimper as the desire filled him, without causing dick inflation.

“What did you do?” he sobbed. “I need to cum.”

“Control yourself.”

He stopped sobbing, but he still felt the roaring sensation of sexual stimulation focusing in his body.

Why wasn’t his dick getting bigger?

How could she make him feel this way?

And he knew it was her.

Being told to go to the closet, being told to put on the boots…it was her. And his mind flashed to their sex.

She had fucked him, and had had orgasms, lots of them. But he hadn’t cum, and now she…owned him.

“Who are you?” he whispered.

She stood up and came to him then. She placed a gentle hand on his face, just touched him, and he felt his heart pounding. Her simple touch to his face was ten times more potent than an intense grip of his dick.

He grew even more hornier, and his cock pulsed like it was going to explode…but it didn’t swell up.

It was just a limp, little noodle, under her nefarious control.

“Hmm. Maybe I should let you keep it. It is fun. For me, if not for you.” She grinned as if making a joke, but the horniness overwhelming Johnny wasn’t very funny to him.

His dick felt like it was going to squirt, his balls ached like they had too much semen in them.

He wanted to squirt more than he ever had in his life.

Yet, he was in her hand.

Hands, as she placed her other hand on his other check.

She held his face, and she would frequently hold his face like this. “Yes. I could reshape you, except for that. That might solve a lot of problems. Do you want to have an orgasm, Johnny?”

“Oh, God!” His legs trembled and it was only the sexy grip of the high heeled boots that kept his body upright.

“Good. Get dressed now. We’re going to the cabin.”

She let go of his face and began getting dressed herself.

The cabin wasn’t really a cabin, it was a mansion in the woods.

It was located six hours out of the city, and Roger had frequently talked about getting an airport built, or at least a helipad, but it was one of the things that would never get done now. At least, not by him.

The weather was good, and that was good, because Shiela’s car of choice was an Atom Arial.

The Atom was a two seater with no doors and no roof. It was just a frame, a motor, and two seats.

Johnny sat in the passenger seat and gripped the bottom of the seat with his hands, his hands turning white and remaining so for the whole trip.

Shiela sat in the driver’s seat, her eyes glittering, and shifted gears  gleefully. Her legs pumped up and down on the clutch and the brake and the gas. The wind tore through the little vehicle and sent their hair in streams behind them, blowing over the back rest freely.

Johnny glanced at the speedometer once, and didn’t dare do that again.

“Can’t you go slower?” he begged, his voice shredded by the wind.

“Why?” And if anything, she went faster.

She lane changed on a fierce zig zag, bouncing Johnny side to side, and back when she hit the gas.

When they drove the countryside she really opened it up. He was pressed back into the seat as if by a giant hand, and sometimes he felt like the blood wasn’t going to be able to course through his body, the artificial gravity of their turns was that much.

Then she reached the lone road that led to the cabin. If anything, she went faster.

“What if we hit a dog or something?” Johnny cried out.

Doggone,” yelled Shiela back at him, and laughed hysterically.

Then they were there.

The mansion was three stories. It had gables and chimneys, and even a turret on the far right.

There was no sign of a staff, yet everything was in good repair, but…gloomy.

The architecture didn’t help, being a bit gothic, and it was painted a dull grey color. The trim was black, and Italian Cypress trees, looking like minutemen missiles, stood guard around the structure.

The driveway was a large horseshoe, and there was a fountain in the middle of the horseshoe.

Beyond the driveway, stretching a hundred feet to the woods, was a thick lawn.

It was clean, but it needed cutting.

“Ah, home sweet home,” said Shiela, skidding to a stop. How’s your dick?”

Johnny looked down. “It’s…small.”

“But it’s not horny, is it?”

“No?” and there was a bit of surprise in Johnny’s voice.

“That’s because you were scared. If you want to maintain that horniness you need to live a life that is fearless. That’s why I drive fast, so I can stay horny.”

“I’d rather just cum.”

“Ha!” Shiela unfolded herself from the car and stretched. As he climbed out Johnny stared at her form. Lord, she had a perfect body. It was like an hourglass with too much sand on top.

“Come on, Johnson.”

Shiela strode towards the entrance like a general on his way to the battle front.

Johnny followed along, and now that he was no longer terrified of her driving his penis was starting to feel the heat again. The horniness washed over him, but, still, his dick remained small.

What the fuck? How was he ever going to get rid of that horny feeling? With it so small he couldn’t fuck, and he couldn’t even masturbate.

Shiela opened the double doors and stepped into the cabin. Johnny was right behind her.

The front room was massive. Big enough for balls. The dancing kind, not the kind between Johnny’s legs.

The floor was hardwood, well kept and polished, with a variety of rugs under the two couches, under the chairs, under the settees.

Two massive chandeliers hung from the high ceiling, and the ceiling was plastered, but with thick beams supporting the floor above.

The light was adequate, but barely. Even in the middle of the day it needed artificial light to be hospitable.

Johnny had never been particularly fond of the cabin, and he had avoided going to it for years.

Sure, when he was young, pre-teen, he had loved to walk in the spooky woods, to catch frogs in the shallow ponds, to try and lose himself in the depths.

But there was something about the woods that did not allow him to get lost.

Or perhaps it was that the big house, the house that he didn’t like, provided some sort of magnetism.

Whatever, his grandfather never seemed to worry about the fact that he would wander through the thick woods.

That ended when Johnny found out there were bears and boars in the thicket. After that day he stopped wandering.

His grandfather just chuckled, and did his own occasional wandering.

And when he was young he liked to run through the house. Even without friends for company, he felt a certain ‘kinship’ with the edifice. He raced through the halls, jumped on the beds, and didn’t care if he upset, and even broke, the occasional lamp.

The only place he didn’t go to was the basement. He looked down the long stairs into the pitch darkness, and there was something deeply unsettling to it.

But his grandfather went into the basement often, referred to it as his workshop.

“You don’t like this place,” murmured Shiela, leading the way up the stairs.

“I used to,” he admitted.

“Too bad.” Then, interested, Shiela asked, “Why, or when did you stop liking it?”

“I heard about the bears,” Johnny confessed. “And…the basement.” He actually gave a shiver just mentioning that weird place.

Shiela turned down the hall.

“The bears would never hurt you. They know better. But it’s just as well you didn’t go into the basement. It’s pretty dangerous down there.”

“Dangerous?”

“Enough talk,” smiled Shiela, turning into the master bedroom. “I need sex. It’s been a long ride, and I need to rejuvenate. Get your clothes off. But not your boots.”

Johnny was taken by surprise, but not really.

A blink as he complied, started removing his clothes, but acceptance of her gargantuan appetite for sex.

He stood in the high heels, looking down at them. Walking in them had rejuvenated him. He loved the massaging feeling of walking in them, and he loved feeling extra tall, of looking over the land as if he was the lord and master.

Though he was nothing to her.

She spread eagled him and tied his wrists and ankles to the four posters.

He didn’t resist, something in him wouldn’t let him, and she sat on his chest and looked down at him.

“Poor Johnson.” She made a tsk sound and shook her head. So young, and so scared.

“Why do you call me Johnson?”

“Because you’re my little, Johnson. At least, for a while. Then we shall see. We’re going to have visitors soon, and I want you to fuck me good enough to last. Nothing’s worse than getting horny amongst my friends. They would deny me until I think I am going to die.”

With that she moved forward, planted her pussy on his face. She ground down and pulled on her tits and fucked his nose.

Johnny gasped for breath, was smothered, but, the weird thing, it felt like his cock was growing!

And it was!

She moved off him after a minute, backed up, and sank down on him.

“Nice, eh? To break the spell of the shrunken cock you merely need to taste my cunt. One taste and you’re return to your original size, but only until I have had enough orgasms. We’re linked, you and I, and when I’ve had enough, so has your cock. Unfortunately, poor Johnson, your cock may have had enough, but you never will.

She laughed and began to ride him.

For an hour she bucked and twisted and took pleasure form his helpless body.

He cried out, and whined and begged, but she wasn’t about to grant him release.

“Not for a while, Johnson Boy. Not until I’ve figured out what to do with you, and done it.”

She bent then, and kissed his mouth, kept her hips grinding even as she took his mouth. Then she straightened up and went back to just riding him like he was a two dollar mule.

And, after a while, she felt the need for more. Apparently the orgasms weren’t enough by themselves, she needed more stimulation. She began to twist his nipples, causing him pain, making him buck harder and yell out.

Then she clawed his sides, digging her nails deep, and he would always wonder why he didn’t just bleed to death right then.

Then she reached under her and gripped him. She twisted his balls and he screamed.

But, in some nether portion of his mind, he liked it.

He didn’t think he would have liked it before, but she was breaking him down, introducing him to new feelings, new desires.

Finally, she stepped off him.

She wasn’t tired, she was energized. Her face was glowing, her body was flushed, she looked so alive.

She opened up a drawer and took out a plug.

“This is called a ‘pear of anguish.’ I think you will be very entertaining if you have this in. Besides, it will stop my friends from screwing your sexy, little ass. At least, until I’m ready for that.”

Johnny was exhausted, and he wasn’t. He was tired, but a nervous energy had suffused him. His eyes were bright and his skin glowed.

She pushed his legs apart and said, “Relax. Let this happen.”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want that thing in him. But he found himself relaxing in spite of whatever he felt.

Then he felt her inserting the thing. Sliding it in smoothly.

That wasn’t so bad.

Then she began twisting the base, and the plug opened up, like a flower, inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned.

It hurt, but in the most delicious way. His rectum was tight, clutching the thing, but inside he could feel the expansion, pushing his tissues, opening him up.

“Don’t you just love that?”

His distaste vanished and he did, indeed, love the painful sensation.

“Now don’t start rubbing up against things. You might hurt yourself. Okay.”

He bit his lip and nodded, and tried to deal with the amazingly wonderful sensation of being fucked without being fucked.

Just plugged.

She released his restraints and pulled on his arm.

He moved like an old man at first, sore from the afternoon of wonderful abuse, and afraid of moving quickly with that big pear in his butt.

Shiela just laughed.

“Okay. I’ve got things to do, and I want you to look beautiful for the party.”

“Party?”

“I told you I had friends on the way. Well, they have friends, and their friends a have friends, and it looks like we’re going to have a big party. So I want you to take a shower. There’s Nair in my bathroom. There’s also body soap and cream and shampoo and conditioner. Make sure you let the conditioner stay in your hair for fifteen minutes before washing it out. Got it?”

He nodded.

“And you will follow instructions exactly.” Not a request, a command, and he found himself again nodding his head.

“Good. Now, get busy. And don’t get dressed. I’ll dress you when I come back.”

“Where are you going?”

“I have some things to do,” was all she would say. That and, “You can shower with your heels on.”

Johnny entered the bathroom. It was modern, with old architecture in the fixtures.

He put the Nair on, not even thinking about refusing. She had commanded, after all, and he couldn’t even think of revolt.

After fifteen minutes the burn started and he stepped into the shower. Then followed a delightful period of self-pampering.

He washed himself with special soap, and his now hairless body glowed with the feeling of fresh skin.

He shampooed, and he felt the body of his hair…thicken. His hair just felt thicker and shinier and…healthy.

He put the conditioner on and left it for fifteen minutes, then he rinsed it off.

His hair was lush, it felt light and slick and rich and…like a pussy!

He had a sudden vision of putting his cock in his hair and jacking it. then the vision shifted and he frowned. Somebody else was putting their cock in his hair.

He shivered, and finished rinsing and stepped out of the shower.

His body glowed, was alive and tingling. It felt so sexy.

He looked down at his high heels. His legs…they looked…different. But he wasn’t sure how.

Oddly, the water of the shower had felt like it was getting inside his boots, but sticking his finger between the odd leather and his own skin he felt dryness.

Well, the boots had certainly helped him keep his balance. He hadn’t slipped or even buckled an ankle once.

In fact, he felt like the Rock of Gibralter in the shower.

He dried himself off. Looked at his shrunken dick, it seemed even smaller, like a prune, or even a raisin.

So sad. Yet…he suddenly felt a certain sexy pride in it.

WTF? He had always been proud of the large size of it, now he was proud of the smallness?

But, nothing to do about it, and he walked out into the bedroom.

His clothes were laid out on the bed, and his mouth opened in shock. He was supposed to wear…these?


Part Two

“I see you like your outfit.” Shiela strode into the bedroom. She was dressed in lingerie, but she wore it like it was a gown.

He didn’t like his outfit, until she said that, then he suddenly did.

“It’s beautiful,” he gasped.

She picked up the panties and tossed them to him.

They were silky, blue, and a thong.

He pulled them on over his boots.

“Nice stems,” Shiela said, bending and feeling his legs.

“There’s something weird going on inside those boots.”

“I’ll say. But it’s okay. It’s supposed to be that way.”

“It is?”

She ignored him, and handed him a corset.

He looked at it. It was black, with stiff bones, shiny, steel clasps, and thick ties.

“I can’t wear this. It’s too small.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll stretch to fit.”

He misconstrued her words, thought he heard her say, ‘it will stretch to fit.’

“Come on, now. I’ll help.” She offered him balance as he stepped into the garment, though he didn’t need help with balance. His boots balanced him.

She helped him pull the corset up his legs, and he did need help with that.

Over his hips, up around his waist.It was a short corset, just for the waist. His hips flared under it, and his chest expanded over it. His chest being his pectorals. And it made his pectorals look like boobs.

Then she closed the clasps and began pulling the ties tight.

Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Enjoy it,” she laughed. And he did.

He smiled as she pulled so tight he couldn’t breath.

For a moment he was being strangled by the body, then he figured out how to pull in a shallow breath, high in his chest.

Oddly, breathing that way made his pectorals look big, like real boobs.

Finally, she was done. He stood, his body now shaped like a girl’s. His waist was slender, and his bottom and top were full. Glancing at a mirror a thought went through his mind: 36 by 24 by 36. Except…the top measurement…it looks bigger.

Then she pulled him around and handed him the dress.

It was blue, silky, smooth to the touch, and…warm to the feel. The bottom went down to the top of his thighs and had a lace hem. The waist was a flat panel, and the corset made him flat enough to wear it without showing any of his love handles. The top clung to his pectorals—damn, it made it looked like his pecs were really boobs!—and he had little quarter panel see through shoulders.

Shiela gripped the top line of the bust and pulled it down. His tits—they really looked like tits!—were held up and pointed out. His nipples were hard, and they even looked bigger than they were.

She frowned and pulled the material back up. “Not yet,” she murmured. “You need a little more on top, first.”

“A little more…” he was confused.

“Okay, you’re good, now sit down and I’ll fix your hair and make up.”

He sat, and there was a piece of his mind that was not sitting, that was shrieking, objecting, but not knowing what it was objecting to.

Shiela brushed his hair out, and it was, as he had noted in the shower after the conditioner, longer.

He liked long hair, but usually just down to his neck. He liked it a little shaggy, a definite male appearance.

Now it was longer, it curled over his shoulders in waves, and he even felt it on his back.

Shiela brushed, and caused a part in the middle, then a part across the front. She brushed the hair down over his face, then cut straight across. Now he had bangs, and he stared at his face. His hair framed it, and Shiela began putting make up on it. She spread creams, brushed on powders, and shadowed his eyes a deep darkness. When she was done his face was pale, and his eyes were dark like caves out of which gleamed the spark of caveman fires and wild animals.

“Oh, I like this. I think it should be your look from now on.”

From now on? he thought. “I’m going to be a girl?”

“No. At least, not totally. I don’t think. I haven't made up my mind. Don’t you want to be a nice, soft, sexy, little girl?”

His mind screamed no, but his voice stuttered, “I…I…”

“Of course you do.”

“I do.”

Shiela smiled and rolled on red, red lipstick.

“Lovely, if I do say so,” murmured Shiela, stepping back and gazing at her work of art. “Stand up.”

Johnny stood up and stared at himself in the mirror.

He was a guy, he knew it, but now he wasn’t sure, for a beautiful young woman stared back at him.

Thin in the waist, large on top—was he getting larger? Were his pectorals swelling up? He better get out of this corset!

And his legs! They didn’t look male anymore. They looked female. Less muscle and the softer curves. Looking at the point where his legs disappeared up into the blue, silk dress he wondered if he still had a pecker. He reached under his dress to feel himself.

“None of that,” laughed Shiela, slapping his hand down.

“I just wanted to—“

“You will not touch yourself tonight. No matter how badly you want to. And, believe me, you will want to.”

That made Johnny so sad, even as his horniness quotient increased.

“But I need to get off.”

“You need to be horny. For now, until you get educated, you need to serve. To be prone to our whims. Only by learning to be one of us in this manner will you grow to your full potential. Remember, Johnson, the more you resist the longer it takes, and there is only so much I can do before your mind starts revolting. Give up quick, don’t revolt, don’t take the more painful path.”

Something in Johnny spoke up then, “Why don’t you just command me?”

Was that bitterness?

“Oh, honey!” Once again she placed a palm against his cheek. She looked into his eyes, all the way in, and she said, “I can only help. The final choice is up to you. I’ve done all that I can, I’ve followed what your mind really wants, but…it’s up to you.”

That made no sense to Johnny, but it was all she would say.

“Now then, the guests will be arriving within the hour, and I’m still horny. I don’t want you to fuck me, however. I don’t want to mess up our outfits. So I’m going to lay down and you’re going to use a vibrator on me. They’re in the bottom drawer of the side table. Use the biggest one.”

Shiela took off her panties and lay sideways across the bed, her legs open and her cunt exposed.

It was a beautiful cunt, now that he actually took the time to observe it.

It was shaved and the labia were large. The clitoris was as big as his thumb.

“It took a lot of work for me to make them that big. I had to hang weights from the labia, and I used a pump to jack up the clit. A pity, but at this point I don’t think you’ll get to experience that. I want to keep you with a dick for a while. I like that it is so small and can be hidden, yet can also grow to large size in an instant.”

Johnny pondered her words, not really understanding her as he selected the biggest vibrator from the side table.

It was a foot long and as thick as his forearm. When he turned it on his whole arm shook violently.

“I wanted to use your fist, but you don’t know enough about that. Now, dig in and do me proud. Don’t turn it on until you’ve got it in me.

Johnny placed the tool between her lips. He pushed forward, using his weight. She did have a tight cunt, after all, though how, using such massive toys, he couldn’t imagine.

Then he turned it on and Shiela began to scream in ecstasy.

Two hours later they walked downstairs, and found that the party had started.

A dozen men and women were gathered in the big room. Sound was issuing from somewhere, but Johnny didn’t know from where. He didn't remember the house having any kind of music system, but the music was in the air, so it must.

Oddly, it was playing mostly songs from the forties. Big band, Stompin’ at the Savoy, In the Mood, Sentimental Journey. Really great stuff, but not too commonly known these days.

And the people wore an odd mix of apparel.

A large lady with giant bosoms wore a gown from the 1890s. she would have looked fashionable on the Titanic.

A pair of fellows wore spats and striped suits from the thirties. They looked like gangsters, but with their pencil mustaches they looked a little too dapper.

One fellow wore a zoot suit. He looked Mexican.

Three ladies were like Shiela, lingerie only, proudly showing off their big bosoms.

Several fellows wore codpieces, and one of them was obviously a chastity tube.

One fellow had his cock out. It hung, a big, fat, but limp, sausage. If that thing ever grew up it would be a monster!

Feathers and silks. Hats and spats. short dresses and long. Suits of purple and lots of bare tits, or cleavage so deep they might as well have been.

“Stay behind me at all times. You will only hear my commands,” and Shiela entered the budding throng.

“Izmarka! You look wonderful!” Shiela kissed a woman with a long Cruella DeVille dress and white, flowing hair. The woman felt Shiela’s tits and smiled happily, “Same old Shiela.”

“Henny! Has your dick grown?” She gripped a man’s hanging penis and felt it. “It has!” She exchanged a deep kiss, lots of passion, gave his balls a squeeze, and moved on.

“Oh, this? This is Johnson. My pretty, little girl. Hands off, you scabby fuck!”

Laughter, though Johnny didn’t know what was so funny.

A hand grabbed his ass and he jumped. “EEK!”

Everybody laughing.

A butler with long tails passed through the throng. He was holding a large silver tray with foaming drinks on it.

“Take the pink one,” Shiela whispered to him, and she took a red one.

The liquor was heady, like nothing Johnny had ever experienced before. It went down his gullet like it was flying, ran into his stomach like it was crashing, and his whole body felt like it was a boner.

“Hedley! Are you still in chastity?”

Men with big noses, or big mouths, or big cocks.

Women with big bosoms, rarely small ones, and smiles that stated they wouldn’t mind devouring you and spitting out the bones.

More people arriving. And more and more.

Within a half hour the place was packed. Probably a hundred people, and still more coming. They were overflowing into the kitchen, the billiards room, a sun room in the back.

Doris Day crooning about dreaming a little dream.

And Johnny, at one point, glanced out the big window at the front of the room.

The front yard was empty. There were no cars. No vehicles parked, no autos coming down the long driveway and circling the horseshoe.

Where had everybody come from?

Hands touched him frequently. At first it unnerved him, but he got used to it. He had to, because it wasn’t going to stop.

A woman walked up to him while Shiela’s back was turned to him. She reached right into his pants and felt his tiny peeny. “Oh, I love it. Let me make you big.”

He smiled, and he felt crawling things in his panties, but his dick stayed the same size. He grinned nervously, not knowing what to say.

“Oh, damn!” the woman wandered off.

Then a man came up and placed his hand right on Johnny’s pectoral. O his…boob. “Nice.”
 

Johnny slapped the man’s hand away and the roared with laughter.

Another pink drink, and it was potent stuff. He felt happy, but confused., but happy.

A hand cupped his butt, then worked its way under the dress.

“How do you like my little Johnson?” asked Shiela, noticing the man’s interest.

Johnny hadn’t even noticed it was a man. The pink shit was strong! He tried to push the man away, but he was weak, or the man was strong. Or both.

“I love it.” It? “But did you have to put a pear in him?”

“It’s the best way to protect my investment.”

The man looked at Johnny closely, then smiled. “Roger’s line. I should have known. Are you grooming?”

“I would like to. I’m preparing him, and we can see what the council says.”

“Well, I like it. He has a good feel to him. Or should I say her?”

“It is okay. I still haven’t decided on the final outcome.”

The man placed a hand on Johnny’s chest, right on the swell of boob. He looked at Shiela with an arched eye. “May I?”

“Of course.”

Johnny felt a strange tingling sensation in his chest. His heart. His boob.

“I see,” said the man. “Yes, I think you’ve chosen wisely. He is good material. Lots of potential. If he can be brought to heel.”

“No problem, yet.”

He smiled. “Would you like me to put a little juice into him? You’ve only been using female energy. My male energy will go a long way.”

“I want him big.”

“Then big he’ll be.”

The man put both hands on Johnny’s chest. He cupped his boobs and stepped close.

Johnny felt that sensation worming through his chest again, but now not just the heart. Both boobs.

“Oh,” he said, growing weak at the knees.

“Hold him up, Shiela.”

Shiela stepped behind Johnny and reached around his waist. She held him up, and the man suddenly kissed Johnny.

Johnny had never kissed a man, never been kissed by a man, and if he was sober he might have objected. But he wasn’t sober, and his whole body was flushed with…with pink drink, and the man was doing something to him, squeezing his tits, but the harder the man squeezed the…they weren’t getting compressed, they were getting expanded!

His nipples suddenly felt like they were going to explode!

“Fuck!” whimpered Johnny right into the man’s mouth.

The man broke the kiss, stepped back, and strength flooded back into Johnny’s legs. He stood, and Shiela let him go.

“That should do it. But remember, I can’t make them small.”

“I don’t think anyone could now,” smiled Shiela. “Thank you, Kirzak. I owe you.”

“We’ll fuck sometime.”

“I’d like that.”

The man nodded to Johnny, then walked away.

Shiela looked after the man. “That was fortunate.” She turned to Johnny, once again placed her hand on his cheek, and whispered into his ear. “You’re a big girl now. But I think I’ll still refer to you as ‘it.’” She laughed, and moved off, and Johnny made sure he was three feet behind her.

The party lasted for hours, and it only got more bizarre the longer it lasted.

A woman appeared with a snake draped around her neck.

A woman arrived, and three black cats slithered around her legs, hissing at anybody who came to close to her.

And uglier people arrived. Men with noses that were four inches long with big, red bulbs on the end.

A woman with three breasts. Nice sized titties, too.

Conjoined twins, at the wrist. They moved through the crowd like they were dancing, and probably were.

A wolf with glowing, red eyes.

Johnny drank more pink. A lot more. Oddly, he wasn’t out of control, even though he kept getting drunker and drunker.

Shiela sipped at an occasional red drink, but grinned at the swirling mass that was Johnny’s mind. “Pretty good stuff, eh?”

Johnny grinned giddily. Being in high heels, being drunk, he should have fallen and broken both his ankles long ago. But he just got harmlessly higher and higher.

They danced, and Shiela kept a hand under his dress and held his limpness. She kissed his ear and said, “I am so glad we fucked earlier, otherwise I couldn’t handle it.”

“I like fucking you,” Johnny blurted.

“I know you do. And when this little soirée is over I’m going to do more than fuck you. Enjoy the anticipation, my little Johnson.”

“Can’t you call me Johnny?” That’s my name.”

“Never again. But don’t worry. You’ll earn another name, and it will be much to your liking.” Then she added, “If I’m right about you.”The next day, about noon, the party started to dwindle.

First, Johnny noticed there were less people. It wasn’t by much, but people were gone. He looked for the lady with the cats. Nowhere.

The man who had ‘supercharged’ his chest. Gone.

People he had noticed, either because of dress or bizarre facial characteristic, nowhere to be seen.

“People are leaving,” he muttered.

Yet there was no trickle, or exodus, through the front door.

In fact, the front door was locked. And he didn’t notice anybody going out through the back door.

Where had they come from? Where were they going?

He was truly drunk then, all of the pink drink, and none of the effects had dissipated, even though it had been over hours.

Some people came up and thanks Shiela for a wonderful time. Johnny stood in a daze behind her.

A few people said good bye to him. They squeezed his ass, cupped his mons through  he dress. Mons?

Shiela was watching, saw the concern jump across his face. “Don’t worry, honey, it’s almost over.”

What was almost over?

She laughed and turned to bid good bye to a huge man with a bald head and pointed ears. The bulge in his pants was very scary.

Slowly, slowly people departed. Then, about six in the evening, there were only a dozen people left. They were sipping their last drink, dancing their last dance, and making their way over to bid adieu.

Then there were none.

Shiela sighed, was smiling, and looked around. she nodded happily. “Success. You realize it was for you?”

“What was?”

The party. Sober up.”

Instantly he was sober, all the effects of the pink drink vanished as if they had never been. Johnny looked around in wonder.

“I want to put you forth, and you’ve got the lineage, but that’s a two way sword. Roger had as many enemies as he had friends. But getting everybody to know you, to see how well behaved you can be, and, of course…your change. I think we might have a chance of success now.”

“Change?” Johnny’s brows knitted.

He felt his face, it felt funny.

Shiela had a twisted smile on her face. “You still don’t know what has happened, do you?”

“I don’t understand any of this!”

“Well, come along. Let’s go upstairs. You can recharge me, and then I’ll let you sleep, and then you’ll know.

She gripped him, again by the cock, and dragged him along.

But this time she let his cock grow. It grew and it grew, and it felt gigantic.

“It is gigantic,” she murmured as she led him up the stairs. “But, don’t worry. I’ve got a little plan for hiding it. I want you harmless appearing, and if anybody saw your big weenie they might be scared.

Johnny just didn’t understand, so he followed along, helpless in her hand.

They entered the bedroom and Shiela slipped out of her panties with a sigh. Even these things, as flimsy as they are, can get tiresome.

She took off her bra and Johnny just stood there and stared and gulped.

“Well, honey?”

Johnny took off his dress, and she was right. There was a freedom in doing without clothes that had been on a long time.

Don’t bother with the boots and corset. Just get rid of the panties.

“What about the…the pear thing?”

“Oh, you can leave that it in. I’ll like it when you squeal. Hell, I’ll love it.”

Johnny sat down, with a groan, that pear had been in all night and he was feeling a bit sore now. He pulled off his panties and his cock was now enormous!

She had held it, and he had felt it, but to see it…he was amazed.

“On your back, lover. I’ll do the work. Besides, with that wonderful toy in your butt your ability to do the heavy lifting will be a bit off.”

He lay, and she once again put the restraints on him.

“I don’t have to do it this way,” she admitted. “But I really like it when you can’t move. I could just tell you to stay motionless, and you’d like that. But I just love the old ways.

“The old ways.”

“Old. Old, old. A few hundred years ago.”

He looked at her like she was crazy, but she just chuckled and began to abuse him.

And told him that he liked the pain.

So he did.

She rode him to multiple orgasms until she was refreshed. She whipped him until she was tired. She rode him again.

Her whippings hurt, but she was doing something to him, making it so the little cuts would heal fast, within minutes.

If she cut too deeply she would wait, sit next to him, brush his hair back and kiss his fevered lips.

Then she would whip him again.

She grabbed the pear of anguish and opened it wider, and grabbed the base and shook it up and down. It was like she was shaking his whole body.

Finally, she took it out.

He didn’t know exactly what she did then, but he had a suspicion it had to do with her whole fist.

At any rate, he was screaming in the ecstasy of pain, and writhing about her forearm, and his pectorals, now looking super big flowing out of the top of the corset, shook madly.

She removed her fist and crawled up his body. She kissed him, she sucked on his tongue until he thought it would come loose.

She sucked on his dick until he thought that would come loose.

Then she whipped him some more.

For hours.

Her getting fresher and fresher, more and more energy.

He was in a weird upa nd down land. Sometimes, perhaps because of whatever particular activity she was inflicting on him, he felt weak and drained.

Sometimes he felt rejuvenated, full of energy and ready for another party.

She whispered to him, “Sex is the secret, you know. Those who preach sex only for babies are cheating themselves. When the master imbued us he told us, sex is the secret, fuck as much as you can, fuck whoever you can. And he told us the secret of controlling those who are less than us.”

Johnny, his back arching until it felt like it was going to break, stared at her.

“Don’t let them cum. Keep them horny and puny until they learn, or until they are no longer a threat and a distraction. And the weak shall not inherit the earth.

She pulled her fist out of him then, with such force there was a loud popping sound and it felt like his anal ring had been broken.

“Oh, God!” cried out Johnny.

“Not God…whispered Shiela. “Not. Only our master. And you must acknowledge.”

And she continued to abuse him, and whisper to him, and tell him the secrets and truths of this earthly existence, until he was no longer conscious.


Epilogue

Johnny awoke many hours later. He didn’t really know when he had passed out, so he didn’t know how many hours he had slept.

But he didn’t feel badly.

He felt empty, but refreshed, all at the same time.

He was in her poster bed, and Shiela was not around.

The previous night was like a dream. It was a memory with teeth, but just a memory.

He stretched, and was not too sore.

Except for his asshole. That was pretty raw.

But he could move, he was recovered to some extent, and he slid out from under the covers and stood on his own feet.

His own feet!

The high heeled boots were gone, but they had done their job.

And the corset was gone, it had done its job.

His legs were slender, pale, feminine.

He was looking down at them over his tits. His big, massive tits.

And his hair hung in his eyes. His long, silky hair, with bangs over his eyes and waves over his shoulders.

His heart was pounding, and he was starting to understand.

He turned towards the vanity table and looked at himself in the mirror.

He had an hourglass shape, a little heavy on the top. A lot heavy on the top.

His waist was wasp thin, his love handles had left, and his hips were round, plump, able to be grabbed for heavy fucking.

But he didn’t want to fuck like a girl!

But he would have to, because his cock was gone!

Not even the limp shrimp was left, just labia. Big labia. So big and flappy that he might not need stretching to be as big as Shiela.

His clitoris poked out. It was big for a clitoris, but it was certainly no penis.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered in horror, his voice raw edged and begging. “What have you done? I’m…I’m a girl!”

There was no answer to his tortured voice, so he asked the mansion again, raising his voice.

“What have you done to me?”

Silence. The silence of empty halls and rooms.

“What have you done to me?” He was yelling now, and still increasing in decibels.

“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME? SHIELA!”

Nothing.

“SHIELA! WHERE ARE YOU! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME! SHIELA!”

His voice echoed off the walls and ceilings.

He was alone, and he was changed, and didn’t understand!

And there was nobody to explain it to him.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized by a Mummy!

Forced Feminization by Ancient Magic!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it!”

We were caked with dust, exhausted, and elated beyond dreams.

“Believe,” Kyle whispered. His voice was sounded muffled, and was loud, all at the same time.

We stared at the stone in front of us. Kyle took out a brush and cleaned out the carvings. He read the inscription, translating as the words were revealed.

“The… tomb…of…Titankummin.”

“Tit’s and cumming?” I giggled.

He laughed, “Get your mind out of the gutter, girl, this is the big time.”

He translated more words, more birds and squares and hands and all that sort of thing. I don’t mean to be dismissive of the hieroglyphics, but I was in a hurry to get into the tomb.

“Cursed…be…the…’stealer in?’ Oh, robber…who…defiles…”

“Oh, man, oh, man,” I shuffled a bit.

“Keep your panties on,” he spoke in hushed tones. there’s something else…oh, crap, it’s broken off. Something….something changes. Will change…I don’t know…but that’s it.”

I shone my lamp on the stone face from several different angles, but that was all we were going to get.

“If you get cursed you get changed. Like from living to dead. Typical curse.”

“I don’t know. The way these are carved, and I’m not even familiar with this figure…I don’t think that’s it.”

“Okay, we’re cursed. Can you loosen the block?”

He inserted a thin knife between the entry block and the next stone, the door jamb, as it were. He scratched grit out and I kept the light focused so he could see what we were doing.For long minutes he scratched, and suddenly we heard a rumble.

We freaked, which is what you are supposed to do when you’re in the bowels of an ancient Egyptian tomb, and moved sideways, looked up, tried to figure which way to go to avoid the trap.

And there was a trap. It was a massive slab of stone, hinged over the entrance to the tomb, and it slammed down and would have squashed us flatter than a dung beetle that’s been stepped on by a big rig.

“Fuck!” Kyle blurted. Dust rose up and I was coughing madly, trying to hold a kerchief over my face.

The dust settled, and we coughed, then we saw the damage.

The entry stone to the tomb of Titankummin was shattered, as was the big slab that had almost ended our careers…and lives.

“It’s open!” I shouted, excitement overcoming respect for the dead.

“Shhh!” grinned Kyle.

We pushed chunks of stone aside, clambered over the debris, and entered the tomb of Titankummin.

Titankummin was second dynasty, and female, which made her quite unique. There was apparently a lot of intrigue and court back stabbing and literal back stabbing, before she came to power. When she did come to power she amassed one of the largest fortunes in the history of Egyptian pharaohs. But there was apparently scandal, and the people didn’t particularly like her.

Still, she had a small tomb, and a LOT of her fortune was buried with her.

And that meant, since we had found the tomb, and didn’t pay taxes, we were going to get a LOT of money.

Maybe billions. If we could crate it up and sneak it out of the country.

Did I did mention? Kyle and I are tomb raiders? Like Lara Croft, but more with an eye to profit and not all that stupid ‘who’s your daddy’ crap.

We crawled through the square opening and our lights illumined the tomb.

It might have been a small pyramid, but it was a big treasure room.

Statues, gold jewelry, Tutankhamun's mummy, chariots, model boats, canopic jars, chairs, and paintings, skeletons of servants chained to the walls, and, of course, the walls adorned with endless hieroglyphics.

“Whoa!” Kyle muttered as he went through the debris of an ancient life. He picked up a golden sword, which much effort because that sucker was heavy! He looked into canopic jars and examined the liver and kidneys and what all that were stored there.

“This is better than Tut’s tomb,” he quipped. And he was right. And the government didn’t know about it, no museum’s to pay off or contribute to, just nothing but gold and jewels and sacred relics and….the list goes on, and nobody to share it with.

Finally, after swimming in our gold and glory for a while, we came to the rear of the treasure chamber, and the entrance to a smaller room. This room had stuff in it, including the obligatory skeletons of slaves, but it also had, at the back of the room, a sarcophagus. We stood in front of the big, stone thing and grinned.

“Here we go,” I muttered.

“Wait a minute.”

“Why?” I asked.

Kyle got up on the lid and stared down. He brushed the dust out of hieroglyphics carved into the lid and mumbled.

“It’s that curse thing again…but here’s the whole thing…but it’s weird. He cocked his head, then began speaking.

“Some…curse. Yeah, yeah, but…’changes he who…she who…what? What the fuck?”

“What the fuck what?” I asked, staring at the ancient writing. I could read hieroglyphics a little, but Kyle could read them a lot.

“The he and the she is confused in this…it’s curse, but a blessing, too. I’ve never seen that phrase…but…holy fuck!” He sounded shocked.

“What?”

He grinned at me. “You aren’t going to believe this.”

“For fucks’ sake, what?”

“No, no. Better to show you. Otherwise you might not believe.”

He jumped off the sarcophagus, refused to even talk to me, and just said, “We have to open it.”

“Well, of course we did. There might be special jewels in there. The Pharaoh’s favorite.

We chipped a hole between the fit of the lid and the body of the sarcophagus, rammed a spear into the crack, and applied our weight.

GRRRRR! It sounded like an animal growling as the lid slid to the side.

BOOM! It broke into several pieces.

“Fuck,” I whispered. I didn’t like to break things…I wanted to steal things.

Kyle didn’t care, however, he was already looking into the sarcophagus, waving his hand to disperse dust. “Holy fuck,” he said. “Holy fucking fuck!”

At the awe in his voice I moved next to him. I stared down, my eyes sought out detail, then my mouth opened and my jaw dropped. I said the only thing I could.

“Holy fuck!”

And truer words were never spoken.

Titankummin was short. Not even five foot. The wrappings had disintegrated at various parts of her body, and we could see her face quite plainly. Ugly now, yet it was obvious that she had been a beauty. Not just the evenness of the sunken features, or the row of perfect teeth, but…a feel. An ambience that had lasted even through the centuries.

My eyes trailed down to her chest. She had been well endowed. Very well endowed, and the wrappings must have been stretched, and so more easily disintegrated. Now, there was nothing, but the size of the holes where the wrappings had been stretched and turned to dust. They were large.

The most amazing thing, however, was the groin. A bulge there had also destroyed wrapping, and the cock was plainly displayed.

Cock.

Titankummin was a man…and a woman. I actually staggered a bit then, but held on to the lip of the sarcophagus and forced myself to examine her sex.

Destroyed by the residual moisture of a groin in death. No wrappings, and the cock was still large. It wasn’t thick, it was just skin, and shrunken, but even shrunken—I eyeballed it and whispered, “A foot. My God. 20% of his…her…body height.”

“And those balls, they must have been huge.”

I could see the skin of her testicles, and they spread out like the skin of a fruit, or a dead animal, and they were big. Inflate those puppies and you’d have soft balls. Big soft balls.

Then, growing used to our shock, we saw it.

The ring.

“Oh, baby,” Kyle’s tongue crept out of his mouth as he licked his lips.

“Get it,” I said.

He reached down, pulled a bit of dead gauze off, and slipped the ring off her finger, and a burst of dust suddenly shot out of Titankummin’s mouth and struck Kyle right in the mouth.

“Fuck!” he spat out, tried to rid himself of the dust, and coughed.

Still he had the ring. He held it up and we examined it in the bright light of the lamp.

It was a scarab and a serpent. Both, but so delicately intertwined that you had study the lines to discern it. Once you saw it, however, you could never mistake it again.

A scarab beetle. Round. Shiny even for the dust and gloom. And a serpent coming out of its mouth and circling the body of the scarab. The scarab was made of amethyst, it shone purple, glistened like dew, and filled the eye with awe. The detail was amazing, and it even had tiny pinchers, and the serpent oozed out of the mouth, and circled the stone and gripped the beetle with little clasps that looked more like the beetle had grown legs.

It was an amazing piece of work. Even in today’s market, with laser cut stones, it was precise, geometrically perfect, and…it had spirit. One could feel the spirit of the beetle and the serpent.

Kyle turned the ring over and we could read the one symbol inside the ring. Atum.

“Atum?” I questioned.

Kyle frowned, looked at the ring, then said, “Atum was a God who begat children by himself. Or herself. Who knows the sex of a God?”

We stared at the ring, our minds churning. We were holding one of the greatest treasures of the ancient world, and our lives would never be the same.

The treasure of the Pharaohs, Gods in their own time, were about to make us Gods in our time.

Yeah, baby.

And, I have often wondered, especially in light of what happened to Kyle, what would have happened if I had taken the ring from Titankummin’s finger, and she had breathed her dust into my face.

But right then, fresh with our victory, staring at the glittering stone and setting, we could only exult, and gloat, and…Kyle coughed.

The following days were frantic. Doubly frantic for me, as I had to do all the work.

Kyle had coughed, and it was a weird cough, high in the sinuses, and he had blinked and shook his head.

“That’s funny,” he said, then he keeled over.

He wasn’t unconscious, but he was weak, wobbled like his legs were made out of spaghetti. I helped him out of the tomb, then to our truck. We had hidden it a mile away, in a grove, and it was one of the worst episodes in my life.

Cough…cough…but the coughs were more of a wheeze, and I was bearing a lot of his weight. Still, it was mostly downhill, and I managed to stow him in the passenger seat.

It showed how worried I was that I didn’t leave him there and go get the treasure, but I couldn’t. He was fevered, burning up, so hot that I was scared the sweat would turn to steam.

I got behind the wheel and headed for Cairo. It was a couple of hours, and I kept looking at him. Feeling his forehead.

“Come on, Kyle,” I whispered. “Come on.”

He murmured things, weird things. “The beetle is a hole…the serpent is a mole.” “Don’t fuck me with that!” “Mother…I’m sorry…I’ll never…”

Insane bits of disembodied phrases. Curses and blessings. Reminiscences of ancient prayers that I didn’t recognize, except for the fact that they were beseechings of the Gods.

I sped through Cairo to a hospital, and unloaded him. I managed to get the ring out of his grasp, then they wheeled him into the hospital.

I stared at him, rolling away on a gurney, and I thought I should go in, be with him, but then I thought about what Kyle would do. Kyle would go back and get the treasure. So that is what I did. I got back in the truck and returned to the hidden tomb of Titankummin.

I worried about Kyle as I worked in the tomb. What had happened to him?…as I toted out gold and gems, brought it down the hillside to the truck. Will he be all right?…as I packed ancient weapons and tools into the truck. Did that puff of dust from Titankummin’s mouth have something to do with his sickness?…as I transferred the corpse of Titankummin from the sarcophagus to a thin board, and then toted the board to the truck.

Hours passed. I was exhausted, but wired. Dawn broke.

I drove for town, and headed for a warehouse. I unloaded the goods,  sat down in a chair, and woke uphours later. I had been so tired I had sat down and fallen asleep. I looked around wearily.

Kyle. There must be word of his condition.

I stood up, and almost fell. I needed food.

I stopped at a restaurant and had breakfast, and it was all I could do to eat. I stared at a window as the sun cooked the day. I poked food into my mouth and forced myself to chew.

I was rich, richer than a pharaoh. If a golden trident was worth  a thousand of dollar back then, add in 5,000 years of inflation, and that golden trident might be worth 5 million. And I had tridents and shovels and swords and things to pop pimples with. I had a whole Pharaoh’s palace worth of…stuff.

But my partner was sick. He had been out of it the night before, mumbling strange words, and in strange languages. And, funny thing, it sounded like some of the languages were ones he didn’t even know.

What the fuck had happened to Kyle? Finally, tired but wired, but at least fed, I tossed a 20 pound Egyptian note on the table and left.

“How is he?”

Doctor Satsut frowned. “I have never seen anything like this.”

Dr. Satsut was brown skinned with a stubby mustache under his hooked beak. Still, his eyes were kindly, and he seemed to be smart.

“Like what?”

“Whatever sickness he has,” a doctor didn’t know what he had? Oh, fuck! “it is effecting his hormones.”

“His hormones?”

“Yes. It is like a massive shift is happening inside his body. I have called in specialists, but please don’t expect any news.”

“Any news…for how long?”

He looked ill at ease. “We have to collate reports, and the reports depend on the speed of the labs, and…” he actually shrugged.

“But I need more than that!”

“Perhaps if you can tell me something of your recent activities. People you have met?”

A five thousand years old mummy! My brain did a real ‘clunk.’

“Or where you have been. Some sicknesses originate in specific locations.”

Like in a 5,000 year old pyramid, covered by the sands and hidden for 5,000 years!

“Anything you might have handled…” he looked hopeful.

Like a thousand ancient artifacts from a tomb we broke into…

“We’re just tourists,” I answered. We took a tour, saw the pyramids, and went to a museum.” Ah, so clever a fabricator am I.

His hopeful smile turned into a frown and he shook his head. “Well, I wish…”

“Can I see him?”

“It would not be wise. We have him in isolation until we can figure out what his sickness is.”

“Well, is he awake?”

“He is…awake.” He spoke hesitantly, which made my ears go up. “But he is…having hallucinations.”

I thought of the way he had been speaking on the way back from Titankummin’s tomb. “What kind of hallucinations?”

“He…he…talks like he is somebody else. A woman. But…”

“Does he have a name? As a woman?”

But the doctor had decided that he had said enough. That’s doctors for you. they think they know everything, even when they know nothing, and they aren’t willing to reveal just how ignorant they are.

“I would suggest that you…you wait, and we will give you reports as we have them.”

I left the hospital, and was tireder than when I had arrived. I had no news, I didn’t know what was happening to Kyle. Nobody would tell me anything.

Standing there, in the middle of Wasat El Balad, which was the middle of town in Cairo, I thought.

I was tired, but the day was growing, and I was still wired.

Kyle might be sick, but we were rich, and I had to secure our wealth. And, what would Kyle do? I set about the process of protecting our fortune.

There were still items to be moved in from the pyramid, lots of items, but the warehouse had to be gone through, things had to be mailed, contacts with antiquities dealers made. Most of all, I had to get our ill gotten goods out of Egypt.

Heck, if the Egyptian government knew what we were about we would be in jail for a million years. Or, at least 5,000.

So I headed for the warehouse. I worked all day. I catalogued the items, and I started making contacts. Most of all, I looked for ships’ captains who would be willing to look the other way.

By the end of the day I had made a dent. I had mailed a half a dozen items to other countries, and arranged for pick ups and relay mailing to the US.

The US. That would be a problem, but not a big one. The United States was probably the crookedest, most corrupt country in the world. Grease a few palms and you could sneak in an atomic bomb.

The items were mostly catalogued and laid out on a big tarp. Some of them were boxed and ready to go, but most just laid there, precious artifacts from ancient Egypt, ready to go out into the modern world.

I took a nap, wondered about Kyle, then had a bite to eat and headed for Titankummin’s tomb, and another load of goodies.

It took two weeks to empty the tomb. The hardest parts were when I hired some scurrilous dirtbags to move the heavy stuff. I had to cry a gun and watch my back at all times.

The Pharoah’s barge took a lot of heft, which meant more workers, and then there was the sarcophagus itself, and statues and sculpts of gold. Gold, as you might or might not know, is pretty damned heavy.

But two weeks was amazing. If we had declared our discovery it would have taken many years just to move a couple of items, and we would have gone broke doing it.

No, there is a lot of profit in being a tomb raider. You just have to know how to squeeze a dollar, and be willing to squeeze the trigger of a gun.

It took two months to empty the warehouse. Two months of frantic work, worrying that I would get busted, worrying that the scoundrels I was working with would suddenly decide to betray me, try to take my fortune for themselves.

Two months, and every day I went to the hospital. Doc Satsut met with me every day. He showed me reports, lab results, and discussed options…of which there didn’t seem to be any.

“He continues to lose weight,” he told me at one point. Kyle had been 200 pounds, and now he was down to a hundred.

“Isn’t that dangerous?” I asked him.

“Normally, but…he seems to be adapting.”

Adapting to losing half your body weight?

“There are problems with his kidneys, they seem…dry.”

Now that was an odd remark. Kyle was healthy as a horse, at least he was until he breathe some of that tainted Egyptian mummy dust. Still, lying in the hospital day after day, getting no exercise, I could imagine him wasting away.

We…the hormones. His hormones have shifted, it’s very mysterious.” And he shook his head and mumbled to himself.

So I had no answers, and all I could do was wait. And worry.

But I was rich. I already had billions in the banks, and more was coming in every day.

It’s a funny thing, but the richer a person is the more crooked they are. I stopped having to worry about the low life scum bags stealing from me, and relaxed as the real crooks took a hand.

I received phone calls…with invitations, and I knew what was happening. I was being promoted from tomb raider to international financier. I was being allowed into the ranks of the biggest crooks.

Three months after Kyle and I had broken into the tomb of Titankummin I received a call from the hospital.

“Miss Johansen?” It was Doctor Satsut.

“Yeah, Doc?”

“We…there is nothing more we can do.”

I blinked. “He died?” I blurted.

“No, no. There is just nothing more that we can do. He is an anomaly, and, we would suggest more care, but he insists on being released and…”

Kyle insists? For months they had told me he was blithering in foreign languages. Now he was talking? Insisting?

I realized Doc Satsut had finished speaking and I said, “I’ll be there in an hour.”

I strode down the hallway, Doctor Satsut at my side. He was nervous, blathering a bit. “He has changed, you will see. But he is the same person. We have watched him closely these past months and…” blah, blah, blah.

We turned into Kyle’s room and I stopped.

Yes, it was Kyle. But, as the good doctor had said, he had changed.

He was standing by the window, looking out at Cairo, and he turned to me.

It was Kyle’s face, but shrunken, but not shrunken. The fat had been redistributed. His jaw line was no long firm and square, it was round and soft. His linear eyebrows were gone up into arches. His mouth was puffed out a bit, the lips softer. And the eyes. They were his eyes, but they were dark, darker, and they stared at me.

“Kyle?”

He blinked and tilted his head as if in puzzlement.

I moved towards him and realized that his body had gotten shorter. He had been six foot, now he was five foot. If that. And he was slender, except…except for his chest. his chest…it poked out, and I felt. faint. He had breasts. Large breasts

Still, it was Kyle, and he was my lover, and I took him in my arms. I held him, and he raised his arms, be it slowly, and hugged me back.

“The paperwork has been done,” Satsut said.

I nodded. “Come along, Kyle. Let’s get you out of here.”

I walked, and it was like leading Kyle. He moved, but a bit unsurely.  I realized that he must have been in bed most of the time. It was almost like he had forgotten how to walk.

I took him to the best hotel in Cairo, and he moved slowly, watched me, seemed puzzled sometimes, nodded his head sometimes.

We entered our suite and I asked him, “Kyle? Would you like some lunch? That hospital food must have been something. I’m sure you would like something to eat.”

He cocked his head and watched me.

Not looked at me, but watched me, as if he was figuring me out.

I picked up the phone. “Why don’t you relax, and I’ll order us something.”

He made a motion with his hand, and I recognized it as put down the phone.

I gently placed the phone in its cradle.

“Are you all right, Kyle? Do you need to sleep? Or something?”

Well, it was the ‘or something’ that he needed. He moved like he didn’t fully understand what he was doing, and took off the pants they had given him. And the shirt.

Yes. He had breasts. Big ones. Lush with hard tips.

He stood there naked and waited.

His hips were rounder, and his waist smaller. His was a female body. Except for the big dick hanging down between his legs.

I looked at his penis. It was bigger than I had remembered. A lot bigger. And I could see his big, hairy balls behind his penis. Really big.

I licked my lips, and his cock started to grow harder. slowly, like a truck laboring uphill, it raised up. It became full of blood, and it stood straight out. It was thick, like a man’s forearm, and it was throbbing.

“Kyle?” I asked. suddenly I was confused, and, more than confused, a little scared. He hadn’t said a word since I had picked him up. He just stared at me, and his eyes began to grow larger.

I stopped breathing, or at least forgot that I was supposed to breath, and stared at his growing eyes.

They were dark, pitch dark, not even any whites. They were shiny, opaque but shiny. And they seemed to suck at me, to pull me.

“Kyle?” I asked, my voice trembling.

How many times had we made love? Yet, this was different. This was a force of nature, moving my legs in spite of myself.

He motioned down with an imperious finger, and I found myself kneeling before him, and the single eye of his mighty prick stared at me. And dripped. A slow ‘condensation’ of pre-cum. A drop that dropped, and splattered on the floor.

“Kyle?” I tried again. My heart was pounding, I was shaking, I was compelled.

He pointed at his penis.

I couldn’t help it, as if without mind, but filled with compulsion, I leaned forward. I kissed his penis, tasted the drop of pre-cum, and he made his first sound. A sigh.

He lifted me up by placing his hands under my armpits and just…lifting.

So strong. Stronger than he had been as a man. Stronger than a normal woman of his size.

I realized, with a shock, that I had just accepted an inner thought of him as a woman.

“Kyle?” I asked, but he moved across the room, supporting me at the base of my arms, and he laid me on the big, hotel bed.

It was soft, and I sunk into it. He crawled after me, and stopped.

He sighed again, as if remembering something, and touched my hole. One finger traced the circle of it. Rubbed up and down the labia. Touched the clitoris.

I felt excitement coursing through me. I hadn’t been horny, but his touch was exciting me, making me wet, making me want him.

But he was so different, and I felt fear.

I put my arms up to forestall him, but he took them by the wrists and placed them aside, leaned his weight on me, and pushed his cock to my cunt.

I was rigid with fright now. This was different. This wasn’t Kyle. This was silent and deadly and intense…yet it was Kyle.

It just…wasn’t Kyle.

He held himself above me, stared into my eyes, and I could feel myself being sucked up, into his dark orbs. I felt like my heart was going to pound itself right out of my chest. Yet my own tits felt like that had been lit on fire. My nipples were scorched, and my pussy, my pussy…he shoved in.

That big cock opened me up, split me in two, and I gasped for the pain become pleasure.

I had never had a cock that big. I had never had a baseball bat shoved up my quim. Tell the truth, I didn’t think I wanted to. All the fantasies women have, taking the big monster, I had never had. I liked to fuck, I liked regular size cocks.

But this…this tube sliding up my pussy, electrifying my nerves…I suddenly wanted big cock. And a lot of it.

Kyle obliged. He shoved it in like a battering ram, then slowly, gently, making me feel like he was turning me inside out, extracted it.

What is beyond a moan? That was what I did. A guttural exhalation of desire and overwhelming pleasure.

He shoved it in again, filled me, opened me, taught me who was boss.

I could hardly breath for the sheer sensation. My body felt like it had been thrown in an oven. I felt like my skin had ignited. My pussy simply exploded.

And he kept shoving it in, pulling it out, shoving it in, pulling it…and I entered a daze of heaven that elevated me to the Gods. I clung to him, to her, to whoever, and held on. I was being split apart and molten love was being poured into me.

Finally, transformed, I lay back on the bed.

Kyle got off me, smiled a knowing smile, and went to the telephone.

I watched him.

He stopped. Confused. Looked at the table the phone was on. He opened a drawer, and there was the ring. The beetle and the serpent. I had put it in the drawer and forgotten about it.

His eyes lit up and he took the ring, held it up, then placed it on his middle finger.

He turned to me…and he spoke. “That’s better.”

“Kyle?” I sat up.

He motioned me to be quiet with his ringed hand and picked up the phone.

His voice was softer, like a woman’s, and it had a curious ‘slant’ to it. Like he had an accent, but I knew he had no accent. He had never had an accent.

“I would like a dinner. Two dinners.” He was speaking slowly, figuring things out. “I would like a…a clothier…haberdasher…a person to arrange for clothing. Shoes. I need shoes. Send a person for shoes. “

He hung up, went to the window and looked out.

I got up, tired and dashed against the boulders at the bottom of a cliff I had never known existed. I walked up behind him. Or her. No. Him. Only a ‘him’ could fuck like he had. Before I could put my arms around him, however, he spun.

His eyes were dark, like storm clouds, though he smiled. And he spoke gibberish.

Gibberish? Was he hallucinating? Had some part of his brain been injured?

He frowned at the expression on my face.

He spoke slower, and I recognized it as Egyptian. but why was he speaking in Egyptian to me? And…it wasn’t real Egyptian. It was. dialect, or…or…and it struck me…it was ancient Egyptian.

I opened my mouth, and the translation of his words slowly permeated my mind.

“My treasure. What you took out of my tomb. Where is it.”

I, of course, fainted.


PART TWO

We ate dinner, kushari and ful medames and a couple of the most delicious lamb chops I had ever tasted.

He was naked, and his breasts brushed the table. His hair, three months longer than his normal male cut, was brushed out and reached almost to his shoulders. He watched me with those dark, dark eyes, and he asked me questions.

The questions were…odd. He knew about how to liquidate ancient artifacts, but I had to explain basic things to him, like banking. Like taxes.

But he knew all that!

But he didn’t.

Yet he understood and retained everything I told him, and started asking deeper questions.

Finally, he simply nodded and said, “I understand. You have done well.” Then he said something very odd. “You love me.”

It was rhetorical, he knew I did. I had helped him, I had taken care of the treasure, and, of course I had fucked him. Quickly and easily and wanted to do so again.

Lord, just sitting there watching those full lips, those female lips, work around food, it was making me horny.

And his breasts. They were so big and gorgeous.

Knock knock.

He cocked his head.

“The haberdasher.”

“Oh. Do people always touch door before they enter?”

I gave a half blink at the silliness of the question. “Of course. Unless they live there.”

“But who announces them?”

“They announce themselves.”

“Oh. How…dangerous.”

Watching him, puzzled, I went to the door and opened it.

The haberdasher entered, and had an assistant, and was shocked at Kyle’s nakedness. Egypt is predominately Islam, and women do not let themselves be seen naked. They are always clad in the big robes called gallebaya, they cover their faces with hijabs.

The haberdasher gasped. Which was the wrong thing to do in the presence of the ‘new’ Kyle.

He stood up and, I swear, I could see hurricanes swirling in his dark eyes.

The haberdasher and his assistant stared at his cock, reaching to his knees.

Oh, God, what had I done? I hadn’t prepared the new Kyle for this. People who had both male and female sex organs would be run out of Egypt on a rail! It was against their customs, their religion.

Yet Kyle simply held up his hand so they could see his ring. Then he motioned downward.

The haberdasher and his assistant knelt, they both held their heads down.

I goggled. What the fuck?

Yet I felt a compulsion myself. I felt like bending knee, even though I knew Kyle, this was Kyle…but I didn’t. I just got a little weak in the knee and managed to stay standing up.

“Yati,” Kyle said. ‘Come.’

The haberdasher and his assistant crawled across the floor.

Kyle motioned, and they kissed his ring, and abased themselves. Put their heads to the floor, and I heard a sobbing sound come from the assistant.

“Tartafie.” ‘Rise.’ The Haberdasher and his assistant came to their feet, but they stood very respectful, eyes down and hands clasped in front of them.

“You will clothe me.”

“Pardon me,” the clothier whispered. “I clothe men. I do not know dresses.”

Kyle tossed it off. “Make me man clothes. Send measurements to somebody who makes woman clothes.”

“Would you like…” it was almost like the haberdasher was afraid to speak, “Egyptian clothes or…or western clothes.”

Kyle raised an eyebrow at me.

“Western,” I said. “And send the person who makes women’s clothes up here.” No way I was going to let some doofus with no fashion sense clothe Kyle.

Shortly, they had measured Kyle and were gone. Kyle went out on the balcony and sat in a chair.

I picked up the phone and ordered drinks, then went out to sit with him.

He was silent, his eyes roaming over the buildings of Cairo, taking it all in.

Oddly, though I knew Kyle, I was…apprehensive. This was a different Kyle.

He turned to me, smiled. “You are loyal,” he said, then he turned back to his city gazing.

I studied him. In form he was a woman. Yet his cock was more than a man’s. And his breasts, oh, Lord. I’m not a Lesbian, but I was turned on by those massive tits. Just the sight of them, lightly colored brown, the pink tips so erect, made me hungry for them.

He had fucked me, yet I was already horny again.

Knock knock.

“Who announces themselves?”

“Probably the drinks.”

He raised an imperious eyebrow at me, but I just went and got the drinks.

I returned to the balcony and handed him a tall, icy Coke High. That’s bourbon and Coke. The best bourbon, and…Coke.

He moved his head slightly when he gripped the glass. “Cold.”

“Yes,” I murmured. “They put ice in it”

He smiled. He sipped. He grinned. “Hah!” Then he drank the whole thing down. He threw the empty glass over the rail!

“Don’t!” I yelled.

He stared at me angrily.

“There are people below!  You might hit one?”

His brows furrowed. “So?”

“You can’t hurt people!”

“Why not?”

Then followed a lo-o-ong discussion concerning how one should behave with other people. To his credit, he understood everything, and I got him to agree to follow my lead, to pay attention to what I was saying.

“Kyle,” I finally asked, “What has happened to you?”

There was a flicker behind his eyes, but it was so quick, and then it went away.

“Kyle is fine. I am fine.”

“How can you be fine if you’re speaking of yourself in the third person?”

He looked confused.

“Oh, crap,” I muttered. He didn’t understand ‘third person?’ “Kyle,” I spoke a little more forcefully.

He frowned, but listened.

“Who are you?”

For a long moment he regarded me. Then: “I need a…how do women pleasure themselves? Would you like to be a man?”

“What?”

He lifted his penis, showed me what was underneath, and I almost fainted.

I didn’t go all the way out, but nearly.

Under his cock was a vagina. Unmistakeable. A pussy. Like mine.

I remembered the look on the haberdasher’s face when he had measured Kyle’s inseam. A moment of shock, but nothing said.

Of course, nothing said. He had been under the influence of…the ring.

But he had noted the vagina, and accepted it. Against all custom and even the tenets of his religion, he said nothing. The effects of the ring were that powerful.

Dazed, feeling more surreal than Alice did in Wonderland, I said, “Women use men…”

“I would not let a man control me. I have sated my male with you, but my female needs to be sated. How do women satisfy themselves.”

“Well,” was that really me talking? “Women could use a dildo.”

He seemed to understand the concept just from the word, or maybe there was a bit of residual Kyle in him that recognized the word.

“Call a dildo maker. I need one.”

“We could,” I sounded like I was gargling, “look on the internet.”

He tilted his head. Internet: a totally unrecognizable concept.

“It’s…it’s a thing designed for buying and selling. It’s…can I just show you?”

Lord we had spent hundreds of hours on the internet, researching, planning, learning, and now he didn’t know what it was?

I got a laptop and explained what it was to him, as best I could, and opened up Amazon.

His mouth actually dropped, and he said, “So many dildo.”

“Dildos. Plural.”

“Order.”

“Which one?”

He pointed at a big, fleshy dildo, complete with balls and vibrator.

I ordered. “Okay.”

“Where is it?”

“It will be here tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” He didn’t like that.

So I said, “Perhaps you would like to sate your male part a few more times.”

He smiled.

That afternoon I will always remember. The way his large penis opened me like a flower in the spring, the way his massive balls bounced against my ass. Shortly I entered a daze of sexuality from which it seemed there was no recovering.

I came, and came again. And came again and again.

It wan’t Kyle, it was better. Sexually speaking.

And I could feel myself drowning in his presence.

He sucked my breasts, and had me suck his.

Mine, they tasted like breasts. His, they tasted like…something else. Something sweet, some nectar, some ambrosia. It was as if his nipples were faucets that poured forth honey. And they intoxicated me. As if I was drinking the most potent wine, and I could feel the syrup of sweetness spread through out my body. Down my throat, into my belly, an explosion of dazzling delight.

And he placed a finger in my hole, two fingers, then three, and began reaming me. I held on for dear life as I endured another bout of orgasms.

“Touch me,” he commanded, and I placed a finger in his hole. I slid it into him and he groaned. “More.”

Two fingers, then three, then I was doing to him what he had done to me. I jammed my hand in until only the thumb stuck out at an angle. I bruised his rim, I worked my arm until the muscles were screaming in agony, and he came.

And came and came. Squirting his liquids, jerking his hips, spasming like the world was going to end. Which, I suppose, it had. Sexually speaking.

And I realized why he would let no man fuck him. Once he began to moan and groan, once his pelvis went crazy and out of control, I felt like I could control him.

When a man fucks a woman there is a connection. The man assumes ownership, the woman submits. I knew that Kyle, or whoever it was that went for Kyle, did not want to be owned.

He…or she…or whatever…had ruled Egypt. I thought of the legends of violence that this…this creature must have endured. And how, in the end, she had refused being owned, and had, instead, owned everybody.

I had visions, as I lay in that dazed state of hypersexuality, of women being brought to him and fucked, until they all submitted.

And the men were also fucked…or just discarded.

Discarded as in…killed.

I lay in the arms of a mass murderer, a serial killer, a sex fiend, a…mummy.

Yet I was happy, for her caresses, his penetrations, they made it all right.

All I had to do was submit. And I was doing that. Every time she fucked me I submitted more.

And it felt good.

But there was a bit of me, a piece, a twist of that 20th century enlightened female libber, that protested.

Don’t submerge yourself in him! I thought.

And he, that was Kyle and was not, merely smiled and ground me down, fucked me, fucked my mouth, my vagina, my ass. He used me and abused me.

I was his first victim in this new age, and I could tell that he had great plans for me. I had protected his wealth, and he would reward me.

I faced a lifetime of power, of making entire countries jump to my whim. His whim.

And his whim would be my whim.

And I would have no whim except his.

I sank deeper and deeper into his ambience, his soul…if that was what it was.

And that little piece of me cried out more and more.

But that little piece, its voice was so very, very small.

He fucked me again.

His clothes arrived that night, and he went out dressed as a man. Slick, dark suit, jacket open, a woman’s blouse opened to show his cleavage.

I expected the populace to rise up and stone him. This was so not Egypt. This was so not Islam. Yet they did nothing.

We walked into a restaurant and the conversation died down. People stared at the man with breasts. But, of course, his face was so soft, he looked like a woman dressed like a man. Except for the huge log outlined down one leg.

He smiled, and made a flourish, raising his ring hand, palm facing inward and fingers pointing up, so that everybody could see the ring. Stares were redirected. Conversations started up, be it nervously. And one woman in a far corner actually went down on her knee.

We sat in a private booth and ate. And for all his ‘differentness,’ for all his cultural foibles and lack of understanding, Kyle was a charming companion. He spoke in a low key voice, always a throaty chuckle behind his words, and he made sly observations.

“That one, there,” he indicated the woman who had bent to one knee, “she gave me the most wonderful blow job. Of course that was 50 lifetimes ago.”

“The waiter acts like he has been pushing scarabs up his ass. See how he walks? As if he is scratching the ears? As if scarabs had ears?”

“Look at the wonderful breasts on that woman. I think you shall have those.”

“Me? But I already have breasts.”

“In my time,” he gently lectured, “Women with big breasts were considered more highly than women with small. That is why I grew my breasts so large. I am the most highly regarded of all.”

“And your penis?” I observed “Is that a matter of high regard?”

“Absolutely. Would like one?”

Yeah, I wanted on. I wanted the one between his legs. I wanted it shoved so far up me I gargled sperm.

“I heard that,” he quipped. He picked up a glass of champagne and gargled it.

“How did you…oh, my God!”

“Yes, I am your God.” he smiled. “And I command you…you have a bit of revolution in you. There is a piece of you that refuses to submit. You must do without that. You must give yourself to me complete.”

What he meant was that I should worship him.

“What I mean is that you worship me,” he smiled.

And I was reminded that he could read minds.

“Be not afraid, my dear.” He called a waiter over and ordered more drinks. “Give in, give up, and the world is yours.”

“I’ll try,” I whispered.

He was satisfied with that. But, then, why shouldn’t he be? He could read my mind, and if I didn’t hide that rebellious part of me then…what would he do?”

“Kill you,” he answered.

I nodded again. “Then I should try harder.”

He leaned forward, touched my lips gently, kissed me, and I near swooned with rapture. His mere touch…his mere touch…he could make me cum with a touch.

I tried to hide that small part of me. I tried to hide the knowledge that I would never be able to give it up. But the hiding was enough. He accepted my efforts, and life went on.

We did our banking. Well, his banking. And we made contacts. Rich people, government people, important people.

And it was true that the rich get richer.

Oh, if he had died I would have gotten richer, but only by interest. He understood how to invest, he knew what markets would do, and we got richer.

And I was part of we. He never took me off the papers. I had signed them in the beginning, and had included him. And signed for him.

I think he trusted me.

I think.

Or maybe he just didn’t care. After all, a wave of the ring and I would do whatever he wanted.

And after some weeks, his dick felt bigger. It hurt when it went in, and I remarked on it.

“It is not me growing bigger, my dear, it is you getting smaller. As your manhood grows you womanhood will shrink. But after a time your womanhood will return to normal.

I lay in the dark with staring eyes.

I was going to grow a dick?

A dick?

And I knew all the fucking we had done had done something to me. I was…not exactly impregnated, but changed.

But I didn’t want to be changed! I didn’t want a dick!

“Kyle,” I whispered to him. He smiled in the dark. “Do I have to grow a penis?”

“Why would you not want to? Besides, we must change the world. We must make more of our own. We must become strong enough to rule the world, no matter how far apart countries may be, no matter what oceans separate us.”

“But I…I like being a woman. And just a woman.”

“I like being a woman. I love when you use the dildos on me. But I love being a man. Being in charge. Making women submit to my rule. I guarantee it, my dear, you are going to love making women submit to yours.”

He slept then, and I lay awake thinking.

A penis. A big one. Huge, with monster balls swinging between my legs.

I wondered how a man could walk with balls between his thighs. Would I walk bow legged? Would I feel my legs brush and squash those man parts?

I didn’t want that to happen. And that little, rebellious part of me lay awake.

I didn’t want a penis.

And I didn’t think a woman, by virtue of being porked, had to submit.

I thought that in fucking I could retain my sense of self, remain sovereign, not be entrapped by the male machismo and sense of ownership.

All I had to do was say ‘no,’ after all.

Then I realized that in ancient Egypt women didn’t say no.

In ancient Egypt women were chattel. Property. Nothing more than goods to be traded by men.

But this was now. Those days were over.

Except…if I grew a big penis, and I started fucking women, the way Kyle had fucked me, the world would change.

All the progress made by women would be reversed. Even should they resist, like that little part of me, there wouldn’t be enough of women like me to stand against an onslaught of…of Kyle.

I had to do something.

Months passed, and my hole had shrunk. No longer did he fuck me in the pussy. He used my asshole.

Which was good. I liked anal sex.

But my dick grew. My clitoris migrated upwards from my hole, and it started to lengthen, to lose its shiny sheen of wetness. It became thicker, and exciting to touch. I could imagine sex with it.

Yet…I didn’t want a penis.

Not on me.

I was born a woman. I didn’t want to become a man. I especially didn’t want to become a person that was half man and half woman.

We grew richer, we made contributions to political parties. Kyle fucked other women.

He fucked the women of politicians, and so his voice grew loud in government.

Women fucked by his big dick whispered to their husbands, told them what a wonderful candidate Kyle would be. And the men, listened to their happy wives, and they bent in the wind

My dick was six inches, and Kyle was pressuring me to fuck a woman.

“You must use it to make it permanent,” he said. “If you don’t use it it will eventually shrink, and you will return to human.”

Return to human. Return to being a female. A woman. What I loved being more than anything in the world.

So I was caught in quandary. I had a choice. Fuck somebody, and make them submit, and rule…and my penis would stay. I would be stuck having a man part forever.

I would be alien, as was Kyle.

Or don’t fuck somebody, and remain weak compared to Kyle, and he would eventually dispose of me.

I had no illusions about that. I had proved my usefulness, and my loyalty, but if I didn’t continue up the path he had prescribed, I would be discarded.

To fuck or not to fuck, that was the question.

I asked him, one night while we were fucking, outright, “Are you an alien?”

He froze, then he began to move again, but he was thinking. He said, “I am.”

“You came to Egypt 5,000 years ago to rule earth.”

He stopped moving, pulled his penis out of me, sat with his arms around his legs and contemplated me. I knew what he was thinking about. How much can I tell her.

In the end, he decided I was trustworthy, that he could tell me all, that I had proved my loyalty.

“We came from the Dog Star. We ruled earth for thousands of years. We built great structures. We hoped that earth would be a colony. But earthlings proved themselves disloyal, so we decided to end them.

“We caused plagues and disasters. We flooded the entire earth, caused crops to fail. But it was all for naught. There were too many men, and not enough of us.

Men reproduce by having babies. A man and a woman can have 20 babies. More. And we were limited. We could only have one baby every ten years. And we could only have it with ourselves.”

Atum, I thought.

“Precisely,” he agreed with my thought. “We were single sex species. ‘Atums,’ in my language. And for all our technology, all our power, we were falling to humans.”

“We are taught that Adam was the first man,” I spoke aloud.

“Of course. Atum is the one man. That is the truth of that. And the truth is this,” he unfolded his arms and stared at me. “You must fuck a man.”

I didn’t want to. I whispered, “I am afraid to fuck a man.”

“What is there to fear? They are weak creatures, easily enslaved. What is there to fear?”

“I am born of man, so I am confounded by an irrational fear. What if I fuck a man…and it doesn’t work? He doesn’t submit, but somehow makes me submit?”

Kyle laughed.

I touched him, put my hands on his strong biceps. “I know it is silly. But I can’t overcome that fear.”

I really just didn’t want to grow my dick. I didn’t want to become alien. I didn’t want to be infected and become an…Atum.

He was silent then, then he spoke in a low voice. “There is one way we could…I could help you.”

“How is that?” What?

“I will let you fuck me, then you will see that I will not be able to make you submit through the sexual act.”

“We can do that?”

I felt a surge of hope in my chest. I kept my rebellious part hidden. There was something here that I didn’t understand, but I felt that I was on the brink of severe revelation.

“We can. I will allow you to fuck me. Then…then you will see.”

I sat up, zen position. I was eager, and careful to show only the tip of that eagerness. I felt, intuitively, that something was going to happen. A door was going to be opened.

“If you will do that…then…then I will try.”

He bought it.

He took off his ring and placed it on the side table. His ring, which he NEVER took off. And I had a thought…a thought…the ring…

“Come, my dear. Let us make love, and I will show you. I will transform you, and we will rule worlds together.

He took me in his arms and kissed me, and I felt his huge penis throbbing with desire.

He was horny, man horny, but he was going to give that up for me.

He whispered, “Now make love to me, like a man. Kiss me and take charge. Make me submit. And don’t worry, I am protected.

He was protected all right. He was protected because he had taken off the ring. He had taken off his power. He had gained his power when he had put on the ring, and if he was fucked while he wore the ring, that would make him submit. And he had taken it off to protect himself from that. Even the slightest feelings of submission, even should they appear, would be erased once he put the ring back on.

I pushed him back, crawled on top of him. I grabbed his face and kissed his curved lips. I tasted his breath and his tits, and I was desperate, even as I tried to conceal my desperation.

“I love you,” I whispered, lifting his penis and feeling his hole.

He groaned as I fingered him.

I fondled his tits and sucked on the nipples. I gripped his ears and held his head down.

He pushed my hips down, tried to get my dick in his hole.

I balked. If I fucked him…I became half and half. I became alien. I became an Atum.

“Fuck me,” he whispered, thinking that my fear was of being forced to submit, not realizing that my real fear was being transformed into an alien.

“Fuck me!”

I crawled up his body, placed my knees on each side of his face.

“Suck my dick!” I said. “Prepare me!”

He hesitated, then, assured that he was safe, he took my penis in his mouth.

Oh, it felt good. I had never realized the pleasure that a man gains form having his cock sucked.

I groaned.

He grabbed my balls and held them and worked his mouth over my penis. He unbalanced me, and I fell forward. I landed with my left hand between the two pillows at the head of the bed, and my right hand at the right corner of the bed.

He sucked, and I felt like I was going to cum.

But I didn’t want to cum…not through the penis! I was afraid! I wanted to stay a woman! I…saw the ring.

On the table. The beetle surrounded by the serpent. An ancient ring. A powerful ring.

Was it alien technology?

Was it the result of some alien religion? A powerful artifact that could bend people to the will of the bearer?

I didn’t know. I only knew that it called to me.

I reached out, fumbled, then slipped the ring onto my finger.

I felt a golden explosion whelming me. My skull exploded and the world became skeins to be manipulated.

Under my cock Kyle froze.

I pushed up, sat on his face, and looked down. I showed him the ring.

“No!” he whimpered.

“That which is in Kyle that is alien. The Atum. Die.”

That was all it took. I could perceive a black explosion in Kyle’s head. I could feel the Atum exploding into dust and dissipating.

All that was left was Kyle, sobbing, freed from the grip of the alien.

“Oh, Kyle,” I said, and I fell on him, and we kissed.

Atum, that is the name I give to that which occupied Kyle’s body, is gone. It has died, the way of his brethren, the way he should have died 5,000 years ago.

The way he should have died before being wrapped in gauze and preserved.

I can only wonder why he allowed himself to live in a tomb, in a dead body, for 5,000 years.

But who knows what oddities go for thought in an alien mind? Who knows what plan may have eventually surfaced?

Kyle is completely recovered. He is his old self, a cheerful tomb raider with a nasty sense of humor, and a quite adequate dick. For when Atum left he didn’t take his dick with him. Kyle is quite pleased to find himself the possessor of a super big cock.

I know I am. He fucks, and I submit, time after time, and we just can’t seem to get enough of each other.

My penis has gone away. My hole has migrated back to it’s original fun-loving slit. And it does love its fun.

And the days pass in wealthy style. We have immense riches, and the will to use them.

But the strangest thing of all?

There are rumors that I might make a good candidate for office.

Huh.

I never thought of that.

But one thing I did think of…I’m never going to take off that ring.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


About the Author!

Grace Mansfield is the cutting edge of feminization in modern society.

Grace writes an astounding 10,000 words a day, and her five star ratings are out the roof!

That’s over a hundred novels and over 600 novellas, and in just a couple of years!

But feminization isn’t her only thing. She writes stories about female domination, chastity, crossdressing, femdom, even castration!

She explores themes that others have never touched upon!

She explores human beings and all their blessings and foibles.

She ranges far in her plotting, so you’ll never get the same old same old.

If you really want the absolute best in erotica check her out on Amazon.

Or, just drop on by the website.

Joe Gropper

Webmaster at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

for a massive collection of bundles!

On Amazon type in:

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

21 steamy five star stories in each bundle!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

Type in…

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’


[image: Group]


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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